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PREFACE. 


T'his  novel  was  first  sent  to  the  press  almost  immediately 
after  the  publication  of  “ Pelham,”  and  has,  in  common  with  that 
work,  the  faults  of  a very  young  and  inexperienced  writer.  The 
plot  is  not  skilfully  conslrucled,  and  the  diction,  though  improved 
as  far  as  possible,  through  successive  editions,  is  generally,  in 
the  graver  portions,  too  florid  and  redandant.  In  spite  of  these 
and  other  defects,  which  a maturer  taste  and  a more  earnest  at- 
tention to  the  rules  of  art  in  fiction,  now  enable  the  author  to 
discover,  though  (without  re-writing  the  whole  work,  an 
exertion  of  industry  that  might  be  better  directed)  they  do  not 
enable  him  to  remove,  “The  Disowned”  has  always  been,  with 
a certain  class  of  readers , among  the  most  populat  of  the  author's 
novels.  Perhaps,  because  with  the  inexperience  of  a writer  is 
generally  combined  a certain  enthusiasm  of  youth , which  serves 
sometimes  to  embellish  and  often  to  excuse  the  deficiencies  that  it 
cannot  conceal.  Perhaps  also  there  may  be,  in  this  novel,  de- 
tached passages  of  description  and  suggestions  of  individual  cha- 
racter, which,  however  humble  their  merit,  are  not  at  least  excel- 
led, if  taken  simply  by  themselves,  in  those  later  works  on  which, 
as  more  thoughtfully  conceived  and  more  carefully  constructed, 
the  author  would  chiefly  rest  whatever  reputation  he  may  possess 
as  a writer  of  fiction. 

Some  of  the  personages  introduced  in  “The  Disowned,” 
especially  Morris  Brown,  and  the  Gipsy  King,  were  sketched  from 


Digitized  by  Google 


vin 


originals  who  flourished  at  the  close  of  the  last  century,  very  little 
subsequent  to  the  date  to  which  the  narrative  is  referred.  And 
there  are  yet  living  those  who  furnished  the  colours  and  have  been 
gracious  enough  to  recognise  the  resemblance. 

Fulham,  October,  ISIO. 


Digitized  by  Google 


DISOWNED. 


< 


THE 


CHAPTER  1. 

ril  tell  you  a story  if  you  please  to  attend. 

Limbo,  6.  Knight. 

It  was  the  evening  of  a soft,  warm  day,  in  the  May  of  17 — . 
The  sun  had  already  set,  and  the  twilight  was  gathering  slowly 
over  the  large , still  masses  of  wood  which  lay  on  either  side  of  one 
of  those  green  lanes  so  peculiar  to  England.  Here  and  there,  the 
outline  of  the  trees  irregularly  shrunk  back  from  the  road,  leaving 
broad  patches  of  waste  land , covered  with  fern  — that  wild  off- 
spring of  the  forest  — and  the  yellow  blossoms  of  the  dwarf  furze, 
and,  at  more  distant  intervals,  thick  clusters  of  rushes,  from 
which  came  the  small  hum  of  gnats  — those  “evening  revellers”— 
alternately  rising  and  sinking  in  the  customary  manner  of  their  un- 
known sports  — till,  as  the  shadows  grew  darker  and  darker,  their 
thin  and  airy  shapes  were  no  longer  distinguishable,  and  no  so- 
litary token  of  life  or  motion  broke  the  voiceless  monotony  of  the 
surrounding  woods. 

The  first  sound  which  invaded  the  silence  came  from  the  light, 
quick  footsteps  of  a person,  whose  youth  betrayed  itself  in  its 
elastic  and  unmeasured  tread,  and  in  the  gay,  free  carol,  which 
broke  out  by  fits  and  starts  upon  the  gentle  stillness  of  the  evening. 

There  was  something  rather  indicative  of  poetical  taste  than 
musical  science  in  the  selection  of  this  vesper  hj-mn , which  always 
commenced  with  — 

'T  it  merry,  *t  it  merry,  in  good  green  -wood, 

and  never  proceeded  a syllable  farther  than  the  end  of  the  second 
line. 

When  hirdi  are  atiout  and  tinging; 
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from  the  last  word  of  which , alter  a brief  pause , it  invariably 
started  forth  into  joyous  “iteration.” 

Presently  a heavier,  yet  still  more  rapid , step  than  that  of  the 
youth  was  heard  behind;  and,  as  it  overtook  the  latter,  a loud, 
clear,  good-humoured  voice  gave  the  salutation  of  the  evening. 
The  tone  in  which  this  courtesy  was  returned  was  frank , distinct, 
and  peculiarly  harmonious.” 

“Good  evening,  my  friend.  How  far  is  it  to  W — ? I hope  I 
am  not  out  of  the  direct  road?" 

“ToW — , Sir?”  said  the  man,  touching  his  bat , as  he  per- 
ceived , in  spite  of  the  dusk , something  in  the  air  and  voice  of  his 
new  acquaintance  which  called  for  a greater  degree  of  respect  than 
he  was  at  first  disposed  to  accord  to  a pedestrian  traveller  — “To 
W — , Sir?  why,  you  will  not  surely  go  there  to-night : it  is  more 
than  eight  miles  distant,  and  the  roads  none  of  the  best?” 

“ Now,  a curse  on  all  rogues ! ” quoth  the  youth  with  a serious 
sort  of  vivacity.  “ Why , the  miller , at  the  foot  of  the  hill , assured 
me  I should  be  at  my  journey’s  end  in  less  than  an  hour.” 

“He  may  have  said  right.  Sir,”  returned  the  man , “yet you 
will  not  reach  W — in  twice  that  time.” 

“How  do  you  mean ? ” said  the  younger  stranger. 

“Why,  that  you  may  for  once  forces  miller  to  speak  truth  in 
spite  of  himself,  and  make  a public  house,  about  three  miles 
hence , the  end  of  your  day’s  journey.” 

“Thank  you  for  the  bint,”  said  the  youth.  “Does  the  house 
you  speak  of  lie  on  the  road-side?  ” 

“No,  Sir:  the  lane  branches  off  about  two  miles  hence , and 
yon  must  then  turn  to  the  right;  but,  till  then,  our  way  is  the 
same,  and  if  you  would  not  prefer  your  own  company  to  mine,  we 
can  trudge  on  together.” 

“With  all  my  heart,”  rejoined  the  younger  stranger;  “and 
not  the  less  willingly  from  the  brisk  pace  you  walk.  I thought  I had 
few  equals  in  pedestrianism ; but  it  should  not  be  for  a small  wager 
that  I would  undertake  to  keep  up  with  you.” 

“Perhaps,  Sir,”  said  the  man,  laughing,  “I  have  had,  in 
the  course  of  my  life , a better  usage  and  a longer  experience  of  my 
heels  than  you  have,” 
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Somewhat  startled  by  a speech  of  so  eqoirocal  a meaning,  the 
youth,  for  the  first  time,  tamed  round  to  examine  as  well  as  the 
increasing  darkness  would  permit,  the  size  and  appearance  of  his 
companion.  He  was  not,  perhaps,  too  well  satisfied  with  his 
survey.  His  fellow  pedestrian  was  about  six  feet  high , and  of  a 
correspondent  girth  of  limb  and  frame , which  would  have  made 
him  fearful  odds  in  any  encounter  where  bodily  strength  was  the 
best  means  of  conquest.  Notwithstanding  the  mildness  of  the 
weather,  be  was  closely  buttoned  in  a rough  great  coat,  which  was# 
well  calculated  to  give  all  due  effect  to  the  athletic  proportions  of 
the  wearer. 

There  was  a pause  of  some  moments. 

“This  is  but  a wild,  savage  sort  of  scene  for  England , Sir,  In 
this  day  of  new-fashioned  ploughs  and  farming  improvements,” 
said  the  tall  stranger,  looking  round  at  the  ragged  wastes  and 
grim  woods  which  lay  steeped  in  the  shade  beside  and  before 
them. 

“True,”  answered  the  youth;  “and  in  a few  years  agncui^ 
tnral  innovation  will  scarcely  leave,  even  in  these  wastes , a single 
furze-blossom  for  the  bee,  ora  tuft  of  green-sward  for  the  grass- 
hopper; but,  however  unpleasant  the  change  may  be  for  us  foot 
travellers , we  must  not  repine  at  what  they  tell  us  is  so  sure  a wit- 
ness of  the  prosperity  of  the  country.” 

“They  tell  us!  who  tell  us?”  exclaimed  the  stranger,  with 
great  vivacity.  “Is  it  the  puny  and  spiritless  artisan , or  the  de- 
based and  crippled  slave  of  the  counter  and  the  till,  or  the  sallow 
speculator  on  morals,  who  would  mete  us  out  our  liberty  — our 
happiness  — our  very  feelings,  by  the  yard,  and  inch,  and  frac- 
tion? No,  no,  let  them  follow  what  the  books  and  precepts  of 
their  own  wisdom  teach  them : let  them  cultivate  more  highly  the 
lands  they  have  already  parcelled  out  by  dykes  and  fences , and 
leave,  though  at  scanty  intervals,  some  green  patches  of  unpol- 
luted land  for  the  poor  man’s  beast,  and  the  free  man’s  foot.” 

“You  are  an  enthusiast  on  this  subject,”  said  the  younger 
traveller,  not  a little  surprised  at  the  tone  and  words  of  the  last 
speech ; “ and  if  I were  not  jnst  about  to  commence  the  world  with 
a firm  persuasion  that  enthusiasm  on  any  matter  is  a great  obstacle 
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to  success,  I could  be  as  warm,  though  not  so  eloquent,  as 
yourself." 

“Ah,  Sir,"  said  the  stranger,  sinhfng  into  a more  natural 
and  careless  tone,  “I  have  a better  right  than  I imagine  you  can 
lay  a claim  to , to  repine  or  even  to  inveigh  against  the  boundaries 
which  are  day  by  day,  and  hour  by  hour,  encroaching  upon  what 
I have  learnt  to  look  upon  as  my  own  territory.  You  were , just 
before  I joined  you,  singing  an  old  song;  I honour  you  for  your  • 
'taste ; and  no  offence.  Sir,  but  a sort  of  fellowship  in  feeling  made 
me  take  the  liberty  to  accost  you.  I am  no  very  great  scholar  in 
other  things ; but  I owe  my  present  circumstances  of  life  solely  to 
my  fondness  for  those  old  songs  and  quaint  madrigals.  And  I be- 
lieve no  person  can  better  apply  to  himself  Will  Shakspeare’s  in- 
vitation : — 

Under  the  green  wood  tree. 

Who  lores  to  lie  with  me, 

And  tune  his  merry  note 
Unto  the  sweet  bird’s  throat. 

Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither, 

Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy 

But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Relieved  from  bis  former  fear,  but  with  increased  curiosity  at 
this  quotation,  which  was  half  said,  half  sung,  in  a tone  which 
seemed  to  evince  a hearty  relish  for  the  sense  of  the  words , the 
youth  replied  — 

“Truly,  I did  not  expect  to  meet  among  the  travellers  of  this 
wild  country  with  so  well  stored  a memory.  And,  indeed , I should 
have  imagined  that  the  only  persons  to  whom  your  verses  could 
exactly  have  applied  were  those  honourable  vagrants  from  the  Nile, 
whom  in  vulgar  language  we  term  gipsies." 

“ Precisely  so.  Sir,”  answered  the  tali  stranger,  indifferently; 

“ precisely  so.  It  is  to  that  ancient  body  that  1 belong." 

“The  devil  you  do!"  quoth  the  youth,  in  unsophisticated  sor~ 
prise;  “ the  progress  of  education , is,  indeed,  astonishing!" 

“Why,”  answered  the  stranger,  laughing,  “to  tell  you  the 
truth.  Sir,  I am  a gipsy  by  inclination,  notbirth.  The  illustrious 
Bamfyldc  Moore  Carew  was  not  the  only  example  of  one  of  gentle 
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biood  aod  bonoarable  education  preferring  a merry  life  and  an  uni- 
versal home,  to  a sad  life  and  a rented  cabin.” 

“I  congratulate  myself,”  quoth  the  youth,  in  a tone  that 
might  have  been  in  jest,  “upon  becoming  acquainted  with  a cha- 
racter at  once  so  respectable  and  so  novel;  and,  to  return  your 
quotation  in  the  way  of  a compliment,  I cry  out  with  the  must 
fashionable  author  of  Elizabeth’s  days  — 

0 for  a bowl  of  fat  Canary, 

Rich  Palermo  — sparkling  Sherry, 

in  order  to  drink  our  better  acquaintance.” 

“Thank  you.  Sir,  — thank  you,”  cried  the  strange  gipsy, 
seemingly  delighted  with  the  spirit  with  which  his  young  acquain- 
tance appeared  to  enter  into  his  character,  aod  his  quotation  from 
a class  of  authors  at  that  time  much  less  known  and  appreciated 
than  at  present;  “and  if  you  have  seen  already  enough  of  the 
world  to  take  up  with  ale  when  neither  Canary,  Palermo,  nor 
Sherry  are  forthcoming,  I will  promise,  at  least,  to  pledge  you  in 
large  draughts  of  that  homely  beverage.  What  say  you  to  passing  a 
night  with  us?  our  tents  are  yet  more  at  hand  than  the  public- 
house  of  which  I spoke  to  you.” 

The  yonng  man  hesitated  a moment,  Uien  replied  — 

“I  will  answer  you  frankly,  my  friend,  even  though  I repent 
my  confidence.  I have  a few  gnineas  about  me , which  though  not 
a large  sum,  are  my  all.  Now,  however  ancient  and  honourable 
your  fraternity  may  be,  they  labour  under  a sad  confusion , Ifear, 
in  their  ideas  of  meum  and  toum." 

“ Faith , Sir , I believe  yon  are  right;  and  were  you  some  years 
older,  I think  you  would  not  have  favoured  me  with  the  same  dis- 
closure yon  have  done  now;  but  you  may  be  quite  easy  on  that 
score.  If  you  were  made  of  gold , the  rascals  would  not  Gleb  off 
the  comer  of  your  garment  as  long  as  yon  were  under  my  protec 
tioQ.  Does  this  assurance  satisfy  you?” 

“Perfectly,”  said  the  youth;  “and  now  how  far  are  we  from 
your  encampment?  I assure  you  I am  all  eagerness  to  be  among  a 
set  of  which  I have  witnessed  such  a specimen.” 

“Nay,  nay,”  returned  the  gipsy,  “you  most  not  judge  of  all 
my  brethren  by  me:  1 confess  that  they  are  but  a rough  tribe. 
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Ho\vcver,  I love  tbeni  dearly;  and  am  only  the  more  inclined  to 
think  them  honest  to  each  other,  because  they  are  rogues  to  all  the 
rest  of  the  world.” 

By  this  time,  our  travellers  had  advanced  nearly  two  miles 
since  they  bad  commenced  companionship ; and  at  a turn  in  the 
lane , about  three  hundred  yards  further  on , they  caught  a glimpse 
of  a distant  fire,  burning  brightly  through  the  dim  trees.  They 
quickened  their  pace,  and  striking  a little  out  of  their  path  into  a 
common,  soon  approached  two  tents,  the  Arab  homes  of  the 
vagrant  and  singular  people  with  whom  the  gipsy  claimed  brother- 
hood and  alliance. 


CHAPTER  II. 

Here  lecurely  live  and  eat 
The  cream  of  meat; 

And  keep  eternal  firei 
By  which  we  ait  and  do  dirine. 

Herrick  — Ode  to  Sir  Ctipteby  Crew. 

Around  a fire  which  blazed  and  crackled  beneath  the  large 
seething  pot,  that  seemed  an  emblem  of  the  mystery,  and  a pro- 
mise of  the  good  cheer,  which  are  the  supposed  characteristics  of 
the  gipsy  race , were  grouped  seven  or  eight  persons  upon  whose 
swarthy  and  strong  countenances  the  irregular  and  fitful  flame  cast 
a picturesque  and  not  unbecoming  glow.  All  of  these,  with  the 
eiception  of  an  old  crone  who  was  tending  the  pot,  and  a little  boy 
who  was  feeding  the  fire  with  sundry  fragments  of  stolen  wood, 
started  to  their  feet  upon  the  entrance  of  the  stranger. 

“What  ho,  my  bob  cuffins,”  cried  the  gipsy  guide , “I  have 
brought  you  a gentry  cove,  to  whom  you  will  shew  ail  proper 
respect;  and  hark  ye,  my  maunders,  if  ye  dare  beg,  borrow,  or 
ste^  a single  croker  — ay  — but  a bawbee  of  him , I ’ll  — but  ye 
know  me."  The  gipsy  stopped  abruptly,  and  turned  an  eye,  in 
which  menace  vainly  struggled  with  good  humour,  upon  each  of 
his  brethren,  as  they  submissively  bowed  to  him  and  his  pro- 
tdg(i,  and  poured  forth  a profusion  of  promises,  to  which  their 
admonitor  did  not  even  condescend  to  listen.  He  threw  off  his 
great  coat,  doubled  it  down  by  the  best  place  near  the  fire,  and 
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made  the  yoatb  forthwith  possess  himself  of  the  seal  it  afforded. 
He  then  lifted  the  cover  of  the  mysterious  cauldron.  “Weil, 
Mort,"  cried  he  to  the  old  woman,  as  he  bent  wistfully  down, 

‘ ‘ what  have  we  here  ? ” 

“Two  ducks,  three  chickens,  and  a rabbit,  with  some  po- 
tatoes ,”  growled  the  old  hag , who  claimed  the  usual  privilege  of 
her  culinary  office , to  be  as  ill  tempered  as  she  pleased. 

“Good!”  said  the  gipsy;  “and  now,  Mim,  my  cull,  goto 
the  other  tent,  and  ask  its  inhabitants , in  my  name,  to  come  here 
and  sup;  bid  them  bring  their  cauldron  to  eke  out  ours  — I ’ll 
find  the  lush.” 

With  these  words  (which  Mim,  a short,  swarthy  member  of 
the  gang,  with  a countenance  too  astute  to  be  pleasing,  instantly 
started  forth  to  obey)  the  gipsy  stretched  himself  at  full  length  by 
the  youth’s  side,  and  began  reminding  him , with  some  jocularity, 
and  at  some  length , of  his  promise  to  drink  to  their  better  ac- 
quaintance. 

Something  there  was  in  the  scene , the  fire,  the  cauldron,  the 
intent  figure  and  withered  countenance  of  the  old  woman , the 
grouping  of  the  other  forms , the  rude  but  not  unpicturesque  tent, 
the  dark  still  woods  on  either  side,  with  the  deep  and  cloudless 
skies  above,  as  the  stars  broke  forth  one  by  one  upon  the  silent  air, 
which  (to  use  the  orthodox  phrase  of  the  novelist)  would  not  have 
been  wholly  unworthy  the  bold  pencil  of  Salvator  himself. 

The  youth  eyed , with  that  involuntary  respect  which  personal 
advantages  always  command , the  large,  yet  symmetrical  propor- 
tions of  his  wild  companion;  nor  was  the  face  which  belonged  to 
that  frame  much  less  deserving  of  attention.  Though  not  hand- 
some, it  was  singular,  shrewd,  and  prepossessing  in  its  expres- 
sion; the  forehead  was  prominent,  the  brows  overhung  the  eyes, 
which  were  large , dark , and , unlike  those  of  the  tribe  in  general, 
rather  calm  than  brilliant;  the  complexion,  though  sun -burnt, 
was  not  swarthy,  and  the  face  was  carefully  and  cleanly  shaved, 
so  as  to  give  all  due  advantage  of  contrast  to  the  brown  luxuriant 
locks  which  fell,  rather  in  flakes  than  cuiis,  on  either  side  of  his 
smooth  and  glowing  cheeks.  In  age,  he  was  about  thirty-five,  and, 
though  his  air  and  mien  were  assuredly  not  lofty,  nor  aristocratic, 
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yet  they  were  essentially  and  strikingly  above  the  bearing  of  bis 
vagabond  companions:  those  companions  were  in  all  respects  of 
the  ordinary  race  of  gipsies ; the  cunning  and  flashing  eye , the 
raven  locks,  the  dazzling  teeth , the  bronzed  colour,  and  the  low, 
siight , active  form ; were  as  strongly  tlieir  distinguishing  charac- 
teristics as  the  token  of  all  their  horde. 

But  to  these , the  appearance  of  the  youth  presented  a striking 
and  beautiful  contrast. 

He  had  only  just  passed  the  stage  of  boyhood,  perhaps  he 
might  have  seen  eighteen  summers , probably  not  so  many.  He 
bad,  in  imitation  of  bis  companion,  and  perhaps  from  mistaken 
courtesy  to  his  new  society,  doffed  his  hat;  and  the  attitude  which 
he  had  chosen  fuiiy  developed  the  noble  and  intellectual  turn  of  his 
head  and  throat.  Uis  hair,  as  yet  preserved  from  the  disfiguring 
fashions  of  the  day , was  of  a deep  auburn , which  was  rapidly  be- 
coming of  a more  cbesnut  hue,  and  curled  in  short  close  curls  from 
the  nape  of  the  neck  to  the  commencement  of  a forehead  singularly 
white  and  high.  His  brows  flnely  and  lightly  penciled,  and  his 
long  lashes  of  the  darkest  dye , gave  a deeper  and  perhaps  softer 
shade  than  they  otherwise  would  have  worn , to  eyes  quick  and  ob- 
servant in  their  expression , and  of  a light  hazel  in  their  colour.  His 
check  was  very  fair,  and  the  red  light  of  tbc  Gre  cast  an  artificial 
tint  of  increased  glow  upon  a complexion  that  bad  naturally  rather 
bloom  thau  colour;  while  a dark  riding  frock  set  off  in  their  full 
beauty  the  fine  outline  of  his  chest,  and  the  slender  symmetry  of 
his  frame. 

But  it  was  neither  bis  features , nor  bis  form , eminently  hand- 
some as  they  were , which  gave  the  principal  charm  to  the  young 
stranger’s  appearance  — it  was  the  strikingly  bold,  buoyant,  frank, 
and  almost  joyous  expressiou,  which  presided  over  all.  There 
seemed  to  dwell  the  first  glow  and  life  of  youth,  undimmed  by  a 
single  fear,  and  unbaflled  in  a single  hope.  There  were  the 
elastic  spring,  the  inexhaustible  wealth  of  energies,  which  defied, 
in  their  exulting  pride , the  heaviness  of  sorrow  and  the  harass- 
ments  of  time.  It  was  a face  that,  while  it  filled  you  with  some 
melancholy  foreboding  of  the  changes  and  chances  which  must,  iu 
the  inevitable  course  of  fate,  cloud  the  openness  of  the  unwrinkled 
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i>row,  and  soberize  the  fire  of  the  daring  and  restless  eye,  instilled 
also  within  you  some  assurance  of  triumph , and  some  omen  of 
success:  — a vague  but  powerful  sympathy  with  the  adventurous 
and  cheerful  spirit,  which  appeared  literally  to  speak  in  its  expres- 
sion. It  was  a face  you  might  imagine  in  one  born  under  a pro- 
sperous star,  and  you  felt,  as  you  gazed,  a confidence  iu  that 
bright  countenance , which , like  the  shield  of  the  British  Prince,*' 
seemed  possessed  with  a spell  to  charm  into  impotence  the  evil 
spirits  who  menaced  its  possessor. 

*‘Well,  Sir,”  said  his  friend,  the  gipsy,  who  had  in  his  turn 
been  surveying  with  admiration  the  sinewy  and  agile  frame  of  his 
young  guest,  ‘‘Well,  Sir,  how  fares  your  appetite?  Old  Dame 
Bingo  will  be  mortally  offended  if  you  do  not  do  ample  justice  to 
her  good  cheer.” 

“Ifso,”  answered  our  traveller , who,  young  as  he  was,  bad 
learnt  already  the  grand  secret  of  making,  in  every  situation,  a 
female  friend , “if  so,  1 shall  be  likely  to  offend  her  still  more.” 

“And  how,  my  pretty  master?”  said  the  old  crone,  with  an 
iron  smile. 

“ Why,  I shall  be  bold  enough  to  reconcile  matters  with  a kiss, 
Mrs.  Bingo,”  answered  the  youth. 

“Ha!  ha!”  shouted  the  tali  gipsy;  “it  is  many  a long  day 
since  my  old  Mort  slapped  a gallant’s  face  for  such  an  affront.  But 
here  come  our  messmates.  Good  evening,  my  mumpers  — make 
your  bows  to  this  gentleman , who  has  come  to  bowse  with  us  to- 
night. ’Gad,  we’ll  shew  him  that  old  ale’s  none  the  worse  for 
keeping  company  with  the  moon’s  darlings.  — Come,  sit  down, 
sit  down.  Where’s  the  cloth,  ye  ill-mannered  loons,  and  the 
knives  and  platters?  Have  we  no  holiday  customs  for  strangers, 
think  ye?  — Mim,  my  cove,  off  to  my  caravan  — bring  out  the 
knives,  and  all  other  rattletraps;  and  barkye,  my  cuffin,  this 
small  key  opens  the  inner  hole,  where  you  will  find  two  barrels; 
bring  one  of  them.  I ’ll  warrant  it  of  the  best,  for  the  brewer  him- 
self drank  some  of  the  same  sort  but  two  hours  before  I n i ra  m ’ d 
them.  Come , stump , my  cull , make  yourself  wings.  Ho,  Dame 

Prince  Arthur.  — See  Th*  hairy 
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Bingo,  is  Dot  that  pot  of  thine  seething  yet?  — Ah,  my  young  gen- 
tleman, you  commence  betimes;  so  much  the  better;  if  love 's  a 
summer's  day,  we  all  know  how  early  a summer  morning  begins,” 
added  the  jovial  i£gyptian , in  a lower  voice  (feeling  perhaps  that 
he  was  only  understood  by  himself) , as  he  gazed  complacently  on 
the  youth , who , with  that  happy  facility  of  making  himself  every- 
where at  home , so  uncommon  to  his  countrymen , was  already 
paying  compliments,  suited  to  their  understanding,  to  two  fair 
daughters  of  the  tribe,  who  bad  entered  with  the  new  comers. 
Yet  had  he  too  much  craft  or  delicacy,  call  it  which  you  will,  to 
continue  his  addresses  to  that  limit  where  ridicule  or  jealousy, 
from  the  male  part  of  the  assemblage,  might  commence;  on  the 
contrary,  he  soon  turned  to  the  men,  and  addressed  them  with  a 
familiarity  so  frank , and  so  suited  to  their  taste,  that  he  grew  no 
less  rapidly  in  their  favour  than  he  had  already  done  in  that  of  the 
women,  and  when  the  contents  of  the  two  cauldrons  were  at  length 
set  upon  the  coarse,  but  clean,  cloth,  which,  in  honour  of  his 
arrival,  covered  the  sod,  it  was  in  the  midst  of  a loud  and  nni« 
versal  peal  of  laughter,  which  some  broad  witticism  of  the  young 
stranger  had  produced , that  the  party  sat  down  to  their  repast. 

Bright  were  the  eyes , and  sleek  the  tresses  of  the  damsel  who 
placed  herself  by  the  side  of  the  stranger  and  many  were  the  allu- 
ring glances  and  insinuated  compliments  which  replied  to  bis  open 
admiration  and  profuse  flattery ; but  still  was  there  nothing  ex- 
clusive in  his  attentions : perhaps  an  ignorance  of  the  customs  of 
bis  entertainers , and  a consequent  discreet  fear  of  ofiending  them, 
restrained  him;  or  perhaps  he  found  ample  food  for  occupation  in 
the  plentiful  dainties  which  bis  host  heaped  before  him. 

“Now  tell  me ,"  said  the  gipsy  chief,  (for  chief  be  appeared  to 
be,)  “if  we  lead  not  a merrier  life  than  you  dreamt  of?  or  would 
you  have  us  change  our  coarse  fare  and  our  simple  tents,  our 
vigorous  limbs  and  free  hearts , for  the  meagre  board , the  mono- 
tonous chamber,  the  diseased  frame , and  the  toiling , careful,  and 
withered  spirit  of  some  miserable  mechanic?" 

“Change!"  cried  the  youth,  with  an  earnestness  which,  if 
affected,  was  an  exquisite  counterfeit  — “By  Heaven,  I would 
change  with  you  myself.” 
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“Bravo,  my  fine  cove ! " cried  the  host,  and  all  the  gang  echoed 
their  sympathy  with  his  applause. 

The  youth  continued : “Meat,  and  that  plentiful ; ale,  and 
that  strong;  women,  and  those  pretty  ones ; what  can  man  desire 
more?” 

“Ay,”  cried  the  host,  “and  all  for  nothing, — no,  not  even 
a tax ; who  else  in  this  kingdom  can  say  that?  Come , Mim , posh 
round  the  ale.” 

And  the  ale  was  pushed  round,  and  if  coarse  the  merriment, 
loud  at  least  was  the  laugh  that  rung  ever  and  anon  from  the  old 
tent;  and  though,  at  moments,  something  in  the  guest’s  eye  and  , 
lip  might  have  seemed,  to  a very  shrewd  observer,  a little  wander-  ' 
ing  and  absent,  yet,  upon  the  whole,  he  was  almost  as  much  at 
ease  as  the  rest,  and  if  he  was  not  quite  as  talkative , he  was  to  the 
full  as  noisy. 

By  degrees,  as  the  hour  grew  later,  and  the  barrel  less  heavy, 
the  conversation  changed  into  one  universal  clatter.  Some  told 
their  feats  in  beggary;  others,  their  achievements  in  theft;  not  a 
viand  they  had  fed  on  but  bad  its  appropriate  legend ; even  the  old 
rabbit,  which  had  been  as  tough  as  old  rabbit  can  welt  be,  bad  not 
been  honestly  taken  from  bis  burrow;  no  less  a person  than  Mim 
himself  had  purloined  it  from  a widow’s  footman,  who  was  carry- 
ing it  to  an  old  maid  from  her  nephew  the  Squire. 

“Silence,”  cried  the  host,  who  loved  talking  as  well  as  the 
rest , and  who , for  the  last  ten  minutes , had  been  vainly  endea- 
vouring to  obtain  attention.  “Silence!  my  maunders,  it 'slate, 
and  we  shall  have  the  queer  cuffins*  upon  us  if  we  keep  it  up  much 
longer.  What,  bo,  Mim,  are  you  still  gabbling  at  the  fool  of  the 
table , when  your  betters  are  talking?  As  sure  as  my  name’s  King 
Cole , I ’ll  choke  you  with  your  own  rabbit  skin , if  you  don’t  bush 
your  prating  cheat  — nay,  never  look  so  abashed  — if  you  will 
make  a noise,  come  forward,  and  sing  us  a gipsy  song.  You  see, 
my  young  Sir,  (turning  to  his  guest,)  that  we  are  not  without  our 
pretensions  to  the  fine  arts.” 

At  this  order,  Mim  started  forth,  and  taking  his  station  at  the 
right  band  of  the  soi-disant  King  Cole,  began  the  following 

* Magistrate*. 
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song,  the  cboras  of  which  was  chaunted  in  full  diapason  by  the 
whole  groupe , with  the  additional  force  of  emphasis  that  knives, 
feet,  and  fists  could  bestow. 

THE  GIPSY’S  SONG. 

The  king  to  hie  hall,  and  the  steed  to  hii  itall. 

And  the  cit  to  hit  bilking  board : 

Bat  sre  are  not  bound  to  an  acre  of  gronnd , 

For  our  home  ii  the  bouieleit  award. 

We  aow  not,  nor  toil;  yet  we  glean  from  the  tail 
Aa  much  aa  ita  reapera  do; 

And  wherever  we  rove , we  feed  on  the  cove 
Who  gihea  at  the  mumping  crew. 

Chorna  — So  the  king  to  hia  hall,  Ac. 

We  care  not  a atraw  for  the  limba  of  the  law , 

Nor  a fig  lor  the  cuffin  queer; 

While  Hodge  and  hia  neighbour  ahall  laviah  and  labour. 

Our  tent  ia  aa  aure  of  ita  cheer. 

Chorna  — So  the  king  to  hia  hall , Se. 

The  worat  have  an  awe  of  the  harman’a*  claw, 

And  the  beat  will  avoid  the  trap;** 

But  our  wealth  ia  aa  free  of  the  bailiff’a  a e e , 

Aa  our  necka  of  the  twiating  crap.*” 

Chorna  — So  the  king  to  hia  hall,  Ac. 

They  aay  it  ia  aweet  to  win  the  meat 

For  the  which  one  haa  aorely  wrought; 

But  I never  could  find  that  we  lack'd  the  mind 
For  the  fond  that  haa  coat  na  nought! 

Chorna  — So  the  king  to  hia  hall,  Ac. 

And  when  we  have  ceaaed  from  our  fearleaa  feaat, 

Whj,  onr  j igg  erf  will  need  no  bara; 

Onr  aentry  ahall  be  on  the  owlet'a  tree. 

And  our  lampa  the  glorioua  atara. 

Chorna. 

So  the  king  to  hia  hall,  and  the  ateed  to  hia  atall. 

And  the  cit  to  hia  bilking  board; 

Bat  we  are  not  bound  to  an  acre  of  ground. 

For  onr  home  ia  the  hnnaeleaa  award. 

Rude  as  was  this  lawless  stave , the  spirit  with  which  it  was 
suog  atoned  to  the  young  stranger  for  its  obscurity  and  quaintness; 
as  for  his  host,  that  curious  personage  took  a lusty  and  prominent 

• Conatable.  **  Bailiff.  ***  Gallowa.  f Door. 
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part  in  the  chorus  — nor  did  the  old  woods  refuse  their  share  of  the 
burthen , but  sent  back  a merry  echo  to  the  chiefs  deep  voice , and 
the  harsher  notes  of  bis  jovial  brethren. 

When  the  glee  bad  ceased , King  Cole  rose , the  whole  band 
followed  bis  example , the  cloth  was  cleared  in  a trice,  the  barrel 

— oh ! what  a falling  off  was  there!  — was  rolled  into  a corner  of 
the  tent,  and  the  crew  to  whom  the  awning  belonged  began  to  settle 
themselves  to  rest;  while  those  who  owned  the  other  encampment 
marched  forth , with  King  Cole  at  their  head.  Leaning  with  no 
light  weight  upon  bis  guest’s  arm,  the  lover  of  ancient  minstrelsy 
poured  into  the  youth’s  ear  a strain  of  eulogy,  rather  eloquent  than 
coherent,  upon  the  scene  they  had  just  witnessed. 

“What,”  cried  his  majesty,  in  an  enthusiastic  tone,  “what 
can  be  so  truly  regal  as  our  state?  Can  any  man  control  us?  Are 
we  not  above  all  laws?  Are  we  not  the  most  despotic  of  kings? 
Nay,  more  than  the  kings  of  earth  — are  we  not  the  kings  of  Fairy- 
land itself?  Do  we  not  realize  the  golden  dreams  of  the  old  rbimers 

— luxurious  dogs  that  they  were?  Who  would  not  cry  out  — 

Bleit  lilent  groves!  0 may  ye  be 
For  ever  Mirth’s  best  nursery! 

May  pure  Contents 

For  ever  pitch  their  tents 

Upon  these  downs , these  meads,  these  rocks,  these  mountains. ” 

Uttering  this  notable  extract  from  the  thrice  honoured  Sir  Benry 
Wotton , King  Cole  turned  abruptly  from  the  common,  entered  the 
wood  which  skirted  it,  and,  only  attended  by  his  guest,  and  his 
minister  Mim,  came  suddenly,  by  an  unexpected  and  picturesque 
opening  in  the  trees,  upon  one  of  those  itinerant  vehicles  termed 
caravans;  he  ascended  the  few  steps  which  led  to  the  entrance, 
opened  the  door,  and  was  instantly  in  the  arms  of  a pretty  and 
young  woman.  On  seeing  our  hero  (for  such  we  fear  the  youth  is 
likely  to  become) , she  drew  back  with  a blush  not  often  found 
upon  regal  cheeks 

“Pooh,”  said  King  Cole,  half  tauntingly,  half  fondly,  “pooh, 
Lucy,  blushes  are  garden  flowers,  and  ought  never  to  be  found 
wild  in  the  woods:”  then  changing  bis  tone,  he  said,  “Come, 
put  some  fresh  straw  in  tbe  corner,  this  stranger  honours  our 
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palace  to-night Mim,  unload  thyself  of  our  royal  treasures  — 

watch  without,  and  vanish  from  within ! ” 

Depositing  on  his  majesty’s  floor  the  appurtenances  of  the  regal 
supper-table , Mim  made  his  respectful  adieus , and  disappeared ; 
meanwhile  the  Oueen  scattered  some  fresh  straw  over  a mattrass  in 
the  narrow  chamber , and,  laying  over  all  a sheet  of  singularly 
snowy  hue,  made  her  guest  some  apology  for  the  badness  of  his 
lodging;  this  King  Cole  interrupted,  by  a most  elaborately  noisy 
yawn,  and  a declaration  of  extreme  sleepiness.  “Now,  Lucy, 
let  us  leave  the  gentleman  to  what  he  will  like  better  than  soft 
words , even  from  a queen.  Good  night.  Sir,  we  shall  be  stirring 
at  day-break ; ” and,  with  this  farewell , King  Cole  took  the  lady’s 
arm,  and  retired  with  her  into  an  inner  compartment  of  the 
caravan. 

Left  to  himself,  our  hero  looked  round  with  surprise  at  the  ex- 
ceeding neatness  which  reigned  over  the  whole  apartment.  But 
what  chiefly  engrossed  the  attention  of  one  to  whose  early  habits 
they  had  always  been  treasures  were  several  books  ranged  in 
comely  shelves  fenced  with  wire-work  on  cither  side  of  the  fire- 
place. “Courage,”  thought  he,  as  he  stretched  himself  on  his 
humble  couch,  “my  adventures  have  commenced  well;  a gipsy 
tent,  to  be  sure,  is  nothing  very  new,  but  a gipsy  who  quotes 
poetry , and  enjoys  a modest  wife , speaks  better  than  books  do 
for  the  improvement  of  the  world ! ” 


CHAPTER  III. 

“Hath  not  old  euatom  made  tbit  life  more  tweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp!” 

you  like  it. 

The  sun  broke  cheerfully  through  the  small  lattice  of  the  cara- 
van , as  the  youth  opened  his  eyes , and  saw  the  good-humoured 
countenance  of  his  gipsy  host  bending  over  him  complacently. 

“ You  slept  so  soundly , Sir , that  I did  not  like  to  disturb  you : 
but  my  good  wife  only  waits  your  rising  to  have  all  ready  for 
breakfast.” 
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“It  were  a thousand  pities/'  cried  the  guest,  leaping  from  his 
bed , “that  so  preUy  a face  should  look  cross  on  my  account,  so  I 
will  not  keep  her  waiting  an  instant.” 

The  gipsy  smiled,  as  he  answered,  “I  require  no  professional 
help  from  the  devil , Sir,  to  foretel  your  fortune.” 

“ No ! — and  what  is  it?” 

“Honour,  reputation,  success,  all  that  are  ever  won  by  a 
soft  tongue , if  it  be  backed  by  a bold  heart.” 

Bright  and  keen  was  the  flash  which  shot  over  the  countenance 
of  the  one  for  whom  this  prediction  was  made,  as  he  listened  to 
it  with  a fondness  for  which  his  reason  rebuked  him.  He  turned 
aside  with  a sigh , which  did  not  escape  the  gipsy , and  bathed  his 
face  in  the  water  which  the  provident  hand  of  ^e  good  woman  had 
set  out  for  his  lavations. 

“Well,”  said  his  host,  when  the  youth  had  finished  his  brief 
toilet,  “suppose  we  breathe  the  fresh  air,  while  Lucy  smooths 
your  bed , and  prepares  the  breakfast.” 

“With  all  my  heart,”  replied  the  youth,  and  they  descended 
the  steps  which  led  into  the  wood.  It  was  a beautiful,  fresh 
morning,  the  air  was  like  a draught  from  a Spirit’s  fountaiu , and 
filled  the  heart  with  new  youth,  and  the  blood  with  a rapturous  de- 
light ; the  leaves  — the  green , green  leaves  of  spring  — were 
quivering  on  the  trees ; among  which , the  happy  birds  fluttered 
and  breathed  the  gladness  of  their  souls  in  song.  While  the  dew- 
drops  that 

strewed 

A baptism  o’er  the  flowers, 

gave  back,  in  their  million  mirrors,  the  reflected  smiles  of  the 
doudless  and  rejoicing  sun. 

“Nature,”  said  the  gipsy,  “has  bestowed  on  her  children  a 
gorgeous  present  in  such  a morning.” 

“True,”  said  the  youth;  “and  you,  of  us  two,  perhaps, 
only  deserve  it:  as  for  me,  when  I think  of  the  long  road  of  dust, 
heat,  and  toil,  that  lies  before  me,  I could  almost  wish  to  stop 
here  and  ask  an  admission  into  the  gipsy’s  tents.” 

“You  could  not  do  a wiser  thing!”  said  the  gipsy,  gravely. 
“But  fate  leaves  me  no  choice,”  continued  the  youth,  asse- 
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riously  as  if  he  were  in  earnest ; “ and  I mast  quit  yon  imme> 
diately  after  I have  a second  time  tasted  of  your  hospitable  fare.” 

“If  it  must  be  so,”  answered  the  gipsy,  “I  will  see  you,  at 
least,  a mile  or  two  on  your  road.”  The  youth  thanked  him  for  a 
promise  which  his  cariosity  made  acceptable , and  they  turned 
once  more  to  the  caravan. 

The  meal , however  obtained , met  with  as  much  honour  as  it 
could  possibly  have  received  from  the  farmer  from  whom  its  mate- 
rials were  borrowed. 

It  was  not  without  complacency  that  the  worthy  pair  beheld  the 
notice  their  guest  lavished  upon  a fair,  curly-headed  boy  of  about 
three  years  old,  the  sole  child  and  idol  of  the  gipsy  potentates. 
But  they  did  not  perceive,  when  the  youth  rose  to  depart,  that  he 
slipped  into  the  folds  of  the  child’s  dress , a ring  of  some  value, 
the  only  one  he  possessed. 

“And  now,”  said  he,  after  having  thanked  his  entertainers 
for  their  hospitality,  “I  must  say  good-by  to  your  flock,  and  set 
out  upon  my  day’s  journey.” 

Lucy,  despite  her  bashfulness,  shook  hands  with  her  hand- 
some guest,  and  the  latter,  accompanied  by  the  gipsy  chief, 
strolled  down  to  the  encampments. 

Open  and  free  was  his  parting  farewell  to  the  inmates  of  the 
two  tents , and  liberal  was  the  hand  which  showered  upon  all  — 
especially  on  the  damsel  who  had  been  his  Thais  of  the  evening 
feast  — the  silver  coins  which  made  no  inconsiderable  portion  of 
his  present  property. 

It  was  amidst  the  oracular  wishes  and  favourable  predictions 
of  the  whole  crew , that  he  recommenced  his  journey  with  the 
gipsy  chief. 

When  the  tents  were  fairly  out  of  sight,  and  not  till  then , King 
Cole  broke  the  silence  which  had  as  yet  subsisted  between  them. 

“I  suppose,  my  young  gentleman,  that  you  expect  to  meet 
some  of  your  friends  or  relations  at  W — ? I know  not  what 
they  will  say  when  they  hear  where  you  have  spent  the  night.” 

“Indeed!”  said  Ae  youth;  “whoever  hears  my  adventure, 
relation  or  not;  wiU  be  delighted  with  my  description;  but,  in 


Digitized  by  Coogle 


17 


sober  earnest,  I expect  to  find  no  one  at  W — more  my  friend 
than  a surly  innkeeper,  unless  it  be  his  dog.” 

“Why , they  surely  do  not  suffer  a stripling  of  your  youth , and 
evident  quality,  to  wander  alone!”  cried  King  Cole,  in  undis- 
guised surprise. 

The  young  traveller  made  no  prompt  answer,  but  bent  down 
as  if  to  pluck  a wild  flower  which  grew  by  the  road  side : alter  a 
pause,  he  said  — 

“Nay,  Master  Cole,  yon  must  not  set  me  the  example  of 
playing  the  inquisitor,  or  you  cannot  guess  bow  troublesome  1 
shall  be.  To  tell  you  truth,  1 am  dying  with  curiosity  to  know 
something  more  about  you  than  you  may  be  disposed  to  tell  me : 
you  have  already  confessed  that,  however  boon  companions  your 
gipsies  may  be,  they  are  not  those  with  whom  you  were  bom  and 
bred.” 

King  Cole  laughed : perhaps  he  was  not  ill  pleased  by  the  cu- 
riosity of  his  guest,  nor  by  the  opportunity  it  afforded  him  of 
being  his  own  hero. 

“My  story.  Sir,”  said  he,  “would  be  soon  told*,  if  you 
thought  it  worth  the  hearing,  nor  does  it  contain  anything  which 
should  prevent  my  telling  it.” 

“If  so,”  quoth  the  youth,  “I  shall  conceive  your  satis^ng 
my  request  the  greatest  favour  you  have  yet  bestowed  upon  me.” 

The  gipsy  relaxed  his  pace  into  an  indolent  saunter,  as  he  com- 
menced : 

“The  first  scene  that  I remember  was  similar  to  that  which  you 
witnessed  last  night.  The  savage  tent,  and  the  green  moor  — the 
faggot  blaze  — the  eternal  pot,  with  its  hissing  note  of  preparation 
— the  old  dame  who  tended  it,  and  the  ragged  urchins  who  learnt 
from  its  contents  the  first  reward  of,  and  the  earliest  temptation 
to,  theft  — all  these  are  blended  into  agreeable  confusion  as  the 
primal  impressions  of  my  childhood.  The  woman  who  nurtured 
me  as  my  mother  was  rather  capricious  than  kind , and  my  infancy 
passed  away,  like  that  of  more  favoured  scions  of  fortune,  in  alter- 
nate chastisement  and  caresses.  In  good  troth,  KinchingMcg 
had  the  shrillest  voice  and  the  heaviest  hand  of  the  whole  crew, 
and  I cannot  complain  of  injustice,  sipce  she  treated  me  no  worse 
Tht  Uisoieaed.  2 
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than  the  rest.  Notwithstanding  the  irregularity  of  iny  education, 

1 grew  up  strong  and  healthy , and  my  reputed  mother  had  taught 
me  so  much  fear  for  herself  that  she  left  me  none  for  any  thing 
else;  accordingly,  I became  bold,  reckless,  and  adventurous, 
and  at  tbe  age  of  thirteen  was  as  thorough  a reprobate  as  the  tribe 
could  desire.  At  that  time  a singular  change  befel  me : we  (that 
is,  my  mother  and  myself)  were  begging,  not  many  miles  hence, 
at  the  door  of  a rich  man’s  house , in  which  the  mistress  lay  on  her 
death-bed.  That  mistress  was  my  r e a 1 mother , from  whom  Meg 
had  stolen  me  in  my  first  year  of  existence.  Whether  it  was 
through  the  fear  of  conscience,  or  the  hope  of  reward,  no  sooner 
had  Meg  learnt  the  dangerous  state  of  my  poor  mother,  the  con- 
stant griefwhich  they  said  had  been  the  sole,  though  slow,  cause 
of  her  disease,  and  the  large  sums  which  had  been  repeatedly 
oiTered  for  my  recovery;  no  sooner,  I say,  did  Meg  ascertain  all 
these  particulars,  than  she  fought  her  way  up  to  the  sick  chamber, 
fell  on  her  knees  before  the  bed,  owned  her  crime,  and  produced 
myself.  Various  little  proofs  of  time,  place,  circumstance;  the 
clothing  I had  worn  when  stolen , and  which  was  stiU  preserved, 
joined  to  tbe  striking  likeness  I bore  to  both  my  parents , especial- 
ly to  my  father,  silenced  all  doubt  and  incredulity ; I was  welcomed 
home  with  a joy  which  it  is  in  vain  to  describe.  My  return  seemed 
to  recall  my  mother  from  the  grave;  she  lingered  ou  for  many 
months  longer  than  her  physicians  thought  it  possible,  and  when 
she  died,  her  last  words  commended  me  to  my  father’s  protetion. 

“ My  surviving  parent  needed  no  such  request.  He  lavished 
upon  me  all  that  superfluity  of  fondness  and  food,  of  which  those 
good  people  who  are  resolved  to  spoil  their  children , are  so  pro- 
digal. He  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  sending  me  to  school ; ac- 
cordingly he  took  a tutor  for  me,  a simple-hearted,  gentle,  kind 
man,  who  possessed  a vast  store  of  leaining  rather  curious  than 
useful.  He  was  a tolerable,  and  at  least  an  enthusiastic,  anti- 
quarian — a more  than  tolerable  poetaster;  and  he  had  a prodi- 
gious budget  full  of  old  ballads  and  songs,  which  he  loved  better 
to  teach  and  / to  learn,  than  all  the  ‘Latin,  Greek,  geography, 
astronomy,  and  the  use  of  the  globes ,’  which  my  poor  father  had 
so  sedulously  bargained  for. 


Digitized  by  Google 


19 


“Accordingly  I became  exceedingly  well-informed  in  all  the 
'precions  conceits’  and  ‘golden  garlands’  of  our  British  ancients, 
and  continued  exceedingly  ignorant  of  every  thing  else,  save  and 
except  a few  of  the  most  fashionable  novels  of  the  day,  and  the 
contents  of  six  lying  volumes  of  voyages  and  travels,  which  flat- 
tered both  my  appetite  for  the  wonderful,  and  my  love  of  the  adven- 
turous. My  studies , such  as  they  were , were  not  by  any  means 
suited  to  curb  or  direct  the  vagrant  tastes  my  childhood  had  ac- 
quired: on  the  contrary,  the  old  poets,  with  their  luxurious  de- 
scription of  the  ‘green  wood ',  and  the  forest  life;  the  fashionable 
novelists , with  their  spirited  accounts  of  the  wanderings  of  some 
fortunate  rogue,  and  the  ingenious  travellers,  with  their  wild 
fables,  so  dear  to  the  imagination  of  every  boy,  only  fomented 
within  me  a strong  though  secret  regret  at  my  change  of  life,  and 
a restless  disgust  to  the  tame  home  and  bounded  roamings  to 
which  I was  condemned.  When  I was  about  seventeen , my  father 
sold  his  property  (which  he  had  become  possessed  of  in  right  of 
my  mother) , and  transferred  the  purchase  money  to  the  security 
of  the  funds.  Shortly  afterwards  he  died ; the  bulk  of  his  fortune 
became  mine ; the  remainder  was  settled  upon  a sister  many  years 
older  than  myself , who,  in  consequence  of  her  marriage  and  resi- 
dence in  a remote  part  of  Wales , I had  never  yet  seen. 

“Now,  then,  I was  perfectly  free  and  unfettered;  my  guardian 
lived  in  Scotland,  and  left  me  entirely  to  the  guidance  of  my  tutor, 
who  was  both  too  simple  and  too  indolent  to  resist  my  inclinations. 
I went  to  London,  became  acquainted  with  a set  of  most  royal 
scamps , frequented  the  theatres , and  the  taverns , the  various 
resorts  which  constitute  the  gaieties  of  a blood  just  above  the 
middle  class,  and  was  one  of  the  noisiest  and  wildest  ‘blades’ 
that  ever  heard  ‘the  chimes  by  midnight,’  and  the  magistrate’s 
lecture  for  matins.  I was  a sort  of  leader  among  the  jolly  dogs  I 
consorted  with.  My  earlier  education  gave  a raciness  and  nature 
to  my  delineations  of  ‘ life ,’  which  delighted  them.  But  somehow 
or  other,  I grew  wearied  of  this  sort  of  existence.  About  a year 
after  I was  of  age,  my  fortune  was  more  than  three  parts  spent;  I 
fell  ill  with  drinking,  and  grew  dull  with  remorse;  need  I add  that 
my  comrades  left  me  to  myself?  A fit  of  the  spleen , especially  if 

2* 
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accompanied  ^fvith  dans,  makes  one  wofnlly  misanthropic;  so, 
when  I recovered  from  my  illness,  1 set  out  on  a tour  through 
Great  Britain  and  France  — alone,  and  principally  on  foot.  Oh, 
the  rapture  of  shaking  off  the  half  friends  and  cold  formalities  of 
society,  and  finding  one’s  self  all  unfettered , with  no  companion 
but  nature , no  guide  but  youth , and  no  flatterer  but  hope ! 

“Well,  my  young  friend,  I travelled  for  two  years,  and  saw, 
even  in  that  short  time , enough  of  this  busy  world  to  weary  and 
disgust  me  with  its  ordinary  customs.  I was  not  made  to  be  polite, 
still  less  to  be  ambitious.  I sighed  after  the  coarse  comrades  and 
the  free  tents  of  my  first  associates,  and  a thousand  remembrances 
of  the  gipsy  wanderings , steeped  in  ail  the  green  and  exhilarating 
colours  of  childhood,  perpetually  haunted  my  mind.  On  my 
return  from  my  wanderings , I found  a letter  from  my  sister,  who, 
having  become  a widow,  bad  left  Wales,  and  had  now  fixed  her 
residence  in  a well-visited  watering-place  in  the  west  of  England. 
I had  never  yet  seen  her,  and  her  letter  was  a fine  lady-like  sort  of 
epistle,  with  a great  deal  of  romance  and  a very  little  sense,  written 
in  an  extremely  pretty  hand , and  ending  with  a quotation  from 
Pope.  (I  never  could  endure  Pope,  nor  indeed  any  of  the  poets 
of  the  days  of  Anne  and  her  successors. ) It  was  a beautiful  season 
of  the  year;  I bad  been  inured  to  pedestrian  excursions,  sol  set 
off  on  foot  to  see  my  nearest  surviving  relative.  On  the  way,  I 
fell  in  (though  on  a very  different  spot)  with  the  very  encampment 
you  saw  last  night.  By  Heavens,  that  was  a merry  meeting  to  me ; 
I joined , and  journeyed  with  them  for  several  days  — never  do  I 
remember  a happier  time.  Then,  after  many  years  of  bondage 
and  stiffness,  and  accordance  with  the  world,  I found  myself  at 
ease,  like  a released  bird;  with  what  zest  did  I join  in  the  rude 
jokes  and  the  knavish  tricks,  the  stolen  feasts  and  the  roofless 
nights  of  those  careless  vagabonds.  Ah,  Sir,  may  you  never  — 
for  the  sake  of  what  the  world  calls  honest  men — know  the  happi- 
, ness  of  being  a rogue ! 

- “4  left  my  fellow-U-avellers  at  the  entrance  of  the  town  where 
, my  sister  lived.  Now  came  the  contrast.  Somewhat  hot,  rather 
plebeiahishly  clad , and  covered  with  the  dust  of  a long  sum- 
nter’s-d^,'  1 was  ushered  into  a little  dravring-room , eighteen  feet 
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by  twelve,  as  I was  afterwards  somewhat  pompoasly  informed.  A 
flaunting  carpet,  green,  red,  and  yellow,  covered  the  floor.  A 
fulUlength  picture  of  a thin  woman , looking  most  agreeably  ill- 
tempered,  stared  down  at  me  from  the  chimney-piece;  three 
stuffed  birds — how  emblematic  of  domestic  life!  — stood  stiff  and 
imprisoned,  even  after  death,  in  a glass  cage.  A fire  screen,  and 
a bright  fire-place;  chairs  covered  with  holland , to  preserve  them 
from  the  atmosphere,  and  long  mirrors  wrapped,  as  to  the  frame 
work,  in  yellow  muslin,  to  keep  off  the  Dies,  finish  the  panorama 
of  this  watering-place  mansion.  The  door  opened  — silks  rustled 

— voice  shrieked  ‘My  Brother!  ’ and  a figure  — a thin  figure  — the 
original  of  the  picture  over  the  chimney  piece  — rushed  in.” 

“I  can  well  fancy  her  joy ,”  said  the  youth. 

“You  can  do  no  such  thing,  begging  your  pardon , Sir,”  re- 
sumed King  Cole.  “ She  had  no  joy  at  ail : — she  was  exceedingly 
surprised  and  disappointed.  In  spite  of  my  early  adventures , I 
had  nothing  picturesque  or  romantic  about  me  at  all.  I was  very 
thirsty,  and  I called  for  beer;  Iwas  very  tired,  and  I lay  down  on 
the  sofa;  I wore  thick  shoes,  and  small  buckles ; and  my  clothes 
were  made,  God  knows  where,  and  were  certainly  put  on  God 
knows  how.  My  sister  was  miserably  ashamed  of  me : she  had 
not  even  the  manners  to  disguise  it.  In  a higher  rank  of  life  than 
that  which  she  held , she  would  have  suffered  far  less  mortifica- 
tion; for  I fancy  great  people  pay  but  little  real  attention  to 
externals.  Even  if  a man  of  rank  is  vulgar,  it  makes  no  difference 
in  the  orbit  in  which  he  moves ; but  your  * genteel  gentlewomen’ 
are  so  terribly  dependent  upon  what  Mrs.  Tomkins  will  say  — so 
very  uneasy  about  their  relations , and  the  opinion  they  are  held  in 

— and , above  all , so  made  up  of  appearances  and  clothes  — so 
undone,  if  they  do  not  eat,  drink,  and  talk  k-la-mode,  that 
I can  fancy  no  shame  like  that  of  my  poor  sister  at  having  found, 
and  being  found  with,  a vulgar  brother. 


“I  saw  how  unwelcome  I was,  and  I did  not  punish  myself  by 
a long  visit.  With  a proud  face,  but  a heart  full  of  bitter  nn^}  _ 
crushed  affections,  I left  her  house,  and  returned  towards 
On  my  road,  I again  met  with  my  gipsy  friends;  the 
their  welcome  enchanted  me  — you  may  guess  the  resl^^^s^y^jl^  ^ y j 
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with  them  so  long  that  I could  not  bear  to  leave  them ; I re-entered 
their  crew:  I am  one  among  them.  Not  that  I have  become  alto- 
gether and  solely  of  the  tribe : I still  leave  them,  whenever  the  whim 
seizes  me,  and  repair  to  the  great  cities  and  thorough-fares  of  man. 
There  I am  soon  driven  back  again  to  my  favourite  and  fresh  Belds, 
as  a reed  upon  a wild  stream  is  dashed  back  upon  the  green  rushes 
from  which  it  has  been  torn.  You  perceive  that  I have  many  com- 
forts and  distinctions  above  the  rest;  for,  alas,  Sir,  there  is  no 
society,  however  free  and  democratic,  where  wealth  will  not  create 
an  aristocracy;  the  remnants  of  my  fortune  provide  me  with  my 
unostentations  equipage,  and  the  few  luxuries  it  contains;  it  re- 
lieves the  necessities  of  the  poor,  w’hether  of  mine  or  another  tribe, 
among  which  my  vagrancies  cast  me ; it  allows  me  to  curb , among 
the  crew,  all  the  grosser  and  heavier  offences  against  the  law  to 
which  want  might  compel  them ; and  it  serves  to  keep  up  that  sway 
and  ascendancy  among  them  which  my  superior  education  and  fluent 
spirits  enabled  me  at  first  to  attain.  Though  not  legally  their 
king,  I assume  that  title  over  the  few  encampments  with  which  I 
am  accustomed  to  travel , and  you  perceive  that  1 have  given  my 
simple  name  both  the  jocular  and  kingly  dignity  of  which  the  old 
song  will  often  remind  you.  My  story  is  done.” 

“Not  quite,”  said  his  companion:  “your  wife?  How  came 
you  by  that  blessing?” 

“Ah ! thereby  hangs  a pretty  and  a love-sick  tale,  which  would 
not  sound  ill  in  an  ancient  ballad;  but  I will  content  myself  with 
briefly  sketching  it.  Lucy  is  the  daughter  of  a gentleman  farmer: 
about  fonr  years  ago  I fell  in  love  with  her.  I wooed  her  clandes- 
tinely, and  at  last  I owned  I was  a gipsy;  I did  not  add  my  birth 
nor  fortune  — no , I was  full  of  the  romance  of  the  Nut-brown 
Maid’s  lover,  and  attempted  a trial  of  woman’s  affection,  which 
even  in  these  days  was  not  disappointed.  She  eloped  with  me  — 
I leave  you  to  imagine  her  father’s  anger  — but  yon  most  also 
imagine  my  revenge  for  his  noisy  hatred  and  active  persecution  of 
me.  A year  after  our  marriage,  things  went  bad  with  him ; corn, 
crops,  cattle  — the  deuce  was  in  them  all ! an  execution  was  in  his 
house  and  a writ  out  against  his  person.  I sent  Lucy  to  comfort 
and  restore  him;  we  procured  him  a better  farm  and  a prettier 
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house , and  we  are  now  the  best  friends  in  the  world.  Poor  Lucy 
is  perfectly  reconciled  to  her  caravan,  and  her  wandering  husband, 
and  has  never,  I believe , once  repented  the  day  on  which  she  be- 
came the  gipsy’s  wife ! ” 

“1  thank  you  heartily  for  your  history,”  said  the  youth,  who 
had  listened  very  attentively  to  this  detail;  “ and  though  my  hap- 
piness and  pursuits  are  centred  in  that  world  which  you  despise, 
yet  I confess  that  I feel  a sensation  very  like  envy  at  your  singular 
choice ; and  I would  not  dare  to  ask  of  my  heart  whether  that  choice 
is  not  happier,  as  it  is  certainly  more  philosophical,  than  mine.” 
They  bad  now  reached  a part  of  the  road  where  the  country 
assumed  a totally  different  character;  the  woods  and  moors  were 
no  longer  visible,  but  a broad  and  somewhat  bleak  extent  of  country 
lay  before  them.  Here  and  there  only  a few  solitary  trees  broke 
the  uniformity  of  the  wide  fields  and  scanty  hedge-rows,  and  at 
distant  intervals  the  thin  spires  of  the  scattered  churches  rose  like 
the  prayers,  of  which  they  were  perhaps  the  symbol,  to  mingle 
themselves  with  heaven. 

The  gipsy  paused:  “I  will  accompany  you,”  said  he,  “no 
farther : your  way  lies  straight  onwards , and  you  will  reach  W — 
before  noon ; farewell , and  may  God  watch  over  you ! ” 

“Farewell!”  said  the  youth , warmly  pressing  the  band  which 
was  extended  to  him.  “If  we  ever  meet  again,  it  will  probably 
solve  a curious  riddle,  viz.  whether  you  are  not  disgusted  with 
the  caravan , and  I with  the  world ! ” 

“The  latter  is  more  likely  than  the  former,”  said  the  gipsy, 
“for  one  stands  a much  greater  chance  of  being  disgusted  with 
others  than  with  one’s  self;  so  changing  a little  the  old  lines,  I will 
wish  you  adieu  after  my  own  fasion,  viz.  in  verse  — 

Go,  let  tliy  heart  on  \ringed  wealth, 

Or  unto  hoQour't  tower*  aipire; 

Bat  give  me  freedom  and  my  health, 

And  there  ’■  the  sum  of  my  desire!" 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Tb«  letter,  Madam  — have  you  none  for  met 

Th*  Rendttvoua. 

Provide  enrgeons. 

The  lover' $ progrett. 

HowIitUe,  when  we  read  the  work,  do  we  care  for  the  author! 
How  little  do  we  reck  of  the  sorrow  from  which  a jest  has  been 
forced , or  the  weariness  that  an  incident  has  beguiled ! But  the 
power  to  fly  from  feeling,  the  recompense  of  literature  from  its 
heart-bornings  and  cares,  the  disappointment  and  the  anilety, 
the  cavil  and  the  “censure  sharp”  — even  this  passes  away, 
and  custom  drags  on  the  dull  chain  which  enthusiasm  once  so 
passionately  wore!  Alas,  for  the  age  when,  in  the  creation  of 
fiction,  we  could  lose  the  bitterness  and  barrenness  of  truth! 
The  sorrows  of  youth,  if  not  wholly  ideal,  borrow  at  least  from 
the  imagination  their  colour  and  their  shape.  What  marvel  then 
that  from  the  imagination  come  also  their  consolation  and  their 
hope.  But  now,  in  manhood,  our  fancy  constitutes  but  little  of 
our  afiflictions,  and  presents  to  os  no  avenues  for  escape.  In  the 
toil,  the  fret,  the  hot,  the  unquiet,  the  exhausting  engrossments 
of  maturer  years,  how  soon  the  midnight  lamp  loses  its  enchant- 
ment, and  the  noon-day  visions  their  spell ! We  are  bound  by  a 
thousand  galling  and  grinding  ties  to  this  hard  and  unholy  earth. 
We  become  Helots  of  the  soil  of  dust  and  clay ; denizens  of  the 
polluted  smoke,  the  cabined  waUs,  and  the  stony  footing  of 
the  inhospitable  world.  What  now  have  our  griefs  with  the 
“moonlit  melancholy,”  the  gentle  tenderness  of  our  young  years  ? 
Can  we  tell  them  any  more  to  the  woods  and  waterfalls?  Can  we 
make  for  them  a witness  of  the  answering  sea,  or  the  sympathizing 
stars?  Alas ! they  have  now  neither  commune  nor  consolation  in 
the  voices  of  Mature,  or  the  mysteries  of  Romance;  they  have 
become  the  petty  stings,  and  the  falling  drops,  the  irritating  and 
vexing  littlenesses  of  life ; they  have  neither  dignity  on  the  one 
hand,  nor  delusion  on  the  other.  One  by  one  they  cling  around 
ns , like  bonds  of  iron ; they  multiply  their  links ; they  grow  over 
our  hearts;  and  the  feelings,  once  too  wild  for  the  very  earth, 
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fold  tbeir  broken  wings  wilhin  the  soul.  Dull  and  heavy  thoughts, 
like  dead  walls,  close  arouud  the  laughing  flowers  and  fields  that 
so  enchanted  us  of  yore;  the  sins,  the  habits,  the  reasonings  of 
the  world,  like  rank  and  gloomy  fogs,  shut  out  the  exulting 
heavens  from  our  view ; the  limit  of  our  wandering  becomes  the 
length  of  our  chain;  the  height  of  our  soarings , the  summit  of  our 
cell ! Fools  — fools  that  we  are , then , to  imagine  that  the  works 
of  our  later  years  shall  savour  of  the  freedom  and  aspirations  of  our 
youth ; or  that  amidst  all  which  hourly  and  momently  recalls  and 
binds  our  hearts  and  spirits  to  the  eternal  “self,”  we  can  give 
life  and  zest  and  vigour  to  the  imaginary  actions  and  sentiments 
of  another  1 

Of  a very  different  cast  from  these  melancholy  reflections  were 
the  thoughts  of  our  young  traveller  as  he  hastened , with  a rapid 
step , upon  bis  solitary  way.  The  fresh  air  and  the  exuberance 
of  health  ^ve  him  that  exhilaration  of  spirit  which  is  so  rarely 
found  after  a certain  age ; aud  every  now  and  then  he  broke  forth 
into  abrupt  sentences , which , in  betraying  the  sanguineness  of 
his  meditations , disclosed  also  the  character  of  bis  mind. 

“Tom  gipsy,  indeed ! There  is  something  better  in  store  for 
me  than  such  a choice.  Ay , I have  all  the  world  before  me  where 
to  choose  — not  my  place  of  rest.  No,  many  a long  year  will 
pass  away  ere  any  place  of  rest  will  be  my  choice ! Action ! Action ! 
Action ! as  Demosthenes  said.  * I wonder  whether  I shall  find  the 
letter  at  W — ; the  letter,  the  last  letter  I shall  ever  have  from 
home:  but  it  is  no  home  to  me  now;  and/—/,  insulted,  reviled, 
trampled  upon , without  even  a name ! — Well,  well,  I will  earn 
a stiU  fairer  one  than  that  of  my  forefathers.  They  shall  be  proud 
to  own  me  yet.”  And  with  these  words  the  speaker  broke  off 
abruptly,  with  a swelling  chest,  and  a flashing  eye;  and,  as  an 
unknown  and  friendless  adventurer,  he  gazed  on  the  expanded  and 
silent  country  around  him,  he  felt,  like  Castruccio  Castrucani, 
that  he  could  stretch  his  hands  to  the  east  and  to  the  west,  and 
exclaim,  “Oh,  that  my  power  kept  pace  with  my  spirit,  then 
should  it  grasp  the  corners  of  the  earth.” 

* A*  Danothenet  nerer  did  lajr.  The  Greek  word  ii  very  lamely 
rendered  in  the  vulgar  traoalation. 
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The  road  wound  at  last  from  the  champaign  country  through 
which  it  bad  for  some  miles  extended  itself,  into  a narrow  lane, 
girded  on  either  side  by  a dead  fence.  As  the  youth  entered  this 
lane , he  was  somewhat  startled  by  the  abrupt  appearance  of  a 
horseman , whose  steed  leaped  the  hedge  so  close  to  our  hero  as 
almost  to  endanger  his  safety.  The  rider,  a gentleman  of  about 
five-and-twenty,  pulled  up,  and  in  a tone  of  great  courtesy, 
apologized  for  his  inadvertency;  the  apology  was  readily  admitted, 
and  the  horseman  rode  onwards  in  the  direction  ofW  — 

Trifling  as  this  incident  was , the  air  and  mien  of  the  stranger 
were  sufllcient  to  arrest,  irresistibly,  the  thoughts  of  the  young 
traveller;  and  before  they  had  flowed  into  a fresh  channel  he 
found  himself  in  the  town,  and  at  the  door  of  the  inn  to  which  his 
expedition  was  bound.  He  entered  the  bar;  a buxom  landlady, 
and  a still  more  buxom  daugnter,  were  presiding  over  the  spirits 
of  the  place. 

“You  have  some  boxes  and  a letter  for  me,  I believe,"  said 
the  young  gentleman  to  the  comely  hostess. 

“To  yon.  Sir!  the  name  if  you  please?" 

“To — to  — to  C — L — said  the  youth ; “ the  initials  C.  L., 
to  be  left  till  called  for." 

“Yes,  Sir,  we  have  some  luggage  — came  last  night  by  the 
van , — and  a letter  besides , Sir,  to  C.  L.  also.” 

The  daughter  lifled  her  large  dark  eyes  at  the  handsome 
stranger,  and  felt  a wonderful  curiosity  to  know  what  the  letter 
to  C.  L.  could  possibly  be  about;  meanwhile  mine  hostess,  raising 
her  hand  to  a shelf  on  which  stood  an  Indian  slop-basin , the  great 
ornament  of  the  bar  at  the  Golden  Fleece,  brought  from  its  cavity 
a well  folded  and  well  sealed  epistle. 

“That  is  it,”  cried  the  youth;  “shew  me  a private  room 
instantly." 

“What  can  he  want  a private  room  for?”  thought  the 
landlady's  daughter. 

“Shew  the  gentleman  to  the  Griffin,  No.  4,  John  Mcrrylack,” 
said  the  landlady  herself. 

With  an  impatient  step , the  owner  of  the  letter  followed  a 
slipshod  and  marvellously  unwashed  waiter  into  No.  4 — a smal  i 
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square  asylum  for  town  travellers,  country  yeomen,  and  ‘single 
gentlemen;’  presenting,  on  the  one  side , an  admirable  engraving 
of  the  Marquis  of  Granby , and  on  the  other  an  equally  delightful 
view  of  the  stable-yard. 

Mr.  C.  L.  flung  himself  on  a chair,  (there  were  only  four 
chairs  in  No.  Four)  watched  the  waiter  out  of  the  room,  seized 
his  letter,  broke  open  the  seal,  and  read  — yea,  reader,  you 
shall  read  it  too  — as  follows : — 

“Inclosed  is  the  sum  to  which  you  are  entitled;  remember, 
that  it  is  all  which  you  can  ever  claim  at  my  hands;  remember 
also,  that  you  have  made  the  choice  which,  now,  nothing  can 
persuade  me  to  alter.  Be  the  name  you  have  so  longiniquitously 
borne  henceforth  and  always  forgotten ; upon  that  condition , you 
may  yet  hope,  from  my  generosity,  the  future  assistance  which 
you  must  want,  but  which  you  could  ask  not  from  my  affection. 
Equally,  by  my  heart  and  my  reason,  you  are  for  ever 

DISOWNED.” 

The  letter  fell  from  the  reader’s  hands.  He  took  up  the 
enclosure,  it  was  an  order  payable  in  London  forjf  1000;  to  him 
it  seemed  like  the  rental  of  the  Indies. 

“Be  it  so!”  he  said  aloud,  and  slowly;  “be  it  so!  With 
this  will  I carve  my  way ; many  a name  in  history  was  built  upon 
a worse  foundation ! ” 

With  these  words  he  carefully  put  up  the  money,  re-read  the 
brief  note  which  enclosed  it . tore  the  latter  into  pieces , and  then, 
going  towards  the  aforesaid  view  of  the  stable-yard , threw  open 
the  window  and  leant  out,  apparently  in  earnest  admiration  of 
two  pigs,  which  marched,  gruntingly,  towards  him,  one  goat 
regaling  himself  upon  a cabbage,  and  a broken-winded,  emaciated 
horse , which  having  just  been , what  the  ostler  called , “ rubbed 
down,”  was  just  going  to  be , what  the  ostler  called , “fed.” 

While  engaged  in  this  interesting  survey , the  clatter  of  hoofs 
was  suddenly  beard  upon  the  rough  pavement  — a bell  rang  — a 
dug  barked  — the  pigs  grunted  — the  ostler  ran  out,  and  the 
stranger , whom  our  hero  had  before  met  on  the  road , farottedi 
into  the  yard. 

It  was  evident  from  the  obsequiousness  of  the  attendants^ 
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that  the  horseman  was  a personage  of  no  mean  importance;  and 
indeed,  an  air,  which  might  almost  have  been  called  princely 
(not  that  princes  really  have  the  noblest  air  in  the  world),  seemed 
alone  sufficient  to  stamp  upon  the  stranger's  brow  and  figure  the 
patent  of  aristocracy. 

“Who  can  that  be?”  said  the  youth,  as  the  equestrian, 
having  dismounted,  turned  towards  the  door  of  the  inn:  the 
question  was  readily  answered  — “There  goes  pride  and 
poverty!”  said  the  ostler  — “Here  comes  Squire  Mordaunt!” 
said  the  landlady. 

At  the  farther  end  of  the  stable-yard , through  a narrow  gate, 
the  youth  caaght  a glimpse  of  the  green  sward,  and  springing 
flowersof  a small  garden.  Wearied  with  the  sameness  of  No.  Four, 
rather  than  with  his  journey,  be  sauntered  towards  the  said  gate, 
and,  seating  himself  in  a small  arbour  withiu  the  garden, 
surrendered  himself  to  reflection. 

The  result  of  this  self-conference  was  a determination  to  leave 
the  Golden  Fleece  by  the  earliest  conveyance  which  went  to  that 
great  object  and  emporium  of  ail  his  plans  and  thoughts , London. 
As , full  of  this  resolution , and  buried  in  the  dreams  which  it 
conjured  up , be  was  retuming  with  downcast  eyes  and  unheeding 
steps  through  the  stable-yard,  to  the  delights  of  No.  Four,  he  was 
suddenly  accosted  by  a loud  and  alarmed  voice : 

“For  God’s  sake.  Sir,  lookout,  or — ” 

The  sentence  was  broken  off,  the  intended  warning  came  too 
late,  our  hero  staggered  back  a few  steps , and  fell,  stunned  and 
motionless,  against  the  stable  door.  Unconsciously  be  had  passed 
just  behind  the  heels  of  the  stranger’s  horse,  which,  being  by 
no  means  in  good  humour  with  the  clumsy  manoeuvres  of  his 
Shampooer,  the  ostler,  bad  taken  advantage  of  the  opportunity 
presented  to  him  of  working  off  his  irritability,  and  had  consequently 
inflicted  a severe  kick  upon  the  right  shoulder  of  Mr.  C.  L. 

The  stranger,  honoured  by  the  landlady  with  the  name  and 
title  of  Squire  Mordaunt,  was  in  the  yard  at  the  moment.  He 
hastened  towards  the  sufferer,  who,  as  yet,  was  scarcely  sensible, 
and  led  him  into  the  bouse.  The  surgeon  of  the  village  was  sent 
for , and  appeared : this  disciple  of  Galen , commonly  known  by 
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the  name  of  Jeremiah  Bossolton , was  a gentleman  considerablj 
more  inclined  to  breadth  than  length.  He  was  exactly  Gve  feet 
one  inch  in  height,  but  thick  and  solid  as  a milestone;  a wig  of 
modern  cut,  carefully  curled  and  powdered,  gave  somewhat  of  a 
modish,  and  therefore  unseemly,  grace,  to  a solemn  eye;  a 
month  drawn  down  at  the  corners ; a nose  that  had  something  in 
it  exceedingly  consequential;  eye-brows,  sage  and  shaggy ; ears 
large  and  fiery;  and  a chin  that  would  have  done  honour  to  a 
Mandarin.  Now  Mr.  Jeremiah  Bossolton  had  a certain  peculiarity 
of  speech  to  which  I fear  I shall  find  it  difficult  to  do  justice. 
Nature  had  impressed  upon  his  mind  a prodigious  love  of  the 
grandiloquent;  Mr.  Bossolton,  therefore,  disdained  the  exact 
language  of  the  vulgar,  and  built  unto  himself  a lofty  fabric  of 
words  in  which  his  sense  managed  very  frequently  to  lose  itself. 
Moreover,  upon  beginning  a sentence  of  peculiar  dignity, 
Mr.  Bossolton  was , it  must  be  confessed , sometimes  at  a loss  to 
conclude  it  in  a period  worthy  of  the  commencement ; and  this 
caprice  of  nature , which  had  endowed  him  with  more  words  than 
thoughts  (necessity  is , indeed , the  mother  of  invention) , drove 
him  into  a very  ingenious  method  of  remedying  the  deficiency; 
this  was  simply  the  plan  of  repeating  the  sense,  by  inverting 
the  sentence,  after  the  fashion,  which  for  our  reader’s  better 
understandig,  the  first  time  it  occurs,  we  will  designate  by 
italics. 

“How  long  a period  of  time,”  said  Mr.  Bossolton,  “has 
elapsed  since  this  deeply  to  be  regretted  and  seriously  to  be  inves- 
tigated accident  occurred?” 

“Not  many  minutes,”  said  Mordaunt;  “make  no  farther 
delay , I beseech  you , but  examine  the  arm ; it  is  not  broken , I 
trust?” 

“In  this  world,  Mr.  Mordaunt,”  said  the  practitioner,  bowing 
very  low,  for  the  person  he  addressed  was  of  the  most  ancient 
lineage  in  the  county  — “in  this  world,  Mr.  Mordaunt,  even  at 
the  earliest  period  of  civilisation,  delay  in  matters  of  judgment  has 
ever  been  considered  of  such  vital  importance,  and  — and  such 
important  vitality,  that  we  find  it  inculcated  in  the  proverbs  of  the 
Greeks,  and  the  sayings  of  the  Chaldeans,  as  a principle  of 


Digitized  by  Google 


30 


the  mott  expedient  utility  ^ and  — and — the  matt  uteful  expe- 
diency / ” 

‘‘Mr.  Bossoltoo,”  said  Mordaunt,  in  a tone  of  remarkable  and 
even  artificial  softness  and  civility,  “have  the  kindness  imme- 
diately to  examine  this  gentleman’s  bruises." 

Mr.  Bossolton  looked  up  in  the  calm,  quiet,  but  haughty  face 
of  the  speaker,  and,  without  a moment’s  hesitation,  proceeded  to 
handle  the  arm,  which  was  already  stripped  for  his  survey. 

“ It  frequently  occurs,"  said  Mr.  Bossolton , “ in  the  course  of 
my  profession , that  the  forcible , sudden,  and  vehement  applica- 
tion of  any  hard  substance , like  the  hoof  of  a quadruped , to  the 
soft,  tender,  and  carniferous  parts  of  the  human  frame , such  as 
the  arm,  occasions  a pain,  a pang,  I should  rather  say,  of  the 
inlentest  acutenett,  and  — and  of  the  acutest  intentity'’ 

“Pray,  Mr.  Bossolton,  is  the  bone  broken?’’  asked  Mordaunt. 

By  this  time  the  patient , who  had  been  hitherto  in  that  languor 
which  extreme  pain  always  produces  at  first,  especially  on  young 
frames,  was  sufficiently  recovered  to  mark  and  reply  to  the  kind 
solicitude  of  the  last  speaker;  “I  thank  you.  Sir,”  said  he  with  a 
smile,  “for  your  anxiety,  but  I feel  that  the  bone  is  not  broken, 
the  muscles  are  a liule  hurt  — that  is  all." 

“Young  gentleman,"  said  Mr.  Bossolton , “you  must  permit 
me  to  say  that  they  who  have  all  their  lives  been  employed  in  the 
pursuit,  and  the  investigation , and  the  analysis  of  certain  studies, 
are , in  general , better  acquainted  with  those  studies  than  they 
who  have  neither  given  them  any  importance  of  consideration ; — 
nor  — nor  any  consideration  of  importance.  Establishing  this  as 
my  hypothesis,  I shall  now  proceed  to  — ’’ 

“Apply  immediate  remedies,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Bossolton," 
interrupted  Mordaunt,  in  that  sweet  and  honied  tone  which  some- 
how or  other  always  silenced  even  the  garrulous  practitioner. 

Driven  into  taciturnity,  Mr.  Bossolton  again  inspected  the  arm ; 
and  having  given  it  as  bis  opinion  that  the  arm  was  bruised  in  con- 
sequence of  a violent  blow  which  might  have  been  inflicted  by  any 
other  concussion  of  equal  force  with  that  produced  by  the  hoof  of  a 
horse , he  proceeded  to  urge  the  application  of  liniments  and  ban- 


Digitized  by  Coogle 


31 


dages,  which  he  promised  to  prepare  with  the  most  solicitudioous 
dispatch , and  the  roost  dispatchful  solicitude. 

CHAPI’ER  V. 

Your  name,  Sir! 

Ha!  my  name,  you  say  — my  name! 

'T  ia  well  — my  name  — is  — nay , 1 must  consiiler. 

Pedrilln. 

This  accident  occasioned  a delay  of  some  days  in  the  plans  of 
the  young  gentleman , for  whom  we  trust , very  soon,  both  for  our 
own  conyenience,  and  that  of  our  reader,  to  find  a fitting  appel- 
lation. 

Mr.  Mordaunt,  after  seeing  every  attention  paid  to  him,  both 
surgical  and  hospitable , took  his  departure  with  a promise  to  call 
the  neit  day ; leaving  behind  him  a strong  impression  of  curiosity 
and  interest  to  serve  our  hero  as  some  mental  occupation  until  his 
return.  The  bonny  landlady  came  up  in  a new  cap , with  blue 
ribbons,  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  to  pay  a visit  of  inquiry  to 
the  handsome  patient,  who  was  removed  from  the  Griffin,  No. 
Four , to  the  Dragon , No.  Eight  — a room  whose  merits  were 
exactly  in  proportion  to  its  number,  — viz.  twice  as  great  as  those 
of  No.  Four. 

“Well,  Sir,”  said  Mrs.  Taptape,  with  a courtesy,  “1  trust 
you  find  yourself  better.” 

“At  this  moment  I do,”  said  the  gallant  youth,  with  a sig- 
nificant air. 

‘ * Hem  I ” quoth  the  landlady. 

A pause  ensued.  In  spite  of  the  compliment,  a certain  sus- 
picion suddenly  darted  across  the  mind  of  the  hostess.  Strong  as 
are  the  prepossessions  of  the  sex,  those  of  the  profession  are  much 
stronger. 

“ Honest  folk,”  thought  the  landladly,  “don’t  travel  with  their 
initials  only;  the  last  ‘Whitehall  Evening,’  was  full  of  shocking 
accounts  of  swindlers  and  cheats;  and  I gave  fourteen  pounds  odd 
shillings  for  the  silver  tea-pot  John  has  brought  him  up  — as  if  tbs 
dclf  one  was  not  good  enough  for  a foot  traveller!” 
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Puraaing  these  Ideas,  Mrs.  Taptape,  looking  bashfully  down, 
said, 

“ By-the-by,  Sir,  Mr.  Bossolton  asked  me  what  name  he  shouio 
put  down  in  his  book  for  the  medicines ; what  would  you  please 
me  to  say,  Sir?” 

“Mr.  who?”  said  the  youth,  elevating  his  eye-brows. 

“ Mr.  Bossolton,  Sir,  the  apothecary.” 

“Oh!  Bossolton!  very  odd  name  that  — not  near  so  pretty  as 
— dear  me  what  a beautiful  cap  that  is  of  yours!”  said  the  young 
gentleman. 

“Lord,  Sir,  do  you  think  so?  the  ribbon  is  pretty  enough; 
but  — but,  as  I was  saying,  what  name  shall  I tell  Mr%  Bossolton 
to  put  in  his  books?”  This,  thought  Mrs.  Taptape,  is  coming  to 
the  point. 

“Well!”  said  the  youth,  slowly,  and  as  if  in  a profound 
reverie,  Mwell,  Bossolton  is  certainly  the  most  singular  name  I 
ever  heard ; he  does  right  to  put  it  in  a book  — it  is  quite  a curio- 
sity! Is  he  clever?” 

“Very,  Sir,”  said  the  landladly,  somewhat  sharply ; “but  it 
is  your  name,  not  his,  that  he  wishes  to  put  into  his  book.” 

“ Mine ! ” said  the  youth  — who  appeared  to  have  been  seeking 
to  gain  time  in  order  to  answer  a query  which  most  men  find  re- 
quires very  little  deliberation  — “Mine,  you  say;  my  name  is 
Linden  — Clarence  Linden  — you  understand ! ” 

“ What  a pretty  name ! ” thought  the  landlady’s  daughter,  who 
was  listening  at  the  key-hole;  “but  how  could  he  admire  that 
odious  cap  ofMa’s!” 

“And,  now,  landlady,  I wish  yon  would  send  up  my  boxes ; 
and  get  me  a newspaper,  if  you  please.” 

“Yes,  Sir,”  said  the  landlady,  and  she  rose  to  retire. 

“I  do  not  think,”  said  the  youth  to  himself,  “that  I could 
have  hit  on  a prettier  name  — and  so  novel  a one  too ! — Oarence 
Linden  — why,  if  I were  that  pretty  girl  at  the  bar  I could  fall  in 
love  with  the  very  words  — Shakspeare  was  quite  wrong  when  he 
said  — 

A raM  by  any  other  name  would  amell  ■■  aweet. 

A rose  by  any  name  would  not  smell  as  sweet;  if  a rose’s  name 
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was  Jeremiah  Bossolton,  for  instance,  it  would  not,  to  my  nerves, 
at  least,  smell  of  any  thing  but  an  apothecary’s  shop ! ” 

When  Mordaunt  called  the  next  morning,  he  found  Clarence 
much  better,  and  carelessly  turning  over  various  books,  part  of 
the  contents  of  the  luggage  superscribed  C.  L.  A book  of  whatever 
description  was  among  the  few  companions  for  whom  Mordaunt 
had  neither  fastidiousness  nor  reserve;  and  the  sympathy  of  taste 
between  him  and  the  sufferer  gave  rise  to  a conversation  less  cold 
and  common-place  than  it  might  otherwise  have  been.  And  when 
Mordaunt,  after  a stay  of  some  length  rose  to  depart,  he  pressed 
Linden  to  return  his  visit  before  he  left  that  part  of  the  country; 
his  place,  he  added , was  only  about  five  miles  distant  from  W — . 
Linden,  greatly  interested  in  his  visitor,  was  not  slow  in  accepting 
the  invitation,  and,  perhaps,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life , Mor- 
dnunt  was  shaking  hands  with  a stranger  he  had  only  knovtn  two 
days. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

While  yet  a child , and  long  before  bit  time. 

He  had  pereeired  the  preience  and  the  power 
Of  greatneaa. 

• • • • • 

But  eagerly  he  read,  and  read  again. 

« • • • • 

Yet  still  nppermoit 
Nature  wai  at  hie  heart,  aa  if  he  felt. 

Though  yot  he  knew  not  how,  a waiting  power 
In  all  things  that  from  her  sweet  influence 
Might  seek  to  wean  him.  Therefore  with  her  hoes, 

Her  forms,  and  with  the  spirit  of  her  forms. 

He  clothed  the  nakedness  of  austere  truth. 

Wordsworth. 

Ai.grnon  Mordaunt  was  the  last  son  of  an  old  and  honour- 
able race,  which  had  centuries  back  numbered  princes  in  its  line. 
His  parents  had  had  many  children,  but  all  (save  Algernon , the 
youngest)  died  in  their  infancy.  His  mother  perished  in  giving 
liim  birth.  Constitutional  infirmity,  and  the  care  of  mercenary 
nurses,  contributed  to  render  Algernon  a weakly  and  delicate  child; 
hence  came  a taste  for  loneliness  and  a passion  for  study;  and 
The  Disowned.  3 
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from  these  sprang,  on  the  one  band,  the  fastidiousness  and  re> 
serve,  which  render  us  apparently  unamiable,  and,  on  the  other, 
the  loftiness  of  spirit  and  the  kindness  of  heart,  which  are  the  best 
and  earliest  gifts  of  literature , and  more  than  counterbalance  our 
deficiencies  in  the  ‘minor  morals’  due  to  society  by  their  tendency 
to  increase  our  attention  to  the  greater  ones  belonging  to  mankind. 
Mr.Mordauntwasa  man  of  luxurious  habits  and  gambling  propen- 
sities : wedded  to  London , he  left  the  bouse  of  his  ancestors  to 
moulder  into  desertion  and  decay ; but  to  this  home , Algernon 
was  constantly  consigned  during  his  vacations  from  school;  and 
its  solitude  and  cheerlessness  gave  to  a disposition  naturally  me- 
lancholy and  thoughtful , those  colours  which  subsequent  events 
were  calculated  to  deepen , not  efface. 

Troth  obliges  ns  to  state,  despite  our' partiality  to  Mordaunt, 
that , when  he  left  his  school , after  a residence  of  six  years , it  was 
with  the  bitter  distinction  of  having  been  the  most  unpopular  boy 
in  it.  Why,  nobody  could  exactly  explain,  for  bis  severest 
enemies  could  not  accuse  him  of  ill-nature , cowardice,  or  avarice, 
and  these  make  the  three  capital  offences  of  a school-boy ; but  Al- 
gernon Mordaunt  had  already  acquired  the  knowledge  of  himself, 
and  could  explain  the  cause,  though  with  a bitter  and  swelling 
heart.  His  ill  health , his  long  residence  at  home,  his  unfriended 
and  almost  orphan  situation , his  early  habits  of  solitude  and  re- 
serve, all  these,  so  calculated  to  make  the  spirit  shrink  within 
itself,  made  him,  on  bis  entrance  at  school,  if  not  unsocial, 
appear  so:  this  was  Uie  primary  reason  of  his  unpopularity;  the 
second  was  that  he  perceived,  for  he  was  sensitive  (and  conse- 
quently acute ) to  the  eUreme , the  misfortune  of  his  manner,  and 
in  his  wish  to  rectify  it,  it  became  doubly  unprepossessing;  to 
reserve,  it  now  added  embarrassment,  to  coldness,  gloom;  and 
the  pain  he  felt  in  addressing  or  being  addressed  by  another,  was 
naturally  and  necessarily  reciprocal,  for  the  effects  of  sympathy 
are  no  where  so  wonderful , yet  so  invisible , as  in  the  manners. 

By  degrees  be  shunned  the  intercourse  which  had  for  him  no- 
thing but  distress , and  his  volatile  acquaintance  were  perhaps  the 
first  to  set  him  the  example.  Often  in  his  solitary  walks  he  stopped 
afar  off  to  gaze  upon  the  sports,  which  none  ever  solicited  him  to 
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share : and  as  the  shout  of  laughter  and  of  happy  hearts  came,  peal 
after  peal , upon  his  ear,  he  turned  enviously , yet  not  malignantly, 
away,  with  tears,  which  not  all  his  pride  could  curb,  and  mut- 
tered to  himself,  “And  these,  these  hate  me ! ” 

There  are  two  feelings  common  to  all  high  or  affectionate  na- 
tures, that  of  extreme  snsceptihility  to  opinion,  and  that  of  extreme 
bitterness  at  its  injustice.  These  feelings  were  Mordaunt’s;  but 
the  keen  edge  which  one  blow  injures,  the  repetition  blunts;  and, 
by  little  and  little,  Algernon  became  not  only  accustomed,  but, 
as  he  persuaded  himself,  indifferent,  to  his  want  of  popularity ; 
his  step  grew  more  lofty,  and  his  address  more  collected,  and 
that  which  was  once  diffidence  gradually  hardened  into  pride. 

His  residence  at  the  University  was  neither  without  honour  nor 
profit.  A college  life  was  then , as  now , either  the  most  retired 
or  the  most  social  of  all  others ; we  need  scarcely  say  which  it  was 
to  Mordannt,  but  his  was  the  age  when  solitude  is  desirable,  and 
when  the  closet  forms  the  mind  better  than  the  world  Driven 
upon  itself,  his  intellect  became  inquiring,  and  its  resources  pro- 
found; admitted  to  their  inmost  recesses,  he  revelled  among  the 
treasures  of  ancient  lore , and  in  his  dreams  of  the  Nymph  and 
NaTad , or  his  researches  after  truth  in  the  deep  wells  of  the  Stagi- 
rite  or  the  golden  fountains  of  Plato,  he  forgot  the  loneliness  of  his 
lot,  and  exhausted  the  hoarded  enthusiasm  of  his  soul. 

But  his  mind , rather  thoughtful  than  imaginative , found  no 
idol  like  “Divine  Philosophy.”  It  delighted  to  plunge  itself  into 
the  mazes  of  metaphysical  investigation  — to  trace  the  springs  of 
the  intellect  — to  connect  the  arcana  of  the  universe  — to  descend 
into  the  darkest  caverns , or  to  «1nd  through  the  minutest  myste- 
ries of  nature,  and  rise,  step  by  step,  to  that  arduous  elevation 
on  which  Thought  stands  dizzy  and  confhsed,  looking  beneath 
upon  a clouded  earth , and  above,  upon  an  unfathomable  heaven. 

Barely  wandering  from  his  chamber,  known  personally  to  few, 
and  intimately  by  none , Algernon  yet  left  behind  him  at  the  Uni- 
versity the  most  remarkable  reputation  of  his  day.  He  had  ob- 
tained some  of  the  highest  of  academical  honours , and  by  that 
proverbial  process  of  vulgar  minds  which  ever  frames  the  magnifi- 
cent from  the  unknown,  — the  seclusion  in  which  he  lived,  and 
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the  recondite  nature  of  his  favourite  pursuits,  attached  to  his  name 
a still  greater  celebrity  and  interest,  than  all  the  orthodox  and  re- 
gular dignities  be  had  acquired.  There  are  few  men  who  do  not 
console  themselves  for  not  being  generally  loved , if  they  can  rea- 
sonably hope  that  they  are  generally  esteemed.  Mordaunt  had  now 
grown  reconciled  to  himself  and  to  his  kind.  He  had  opened  to 
his  interest  a world  in  his  own  breast,  and  it  consoled  him  for  his 
raortiBcation  in  the  world  without.  But,  better  than  this,  his 
habits  as  well  as  studies  had  strengbtened  the  principles  and  con- 
Brmed  the  nobility  of  his  mind.  He  was  not,  it  is  true,  more 
kind,  more  benevolent,  more  upright  than  before ; but  those  vir- 
tues now  emanated  from  principle  — not  emotion : and  principle 
to  the  mind  is  what  a free  constitution  is  to  a people : without  that 
principle , or  that  free  constitution,  the  one  may  be  for  the  moment 
as  good  — the  other  as  happy,  but  we  cannot  tell  how  long  the 
goodness  and  the  happiness  will  continue. 

On  leaving  the  University , his  father  sent  for  him  to  London. 
He  staid  there  a short  time,  and  mingled  partially  in  its  festivities ; 
but  the  pleasures  of  English  dissipation  have  for  a century  been  the 
same,  heartless  without  gaiety,  and  dull  without  refinement. 
Nor  could  Mordaunt,  the  most  fastidious,  yet  warm-hearted  of 
human  beings,  reconcile  to  the  cold  insipidities  of  patrician  society 
either  his  tastes  or  his  affections.  His  father’s  habits  and  evident 
distresses,  deepened  his  disgust  to  his  situation ; for  the  habits 
were  incurable , and  the  distresses  increasing;  and  nothing  but  a 
circumstance,  which  Mordaunt  did  not  then  understand,  pre- 
vented the  final  sale  of  an  estate,  already  little  better  than  a pom- 
pous incumbrance. 

It  was  therefore  with  the  half  painful,  half  pleasurable  sensa- 
tion , with  which  we  avoid  contemplating  a ruin  we  cannot  prevent, 
that  Mordaunt  set  out  upon  that  continental  tour,  deemed  then  so 
necessary  a part  of  education.  His  father,  on  taking  leave  of  him, 
seemed  deeply  affected.  “Go,  my  son,”  said  he,  “may  God 
bless  you,  and  not  punish  me  too  severely.  1 have  wronged  you 
deeply , and  I cannot  bear  to  look  upon  your  face.” 

To  these  words  Algernon  attached  a general,  but  they  cloaked 
a peculiar , meaning : in  three  years , he  returned  to  England  — 
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his  father  had  been  dead  some  months , and  the  signification  of  his 
parting  address  was  already  deciphered  — bat  of  this  hereafter. 

In  his  travels,  Hordaunt  encountered  an  Englishman,  whose 
name  I will  not  yet  mention ; a person  of  great  reputed  wealth  — a 
merchant  — yet  a man  of  pleasure  — a voluptuary  in  life , yet  a 
saint  in  reputation  — or,  to  abstain  from  the  antithetical  analysis 
of  a character,  which  will  not  be  corporeally  presented  to  the  reader, 
till  our  tale  is  considerably  advanced  — one  who  drew  from  nature 
a singular  combination  of  shrewd,  but  false  conclusions,  and  a 
peculiar  philosophy,  destined  hereafter  to  contrast  the  colours, 
and  prove  the  practical  utility,  of  that  which  was  espoused  by 
.MordaunU 

There  can  be  no  education  in  which  the  lessons  of  the  world  do 
not  form  a share.  Experience,  in  expanding  Algernon’s  powers, 
had  ripened  his  virtues.  Nor  had  the  years  which  had  converted 
knowledge  into  wisdom , failed  in  imparting  polish  to  refinement. 
His  person  had  acquired  a greater  grace,  and  his  manners  an  easier 
dignity  than  before.  His  noble  and  generous  mind  had  worked  its 
impress  upon  his  features,  and  his  mien;  and  those  who  could 
overcome  the  first  coldness  and  shrinking  hauteur  of  his  address, 
found  it  required  no  minute  examination  to  discover  the  real  ex- 
pression of  the  eloquent  eye,  and  of  the  chiselled  and  classic 
features. 

He  bad  not  been  long  returned , before  be  found  two  enemies 
to  his  tranquillity  — the  one  was  love,  the  other  appeared  in  the 
more  formidable  guise  of  a claimant  to  his  estate.  Before  Algernon 
was  aware  of  the  nature  of  the  latter,  he  went  to  consult  with  his 
lawyer. 

“If  the  claim  be  just,  I shall  not,  of  coarse,  proceed  to  law,” 
said  Mordaiint. 

“But  without  the  estate.  Sir,  you  have  nothing ! ” 

“True,”  said  Algernon,  calmly. 

But  the  claim  was  not  just,  and  to  law  he  went. 

In  this  law-suit,  however,  he  had  one  assistant  in  an  old  re- 
lation, who  had  seen,  indeed,  but  very  little  of  him,  but  who 
compassionated  his  circumstances,  and,  above  ail,  bated  bis 
opponent.  This  relation  was  rich  and  childless;  and  there  were 
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DOt  wanting  those  who  predicted  that  his  money  would  ultimately 
discharge  the  mortgages , and  repair  the  house,  of  the  young  re- 
presentative of  the  Mordaunt  honours.  But  the  old  kinsman  was 
obstinate  — self-willed  — and  under  the  absolute  dominion  of 
patrician  pride;  and  it  was  by  no  means  improbable  that  the  in- 
dependence of  Mordaunt’s  character  would  soon  create  a disunion 
between  them,  by  clashing  against  the  peculiarities  of  his  relation's 
temper. 

it  was  a clear  and  sunny  morning  when  Linden , tolerably  re- 
covered of  his  hurt,  set  out  upon  a sober  and  aged  pony,  which, 
after  some  natural  pangs  of  shame , be  bad  hired  of  his  landlord, 
to  Mordaunt  Court. 

Mordaunt’s  house  was  situated  in  the  midst  of  a wild  and  ex- 
tensive park,  surrounded  with  woods,  and  interspersed  with  trees 
of  the  stateliest  growth , now  scattered  into  irregular  groups,  now 
marshalled  into  sweeping  avenues;  while,  ever  and  anon.  Linden 
caught  glimpses  of  a rapid  and  brawling  rivulet,  which,  in  many 
a slight  but  sounding  waterfall,  gave  a music  strange  and  spirit- 
like to  the  thick  copses  and  forest-glades  through  which  it  went 
exulting  on  its  way.  The  deer  lay  half  concealed  by  the  fern  among 
which  they  couched,  turning  their  stately  crests  towards  the  stran- 
ger, but  not  stirring  from  their  rest;  while  from  the  summit  of 
beeches,  which  would  have  shamed  the  pavilion  ofTityrus,  the 
rooks  — those  monks  of  the  feathered  people  — were  loud  in  their 
confused,  but,  not  displeasing,  confabulations. 

As  Linden  approached  the  house , he  was  struck  with  the  me- 
lancholy air  of  desolation  which  spread  over  and  around  it:  frag- 
ments of  stone,  above  which  clomb  the  rank  weed,  insolently  pio- 
elaiming  the  triumph  of  nature’s  meanest  offspring  over  the  wrecks 
of  art;  a moat  dried  up,  a raUing  once  of  massy  gilding,  intended 
to  fence  a lofty  terrace  on  the  right  from  the  incursions  of  the  deer, 
but  which,  shattered  and  decayed,  now  seemed  to  ask,  with  the 
satirist  — 

To  what  end  did  our  laviib  anceitora 

Erect  of  old  tbeae  atately  |iilea  of  onrat 

— a chapel  on  the  left,  perfectly  in  ruins,  — all  appeared  strikingly 
to  denote  that  time  bad  outstript  fortune , and  that  the  years,  which 
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alike  hallow  and  destroy,  had  broken  the  consequence , in  deepen- 
ing the  antiquity,  of  the  House  of  Mordaunt. 

The  building  itself  agreed  but  too  well  with  the  tokens  of  decay 
around  it;  most  of  the  windows  were  shut  up,  and  the  shutters  of 
dark  oak,  richly  gilt,  contrasted  forcibly  with  the  shattered  panes 
and  mouldered  framing  of  the  glass.  It  was  a house  of  irregular 
architecture.  Originally  built  in  the  thirteenth  century,  it  had 
received  its  last  improvement , with  the  most  lavish  expense , du- 
ring the  reign  of  Anne;  and  it  united  the  Gallic  magnificence  of  the 
latter  period  with  the  strength  and  grandeur  of  the  former;  it  was 
iu  a great  part  overgrown  with  ivy,  and,  where  that  insidious  or- 
nament had  not  reached,  the  signs  of  decay,  and  even  ruin,  were 
fully  visible.  The  sun  itself,  bright  and  cheering  as  it  shone  over 
nature , making  the  green  sod  glow  like  emeralds , and  the  rivulet 
Hash  in  its  beam , like  one  of  those  streams  of  real  light,  imagined 
by  Swedenbourg  in  his  visions  of  heaven;  and  clothing  tree  and 
fell , brake  and  hillock , with  the  lavish  hoes  of  the  infant  summer ; 
the  sun  itself  only  made  more  desolate , because  more  conspicuous 
— the  venerable  fabric,  which  the  youthful  traveller  frequently 
paused  more  accurately  to  survey,  and  its  laughing  and  sportive 
beams  playing  over  chink  and  crevice , seemed  almost  as  insolent 
and  untimeous  as  the  mirth  of  the  young  mocking  the  silent  grief 
of  some  grey-headed  and  solitary  mourner. 

Clarence  had  now  reached  the  porch , and  the  sound  of  the 
shrill  bell  be  touched  rung  with  a strange  note  through  the  general 
stillness  of  the  place.  A single  servant  appeared,  and  ushered 
Clarence  through  a screen  hall  of  stone,  bung  round  with  relics  of 
armour,  and  ornamented  on  the  side  opposite  the  music  gallery, 
with  a solitary  picture  of  gigantic  size,  exhibiting  the  full  length  of 
the  gaunt  person  and  sable  steed  of  that  Sir  Piers  de  Mordaunt  who 
had  so  signalized  himself  in  the  field  in  which  Henry  of  Richmond 
changed  his  coronet  for  a crown.  Through  this  hall,  Clarence  was 
led  to  a small  chamber,  clothed  with  uncouth  and  tattered  arras, 
in  which,  seemingly  immersed  in  papers,  be  found  the  owner  of 
the  domain. 

“Your  studies ,”  said  Linden , after  the  salutations  of  the  day, 
“ seem  to  harmonize  with  the  venerable  antiquity  of  your  home;  ” 
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and  he  pointed  to  the  crabbed  characters  and  faded  ink  of  the  pa> 
pers  on  the  table. 

‘*8o  they  ought,”  answered  Mordaunt,  with  a faint  smile: 
“for  they  are  called  from  their  quiet  archives  in  order  to  support 
my  struggle  for  that  home.  But  I fear  the  struggle  is  In  vain , and 
that  the  quibbles  of  law  will  transfer  into  other  hands  a possession  1 
am  foolish  enough  to  value  the  more  from  my  inability  to  maintain 
it.” 

Something  of  this  Clarence  had  before  learnt  from  the  commu- 
nicative gossip  of  his  landlady;  and,  less  desirous  to  satisfy  his 
curiosity  than  to  lead  the  conversation  from  a topic  which  he  felt 
must  be  so  unwelcome  to  Mordaunt,  he  expressed  a wish  to  see 
the  state  apartments  of  the  house.  With  something  of  shame  at 
the  neglect  they  bad  necessarily  experienced , and  something  ot 
pride  at  the  splendour  which  no  neglect  could  efface,  Mordaunt 
yielded  to  the  request,  and  led  the  way  up  a staircase  of  black  oak, 
the  walls  and  ceiling  of  which  were  covered  with  frescos  of  Italian 
art,  to  a suite  of  apartments  in  which  time  and  dust  seemed  the 
only  tenants.  Lingeringly  did  Clarence  gaze  upon  the  rich  velvet, 
the  costly  mirrors , the  motley  paintings  of  a hundred  ancestors, 
and  the  antique  cabinets , containing,  among  the  most  hoarded 
relics  of  the  Mordaunt  race , curiosities  which  the  hereditary  en- 
thusiasm of  a line  of  cavaliers  had  treasured  as  the  most  sacred  of 
heir-looms,  and  which,  even  to  the  philosophical  mind  of  Mor- 
daunt, possessed  a value  he  did  not  seek  too  minutely  to  analyse. 
Here  was  the  goblet  from  which  the  first  prince  ofTudor  had  drunk 
after  the  field  of  Boswortb.  Here  the  ring  with  which  the  chivalrous 
Francis  the  First  had  rewarded  a signal  feat  of  that  famous  Robert 
dc  Mordaunt,  who,  as  a poor  but  adventurous  cadet  of  the  house, 
had  brought  to  the  “first  gentleman  of  France”  the  assistance  of 
his  sword.  Here  was  the  glove  which  Sir  Walter  had  received  from 
the  loyal  band  of  Elizabeth,  and  worn  in  the  lists  upon  a crest 
which  the  lance  of  no  antagonist  in  that  knightly  court  could  abase. 
And  here , more  sacred  than  all , because  connected  with  the  me- 
mory of  misfortune,  was  a small  box  of  silver  which  the  last  king 
of  an  evil  and  imbecile,  but  fated,  line,  had  placed  in  the  bands 
of  the  grey-headed  descendant  of  that  Sir  Walter  after  the  battle  of 
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the  Boj-ne , sayiug , with  that  happy  turn  of  expression  in  which 
all  the  Stuarts  excelled,  “Keep  this,  Sir  Everard  Mordaunt,  for 
the  sake  of  one  who  has  purchased  the  luxury  of  gratitude  at  the 
price  of  a throne ! ” 

As  Clarence  glanced  from  these  relics  to  the  figure  ofMordaunt, 
who  stood  at  a little  distance  leaning  against  the  window,  with  arms 
folded  on  his  breast,  and  with  eyes  abstractedly  wandering  over 
the  noble  woods  and  extended  park , which  spread  below,  he  could 
not  but  feel  that  if  birth  has  indeed  the  power  of  setting  its  seal 
upon  the  form , it  was  never  more  conspicuous  than  in  the  broad 
front  and  lolly  air  of  the  last  descendant  of  the  race  by  whose  me- 
morials he  was  surrounded.  Touched  by  the  fallen  fortunes  of 
Mordaunt , and  interested  by  the  uncertainty  which  the  chances  of 
law  threw  over  his  future  fate,  Clarence  could  not  resist  exclaiming, 
with  some  warmth  and  abruptness  — 

“And  by  what  subterfuge,  or  cavil , does  the  present  claimant 
of  these  estates  hope  to  dislodge  their  rightful  possessor?” 

“Why,”  answered  Mordaunt,  “it  is  a long  story  in  detail, 
but  briefly  told  in  epitome.  My  father  was  a man  whose  habits 
greatly  exceeded  his  fortune,  and  a few  months  after  his  death, 
Mr.  Yavasour,  a distant  relation , produced  a paper , by  which  it 
appeared  that  my  father  had,  for  a certain  sum  of  ready  money, 
disposed  of  his  estates  to  this  Mr.  Vavasour,  upon  condition  that 
they  should  not  be  claimed , nor  the  treaty  divulged , till  after  bis 
death ; the  reason  for  this  proviso  seems  to  have  been  the  shame 
my  father  felt  for  his  exchange , and  his  fear  of  the  censures  of  that 
world  to  which  he  was  always  devoted.” 

“ But  how  unjust  to  yon ! ” said  Clarence. 

“ Not  so  much  so  as  it  seems said  Mordaunt,  deprecatingly; 
“ for  I was  then  but  a sickly  boy , and  according  to  the  physicians, 
and , I sincerely  believe  according  also  to  my  poor  father's  belief, 
almost  certain  of  a premature  death.  In  that  case.  Vavasour  would 
have  been  the  nearest  heir;  and  this  expectancy,  by  the  by,  joined 
to  the  mortgages  on  the  property , made  the  sum  given  ridiculously 
disproportioned  to  the  value  of  the  estate.  I must  confess  that  the 
news  came  upon  me  like  a thunder-bolt.  I should  have  yielded  up 
possession  immediately,  but  was  informed  by  my  lawyers  that  my 
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father  had  no  legal  right  to  dispose  of  the  property ; the  discnssfon 
of  that  right  forms  the  ground  of  the  present  law-suit.  For  me , I 
have  hut  little  hope,  and  even  were  I to  be  successful,  the  expenses 
of  law  would  leave  me , like  Pyrrhus , lost  by  my  very  success. 
No,”  continued  Mordaunt,  proudly,  yet  mournfully,  “I  am 
prepared  for  the  worst,  and,  thank  Heaven,  even  in  that  worst, 
there  is  a spot  which  affliction  can  indeed  blight,  but  which  for- 
tune, so  far  from  destroying,  cannot  even  diminish.” 

Clarence  was  silent,  and  Mordaunt,  after  a brief  pause,  once 
more  resumed  his  guidance.  Their  tour  ended  in  a large  library 
Pilled  with  books,  and  this,  Mordaunt  informed  his  guest,  was 
his  chosen  and  ordinary  room. 

An  old  carved  table  was  covered  with  works  which  for  the  most 
part  possessed  for  the  young  mind  of  Clarence , more  accustomed 
to  imagine  than  reflect,  but  a very  feeble  attraction;  on  looking 
over  them,  he,  however,  found,  half  bid  by  a huge  folio  of 
Hobbes,  and  another  of  Locke , a volume  of  Milton’s  poems : this 
paved  the  way  to  a conversation , in  which  both  had  an  equal  in- 
terest , for  both  were  enthusiastic  in  the  character  and  genius  of 
that  wonderful  man,  for  whom  ‘the  divine  and  solemn  coun- 
tenance of  Freedom  ’ was  dearer  than  the  light  of  day , and  whose 
solitary  spell , accomplishing  what  the  whole  family  of  earth  once 
vainly  began  upon  the  Plain  of  Sbinar,  has  built  of  materials  more 
imperishable  than  ‘'slime  and  brick,"  ^‘a  city  and  a tower  whose 
summit  has  reached  to  Heaven.” 

It  was  with  mutual  satisfaction  that  Mordaunt  and  bis  guest 
continued  their  commune , till  the  hour  of  dinner  was  announced 
to  them  by  a bell,  which,  formerly  intended  as  an  alarum,  now 
served  the  peaceful  purpose  of  a more  agreeable  summons. 

The  same  servant,  who  bad  admitted  Clarence,  ushered  them 
through  the  great  hall  into  the  dining-room , and  was  their  solitary 
attendant  during  their  repast. 

The  temper  of  Mordaunt  was  essentially  grave  and  earnest,  and 
his  conversation  almost  invariably  took  the  tone  of  his  mind;  this 
made  their  conference  turn  upon  less  minute  and  common-place 
topics  than  one  between  such  new  acquaintances , especially  of 
diOTcrent  ages , usually  docs. 
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*‘¥ou  will  positively  go  to  London  to-morrow,  then?”  said 
MordauDt,  as  tiie  servant,  removing  the  appurtenances  of  dinner, 
left  them  alone. 

“Positively,”  answered  Clarence.  “I  go  there  to  carve  my 
own  fortunes , and , to  say  troth , I am  impatient  to  begin.” 

Mordaunt  looked  earnestly  at  the  frank  face  of  the  speaker, 
and  wondered  that  one  so  young,  so  well  educated , and,  from  his 
air  and  manner,  evidenQy  of  gentle  blood,  should  appear  so  ut- 
terly thrown  upon  his  own  resources. 

“1  wish  you  success,”  said  he,  after  a pause;  “and  it  is  a 
noble  part  of  the  organization  of  this  worid,  that  by  increasing 
those  riches  which  are  beyond  fortune , we  do  in  general  take  the 
surest  method  of  obtaining  those  which  are  in  its  reach.” 

Clarence  looked  inquiringly  at  Mordaunt,  who  perceiving  it, 
continued,  “1  see  that  I should  explain  myself  farther,  I will  do 
so  by  using  the  thoughts  of  a mind  not  the  least  beautiful  and  ac- 
complished which  this  country  has  produced.  ‘ Of  all  which  be- 
longs to  us ,’  said  Bolingbroke , ‘ the  least  valuable  parts  can  alone 
fall  under  the  will  of  others.  Whatever  is  best  is  safest; 
lies  out  of  the  reach  of  human  power;  can  neither  be  given  nor 
taken  away.  Such  is  this  great  and  beautiful  work  of  nature , the 
world.  Such  is  the  mind  of  mao,  which  contemplates  and  admires 
the  world  whereof  it  makes  the  noblest  part.  These  are  insepar- 
ably ours , and  as  long  as  we  remain  in  one  we  shall  enjoy  the 
other.’” 

“Beautiful,  indeed!”  exclaimed  Clarence,  with  the  enthusiasm 
of  a young  and  pure  heart,  to  which  every  loftier  sentiment  is 
always  beautiful. 

“And  true  as  beautiful!”  said  Mordaunt.  “Nor  is  this  all, 
for  the  mind  can  even  dispense  with  that  world , * of  which  it  forms 
a part,’  if  we  can  create  within  it  a world  still  more  inaccessible  to 
chance.  But  (and  I now  return  to  and  explain  my  former  obser- 
vation) the  means  by  which  we  can  effect  this  peculiar  world, 
can  be  rendered  equally  subservient  to  our  advancement  and  pros- 
perity in  that  which  we  share  in  common  with  our  race;  for  the 
riches , which  by  the  aid  of  wisdom  we  heap  up  in  the  storehouses 
of  the  mind,  are,  though  not  the  only,  the  most  customary  coin 
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by  which  external  prosperity  is  bought.  So  that  the  philosophy, 
which  can  alone  give  independence  to  onrselves,  becomes,  under 
the  name  of  honesty,  the  best  policy  in  commerce  with  our  kind." 

In  conversation  of  this  nature , which  the  sincerity  and  lofty 
enthusiasm  of  Mordaunt  rendered  interesting  to  Clarence,  despite 
of  the  distaste  to  the  serious  so  ordinary  to  youth,  the  hours  passed 
on , till  the  increasing  evening  warned  Linden  to  depart. 

“ Adieu ! ” said  he  to  Mordaunt.  “I  know  not  when  we  shall 
meet  again , but  if  we  ever  do , I will  make  it  my  boast , whether 
in  prosperity  or  misfortune , not  to  have  forgotten  the  pleasure  1 
have  this  day  enjoyed ! " 

Returning  his  guest’s  farewell  with  a warmth  unusual  to  his 
manner , Mordaunt  followed  him  to  the  door,  and  saw  him  depart. 

Fate  ordained  that  they  should  pursue , in  very  different  paths, 
their  several  destinies ; nor  did  it  afford  them  an  opportunity  of 
meeting  again , till  years  and  events  had  severely  tried  the  virtue  of 
one , and  materially  altered  the  prospects  of  the  other. 

The  next  morning,  Clarence  Linden  was  on  his  road  to  London. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


••Upon  my  word,”  crien  Jonos,  ••tbon  art  • very  odd  fellow, 
end  1 like  thy  hamonr  extremely.” 


Fielding. 


The  rumbling  and  jolting  vehicle,  which  conveyed  Clarence  to 
the  metropolis,  stopped  at  the  door  of  a tavern  in  Holbom.  Lin- 
den was  ushered  into  a close  coffee-room , and  presented  with  a 
bill  of  fare.  While  be  was  deliberating  between  the  respective 
merits  of  mutton  chops  and  beef-steaks , a man  with  a brown  coat, 
brown  breeches , and  a brown  wig , walked  into  the  room ; he  cast 
a curious  glance  at  Clarence , and  then  turned  to  the  waiter. 

‘ ‘ A pair  of  slippers ! ’’ 

“Yes,  Sir,”  and  the  waiter  disappeared. 

“ I suppose ,”  said  the  brown  gentleman  to  Clarence , “I  sup. 
pose,  Sir,  you  are  the  gentleman  just  come  to  town?” 

“ You  are  right,  Sir,"  said  Clarence. 
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“Very 'well,  very  well,  indeed,”  resumed  the  stranger , mu- 
singly. “1  took  the  liberty  of  looking  at  your  boxes  in  the  passage ; 

I knew  a lady , Sir , a relation  of  yours , I think.” 

“Sir!”  exclaimed  Linden , colouring  violently. 

“ At  least  I suppose , for  her  name  was  just  the  same  as  yours, 
only,  at  least,  one  letter  difference  between  them:  your’s  is 
Linden,  I see.  Sir;  her’s  wasMinden:  am  I right  in  my  con- 
jecture , that  you  are  related  to  her?" 

“Sir,”  answered  Clarence^  gravely,  “ notwithslandiug  the 
similarity  of  our  names , we  are  not  related,” 

“Very  extraordinary ,”  replied  the  stranger. 

“Very,"  repeated  Linden. 

“I  had  the  honour.  Sir,”  said  the  brown  gentleman , “ to  make 
Mrs.  Minden  many  presents  of  value , and  I should  have  been  very 
happy  to  have  obliged  you  in  the  same  manner,  had  you  been  any 
way  connected  with  that  worthy  gentlewoman.” 

“You  are  very  kind,”  said  Linden,  you  are  very  kind;  and 
since  such  were  your  intentions,  I believe  I must  have  been 
connected  with  Mrs.  Minden.  At  all  events,  as  you  justly  observe, 
there  is  only  the  difference  of  a letter  between  our  names ; — a 
discrepancy  too  slight,  lam  sore,  to  alter  your  benevolent  inten- 
tions.” 

Here  the  waiter  returned  with  the  slippers. 

The  stranger  slowly  unbuttoned  his  gaiters.  “Sir,"  said  he 
to  Linden , “ we  will  renew  our  conversation  presently." 

No  sooner  had  the  generous  friend  of  Mrs.  Minden  deposited 
his  feet  into  their  easy  tenements,  than  he  quitted  the  room. 

“Pray,"  said  Linden  to  the  waiter,  when  he  had  ordered  bis 
simple  repast,  “ who  is  that  gentleman  i n brown?” 

“Mr.  Brown !"  replied  the  waiter. 

“And  who,  or  what  is  Mr.  Brown?”  asked  our  hero. 

Before  the  waiter  could  reply,  Mr.  Brown  returned,  with  a 
large  bandbox  carefully  enveloped  in  a blue  handkerchief.  “You 
come  from  — , Sir?”  said  the  latter,  quietly  seating  himself  at 
the  same  table  as  Linden.  , 

“No,  Sir,  I do  not.” 

“From--,  then?” 
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“No,  Sir!  — from W — 

“ W — ? — ay  — well , I knew  a lady  with  a name  very  like 
W — (the  late  Lady  Waddilove)  extremely  well.  I made  her  some 
valuable  presents  — her  ladyship  was  very  sensible  of  it.” 

“I  don’t  doubt  it,  Sir,”  replied  Clarence;  “such  instances  of 
general  beneficence  rarely  occur ! ” 

“ I have  some  magnificent  relics  of  her  ladyship  in  this  box,” 
returned  Mr.  Brown. 

“Really!  then  she  was  no  less  generous  than  yourself,  I pre- 
sume?” 

“Tes,  her  ladyship  was  remarkably  generous.  About  a week 
before  she  died,  (the  late  Lady  WaddUove  was  quite  sensible  of 
her  danger ,)  she  called  me  to  her  — ‘ Brown said  she , ‘ you  are 
a good  creature ; I have  had  my  most  valuable  things  from  you.  I 
am  not  ungrateful ; I wUI  leave  you  — my  maid!  She  is  as  clever 
as  you  are,  and  as  good.’  I took  the  hint , Sir,  and  married.  It 
was  an  excellent  bargain.  — My  wife  is  a charming  woman ; she 
entirely  fitted  up  Mrs.  Minden’s  wardrobe,  and  I furnished  the 
bouse.  Mrs.  Minden  was  greatly  indebted  to  us.” 

“God  help  me!”  thought  Clarence,  “the  man  is  certainly 
mad.” 

The  waiter  entered  with  the  dinner;  and  Mr.  Brown,  who 
seemed  to  have  a delicate  aversion  to  any  conversation  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  Ganymede  of  the  Hoiborn  tavern , immediately  ceased 
his  communications : meanwhile , Clarence  took  the  opportunity 
to  survey  him  more  minutely  than  he  had  hitherto  done. 

His  new  acquaintance  was  in  age  about  forty-eight;  in  stature, 
rather  under  the  middle  height;  and  thin,  dried,  withered,  yet 
muscular  withal , like  a man  who , in  stinting  his  stomach  for  the 
sake  of  economy,  does  not  the  less  enjoy  the  power  of  undergoing 
any  fatigue  or  exertion  that  an  object  of  adequate  importance  may 
demand.  We  have  said  already  that  he  was  attired , like  twilight, 
“in  a suit  of  sober  brown;”  and  there  was  a formality,  a preci- 
sion , and  a cat-like  sort  of  cleanliness  in  his  garb , which  savoured 
strongly  of  the  respectable  coxcombry  of  the  counting-house , or 
the  till.  His  face  was  lean , it  is  true,  but  not  emaciated;  and  his 
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complexion , sallow  and  adust , harmonized  well  with  the  colours 
of  his  clothing.  An  eye  of  the  darkest  hazel , sharp , shrewd , and 
flashing  at  times,  especially  at  the  mention  of  the  euphonious 
name  of  Lady  Waddilove  — a name  frequently  upon  the  lips  of  the 
inheritor  of  her  Abigail  — with  a Ore  that  might  be  called  brilliant, 
was  of  that  modest  species  which  can  seldom  encounter  the 
straightforward  glance  of  another;  on  the  contrary,  it  seemed 
restlessly  uneasy  in  any  settled  place , and  wandered  from  ceiling 
to  floor,  and  corner  to  corner,  with  an  inquisitive,  though  appa- 
rently careless , glance , as  if  seeking  for  something  to  admire  or 
haply  to  appropriate;  it  also  seemed  to  be  the  especial  care  of  Mr. 
Brown  to  veil , as  far  as  he  was  able , the  vivacity  of  his  looks 
beneath  an  expression  of  open  and  unheeding  good  nature , an  ex- 
pression strangely  enough  contrasting  with  the  closeness  and  saga- 
city which  nature  had  indelibly  stamped  upon  features  pointed, 
aquiline,  and  impressed  with  a strong  mixture  of  the  Judaical 
physiognomy.  The  manner  and  bearing  of  Ibis  gentleman  partook 
of  the  same  undecided  character  as  his  countenance;  they  seemed 
to  be  struggling  between  civility  and  importance;  a real  eagerness 
to  make  the  acquaintance  of  the  person  he  addressed , and  an  as- 
sumed recklessness  of  the  advantages  which  that  acquaintance 
could  bestow ; — it  was  like  the  behaviour  of  a man  who  is  desirous 
of  having  the  best  possible  motives  imputed  to  him,  but  is  fearful 
lest  that  desire  should  not  be  utterly  fulfilled.  At  the  flrst  glance, 
yon  would  have  pledged  yourself  for  his  respectability;  at  the 
second,  you  might  have  half  suspected  him  to  be  a rogue;  and, 
after  you  had  been  half  an  hour  in  his  company,  you  would  confess 
yourself  in  the  obscurest  doubt  which  was  the  belter  guess,  the 
first  or  the  last.  A very  experienced  judge  of  outward  signs  would 
probably  have  decided  on  this  peculiar  instance  according  to  the 
general  character  of  mankind , and  have  set  down  Mr.  Brown  in 
the  tablets  of  his  mind  as  a man  neither  good  nor  bad  — the  latter, 
perhaps,  with  temptation,  the  former  without  — viz.  a bit  of  a 
knave  in  his  profession , whatever  that  might  be , but  an  admirably 
honest  man , when  it  was  not  the  interest  of  his  vocation  to  be  the 
reverse. 

“Waiter!"  said  Mr. Brown,  looking  enviously  at  the  viands 
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upon  which  Linden , having  satisfied  his  curiosity,  was  now,  with 
all  the  appetite  of  youth,  regaling  himself.  “Waiter!” 

“Yes,  Sir!” 

“Bring  me  a sandwich  — and  — and , waiter,  see  that  I have 
plenty  of  — plenty  of  — ” 

“What,  Sir?” 

“ Plenty  of  mustard , waiter!  ” 

“Mustard”  (and  here  Hr.  Brown  addressed  himself  to  Cla- 
rence) “is  a very  wonderful  assistance  to  the  digestion.  By  the 
by,  Sir,  if  you  want  any  curiously  fine  mustard,  I can  procure 
you  some  pots  quite  capital  — a great  favour,  though  — they  were 
smuggled  from  France , especially  for  the  use  of  the  late  Lady 
Waddilove.” 

“Thank  you,”  said  Linden,  drily;  “ I shall  be  very  happy  to 
accept  any  thing  you  may  wish  to  offer  me.” 

Mr.  Brown  took  a pocket-book  from  his  ponch.  “ Six  pots  of 
mustard.  Sir  — shall  I say  six?” 

“As  many  as  you  please,”  replied  Clarence;  and  Mr.  Brown 
wrote  down  “Six  pots  of  French  mustard.” 

“Ton  are  a very  young  gentleman.  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Brown, 
“ probably  intended  for  some  profession  — I don’t  mean  to  be  im- 
pertinent, but  if  I can  be  of  any  assistance  — ” 

“You  can.  Sir,”  replied  Linden , “and  immediately  — have 
the  kindness  to  ring  the  bell.” 

Mr.  Brown , with  a grave  smile , did  as  he  was  desired ; the 
waiter  re-entered , and  receiving  a whispered  order  from  Clarence, 
again  disappeared. 

“What  profession  did  you  say.  Sir?”  renewed  Mr.  Brown, 
artfully. 

“ None ! ” replied  Linden. 

“Oh,  very  well  — very  well  indeed.  Then  as  an  idle,  inde- 
pendent gentleman , you  will  of  course  be  a bit  of  a beau  — want 
some  shirts , possibly  — fine  cravats  too  — gentlemen  wear  a par- 
ticular pattern  now  — gloves,  gold,  or  shall  I say  gilt  chain, 
watch  and  seals , a ring  or  two , and  a snuff-box?” 

“ Sir,  you  are  vastly  obliging,”  said  Clarence,  in  undisguised 
surprise. 
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"Not  at  all,  I would  do  any  thing  for  a relation  of  Mrs. 
Minden.”  The  waiter  re-entered;  "Sir,”  said  he  to  Linden, 
" your  room  is  quite  ready.” 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  it,”  said  Clarence,  rising.  "Mr.  Brown, 
I have  the  honour  of  wishing  you  a good  evening.” 

“Stay,  Sir  — stay;  you  have  not  looked  into  these  things  be- 
longing to  the  late  Lady  Waddilove.” 

"Another  time,”  said  Clarence , hastily. 

"To-morrow,  at  ten  o’clock,”  muttered  Mr.  Brown. 

"I  am  exceedingly  glad  I have  got  rid  of  that  fellow,”  said 
Linden  to  himself,  as  he  stretched  bis  limbs  in  his  easy  chair,  and 
drank  off  the  last  glass  of  bis  pint  of  port.  "If  I have  not  already 
seen , I have  already  guessed , enough  of  the  world , to  know  that 
you  are  to  look  to  your  pockets,  when  a man  offers  you  a present; 
they  who  ‘ give also  ‘ take  away.’  So  here  I am  in  London , with 
an  order  for  £ 1000  in  my  purse , the  wisdom  of  Dr.  Latinas  in  my 
head,  and  the  health  of  eighteen  in  my  veins;  will  it  not  be  my 
own  fault  if  I do  not  both  enjoy  and  make  myself — ” 

And  then , yielding  to  meditations  of  future  success , partaking 
strongly  of  the  inexperienced  and  sanguine  temperament  of  the 
soliloquist,  Clarence  passed  the  hours,  till  bis  pillow  summoned 
him  to  dreams  no  less  ardent,  and  perhaps  no  less  unreal. 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

0!  how  1 long  to  be  employed. 

Every  man  in  hit  humour. 

Clarence  was  sitting  the  next  morning  over  the  very  unsatis- 
factory breakfast  which  tea  made  out  of  broomsticks , and  cream 
out  of  chalk,  (adulteration  thrived  even  in  17 — ) afforded,  when 
the  waiter  threw  open  the  door,  and  announced  Mr.  Brown. 

"Just  in  time,  Sir,  you  perceive,”  said  Mr.  Brown;  "I  am 
punctuality  itself:  exactly  a quarter  of  a minute  to  ten.  I have 
brought  you  the  pots  of  French  mustard , and  I have  some  very 
valuable  articles  which  you  must  want,  besides.” 

"Thank  yon.  Sir,”  said  Linden,  not  well  knowing  what  to 
say;  and  Mr.  Brown,  untying  a silk  handkerchief,  produced  three 
The  Uitowned.  4 
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shirts,  two  pots  of  pomatam,  a tobacco  canister,  with  a German 
pipe , four  pair  of  silk  stockings , two  gold  seals , three  rings , and 
a staffed  parrot! 

“Beautifal  articles  these.  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Brown,  with  a 
snuffle  ‘of  inward  sweetness  long  drawn  out,’  and  expressive  of 
great  admiration  of  bis  offered  treasures ; “ beautiful  articles , Sir, 
ar’n’ttbey?” 

“Very,  the  parrot  in  particular,”  said  Clarence. 

“Tes.Sir,”  returned  Mr.  Brown , “ the  parrot  is  indeed  quite 
a jewel;  it  belonged  to  the  late  Lady  Waddilove;  I offer  it  to  you 
with  considerable  regret,  for  — ” 

“Ob!”  interrupted  Clarence,  “pray  do  not  rob  yourself  of 
such  a jewel , it  really  is  of  no  use  to  me.” 

“I  know  that.  Sir  — I know  that,”  replied  Mr.  Brown ; “but 
it  will  be  of  use  to  your  friends , it  will  be  inestimable  to  any  old 
aunt.  Sir,  any  maiden  lady  living  at  Hackney,  any  curious  elderly 
gentleman  fond  of  a nick-nack.  I knew  you  would  know  some  one 
to  send  it  to  as  a present,  even  though  you  should  not  want  it 
yourself.” 

“Bless  me!”  thought  Linden,  “was  there  ever  such  gene- 
rosity? not  content  with  providing  for  my  wants,  he  extends  his 
liberality  even  to  any  possible  relations  I may  possess ! ” 

Mr.  Brown  now  re-tied  ‘the  beautiful  articles’  in  his  handker- 
chief. “ Shall  I leave  them , Sir?”  said  he. 

“Why,  really,”  said  Clarence , “I  thought  yesterday  that  you 
were  in  jest;  but  you  must  be  aware  that  I cannot  accept  presents 
from  any  gentleman  so  much  — so  much  a stranger  to  me  as  you 
are.” 

“No,  Sir,  lam  aware  of  that,”  replied  Mr.  Brown;  “and  in 
order  to  remove  the  unpleasantness  of  such  a feeling.  Sir,  on  your 
part  — merely  in  order  to  do  that,  I assure  you  with  no  other  view. 
Sir,  in  the  world  — I have  just  noted  down  the  articles  on  this 
piece  of  paper;  but,  as  you  will  perceive,  at  a price  so  low,  as 
still  to  make  them  actually  presents  in  every  thing  but  the  name. 
Oh,  Sir,  I perfectly  understand  your  delicacy,  and  would  not, 
for  the  world , violate  it.” 

So  saying,  Mr.  Brown  put  a paper  into  Linden's  hands,  the 
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sobstance  of  which  a very  little  more  experience  of  the  world  would 
hove  enabled  Clarence  to  foresee : it  ran  thus ; 


Clarence  Linden,  Eeq.,  Or. 

To  Mr.  Morris  Brown. 


To  Six  Pots  of  French  Mnstard £ i 4 o 

To  Three  Snperfine  Holland  ShirU,  with  Cambric  Bosoms , 

complete 4 j ^ 

To  Two  Pots  of  Superior  French  Pomatum. ..............  OIU  0 

To  a Tobacco  Canister  of  enamelled  Tin,  with  a finely  exe- 
cuted head  of  the  Pretender;  slight  Baw  in  the  same.  ...  0 12  6 

To  a German  Pipe , second  band,  as  good  as  new,  belonging 

to  the  late  Lady  Waddilove 1 jg  0 

To  Fonr  Pair  of  Black  Silk  Hose,  ditto,  belonging  to  her 

Ladyship’s  hnsband 2 8 0 

To  Two  Snperfine  Embossed  Gold  Watch  Seals,  with  a Clas- 
sical Motto  and  Derice  to  each,  ris..  Mouse  Trap  and 
“Pronea  Garde,”  to  one,  and  “Who  the  deril  can  this 

befromt”*  to  the  other 110 

To  a remarkably  fine  Antique  Ring,  haring  the  head  of  a 

Monkey 0 10  6 

A ditto , with  blue  stones 0 12  0 

A ditto,  with  green  ditto 0 12  6 

A Stuffed  Green  Parrot,  a remarkable  favourite  of  the  late 

Lady  W 2 2 0 


Sum  Total jf.  15  18  0 

Deduction  for  Ready  Money 0 13  6 

15  4 6 

Mr.  Brown’s  Profits  for  Brokerage.  . 1 10  0 

Sum  Total £.  16  14  6 

Received  of  Clarence  Linden,  Esq.,  this  day  of  17— 


It  would  have  been  no  nnamusing  study  to  watch  the  expres> 
sion  of  Clarence’s  face  as  it  lengthened  over  each  article  until  he 
had  reached  the  final  conclusion.  He  then  carefully  folded  up  the 
paper,  restored  it  to  Mr.  Brown , with  a low  bow,  and  said,  “Ex- 
cuse me.  Sir,  I will  not  take  advantage  of  yonr  generosity ; keep 
your  parrot  and  other  treasures  for  some  more  worthy  person. 
I cannot  accept  of  what  you  are  pleased  to  term  your  very  valuable 
presents!” 


* One  would  not  have  thought  these  ingenious  dcrieei  bed  been  of  so 
ancient  a date  at  the  year  17 — . 
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“Oh,  It ’s  well,  very  well,”  said  Mr.  Brown,  pocketing  the 
paper,  and  seeming  perfectly  unconcerned  at  the  termination  of 
iiis  proposals;  perhaps  I can  sen’e  yon  In  some  other  way?” 

“In  none,  I thank  you,”  replied  Linden. 

“Just  consider.  Sir!  — you  will  want  lodgings;  I can  find 
them  for  you,  cheaper  than  you  can  yourself;  or  perhaps  you 
would  prefer  going  into  a nice , quiet,  genteel  family,  where  you 
ran  have  both  board  and  lodging,  and  be  treated  in  every  way  as 
the  pet  child  of  the  master?” 

A thought  crossed  Linden’s  mind.  He  was  going  to  stay  in 
town  some  time;  he  was  ignorant  of  its  ways;  he  had  neither 
friends  nor  relations , at  least  none  whom  he  could  visit  and  con- 
sult; moreover,  hotels  he  knew  were  expensive;  lodgings , though 
cheaper,  might,  if  tolerably  comfortable,  greatly  exceed  the  sum 
prudence  would  allow  him  to  expend ; would  not  this  plan  pro- 
posed by  Mr.  Brown  of  going  into  a ‘nice,  quiet,  genteel  family,’ 
be  the  most  advisable  one  he  could  adopt?  The  generous  bene- 
factor of  the  late  and  ever  to  be  remembered  Lady  Waddilove  per- 
ceived bis  advantage , and,  making  the  most  of  Clarence’s  hesita- 
tion , continued  — 

“I  know  of  a charming  little  abode,  Sir,  situated  in  the  sub- 
urbs of  London,  quite  rus  in  urbe,  as  the  scholars  say;  you 
can  have  a delightful  little  back  parlour,  looking  out  upon  the 
garden,  and  all  to  yourself , I dare  say.” 

“And  pray,  Mr.  Brown,”  interrupted  Linden,  “what  price 
do  you  think  would  be  demanded  for  such  enviable  accommoda- 
tion? — If  you  offer  me  them  as  * a p r e s e n t ,’  I shall  have  nothing 
to  say  to  them.” 

“ Oh , Sir,”  answered  Mr.  Brown , “ the  price  will  be  a trifle — 
a mere  trifle ; but  1 will  inquire , and  let  you  know  the  exact  sum 
in  the  course  of  the  day — all  they  want  is  a respectable  gentleman- 
like lodger;  and  I am  sure  so  near  a relation  of  Mrs.  Minden  will, 
upon  my  recommendation,  be  received  with  avidity.  Then  you 
won’t  have  any  of  these  valuable  articles , Sir?  You  ’ll  repent  it. 
Sir  — take  my  word  for  it  — hem ! ” 

“Since,"  replied  Clarence  drily,  “your  word  appears  of  so 
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much  more  value  than  your  articles,  pardon  me  if  I prefer  taking 
the  former  instead  of  the  latter.” 

Mr.  Brown  forced  a smile  — “Well,  Sir,  it ’s  very  well , very 
well,  indeed.  You  will  not  go  out  before  two  o’clock?  and  at  that 
time  I shall  call  upon  you  respecting  the  commission  you  have 
favoured  me  with.” 

“I  will  await  you,”  said  Clarence;  and  he  bowed  Mr.  Brown 
out  of  the  room. 

“Now,  really,”  said  Linden  to  himself,  as  he  paced  the  narrow 
limits  of  his  apartment,  “I  do  not  see  what  better  plan  I can 
pursue  — but  let  me  well  consider  what  is  my  ultimate  object. 
A.  high  step  in  the  world’s  ladder!  — how  is  this  to  be  obtained? 
First,  by  the  regular  method  of  professions  — but  what  profession 
should  I adopt?  — the  church  is  incompatible  with  my  object  — 
the  army  and  navy  with  my  means.  Next  come  the  irregular  me- 
thods of  adventure  and  enterprize  — such  as  marriage  with  a for- 
tune” — here  he  paused,  and  looked  at  the  glass  — “ the  specu- 
lation of  a political  pamphlet,  or  an  ode  to  the  minister  — atten- 
dance on  some  dying  miser  of  my  own  name , without  a relation  in 
the  world  — or,  in  short,  any  other  mode  of  making  money  that 
may  decently  offer  itself.  Now,  situated  as  1 am,  without  a friend  in 
this  great  city,  I might  as  well  purchase  my  experience  at  as  cheap 
a rate , and  in  as  brief  a time  as  possible , nor  do  I see  any  plan  of 
doing  so  more  promising  than  that  proposed  by  Mr.  Brown.” 
These  and  such  like  reflections,  joined  to  the  inspiriting  pages 
of  the  “Newgate  Calendar,”  and  “The  Covent  Garden  Magazine,” 
two  works  which  Clarence  dragged  from  their  concealment  under 
a black  tea-tray,  afforded  him  ample  occupation  till  the  hour  of 
two,  punctual  to  which  time  Mr.  Morris  Brown  returned. 

“Well,  Sir,”  said  Clarence,  “what  Is  your  report?” 

The  friend  of  the  late  Lady  W.  wiped  his  brow  and  gave  three 
long  sighs  before  he  replied:  “A  long  walk.  Sir  — a very  long 
walk  I have  had;  but  I have  succeeded.  No  thanks.  Sir,  — no 
thanks  — the  lady,  a most  charming,  delightful,  amiable  woman, 
will  receive  you  with  pleasure  — you  will  have  the  use  of  a back 
parlour  (as  I said)  all  the  morning,  and  a beautiful  little  bed-room 
entirely  to  yourself  — think  of  that.  Sir.  You  will  have  an  egg 
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for  breakfast , and  you  will  dine  with  the  family  at  three  o’clock : 
quite  fashionable  hours  you  see,  Sir.” 

*‘And  the  terms?”  said  Linden,  impatiently. 

“Why,  Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Brown,  “the  lady  was  too  genteel 
to  talk  to  me  about  them  — yon  had  better  walk  with  me  to  her 
house  and  see  if  you  cannot  yourself  agree  with  her.” 

“I  will,”  said  Clarence.  “Will  you  wait  here  till  I have 
dressed?” 

Mr.  Brown  bowed  his  assent. 

“I  might  as  well,”  thought  Clarence,  as  he  ascended  to  his 
bed-room,  “inquire  into  the  character  of  this  gentleman,  to 
whose  good  offices  I am  so  rashly  entrusting  myself.  He  rang  his 
bell  — the  chambermaid  appeared , and  was  dismissed  for  the 
waiter.  The  character  was  soon  asked,  and  soon  given.  For 
our  reader’s  sake  we  will  somewhat  enlarge  upon  it. 

Mr.  Morris  Brown  originally  came  into  the  world  with  the 
simple  appellation  of  Moses  — a name  which  his  father  — honest 
man  — bad,  as  the  Minories  can  still  testify,  honourably  borne 
before  him.  Scarcely,  however,  bad  the  little  Moses  attained  the 
age  of  five,  when  his  father,  for  causes  best  known  to  himself, 
became  a Christian.  Somehow  or  other  there  is  a roost  potent 
connection  between  the  purse  and  the  conscience,  and  accordingly 
the  blessings  of  heaven  descended  in  golden  showers  upon  the 
proselyte.  “I  shall  die  worth  a plum,”  said  Moses  the  elder 
( who  had  taken  unto  himself  the  Christian  cognomen  of  Brown) ; 
“I  shall  die  worth  a plum,”  repeated  he,  as  be  went  one  fine 
morning  to  speculate  at  the  Exchange.  A change  of  news,  sharp 
/ and  unexpected  as  a change  of  wind,  lowered  the  stocks  and 
blighted  the  plum.  Mr.  Brown  was  in  the  Gazette  that  week , and 
his  wife  in  weeds  for  him  the  next.  He  left  behind  him,  besides 
the  said  wife , several  debts , and  his  son  Moses.  Beggared  by 
the  former,  our  widow  took  a small  shop  in  Wardour-streel  to 
support  the  latter.  Patient , but  enterprising  — cautious  of  risk- 
ing pounds  — indefatigable  in  raising  pence , the  little  Moses  in- 
herited the  propensities  of  his  Hebrew  ancestors;  and,  though 
not  so  capable  as  his  immediate  progenitor  of  making  a fortune, 
be  was  at  least  far  less  likely  to  lose  one.  In  spite,  however,  of 
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all  the  industry , both  of  mother  and  son , the  gains  of  the  shop 
were  but  scanty ; to  increase  them  capital  was  required , and  all 
Mr.  Moses  Brown’s  capital  lay  in  his  brain.  “ It  is  a bad  founda- 
tion said  the  mother,  with  a sigh.  “ Not  at  all ! ” said  the  son, 
and,  leaving  the  shop , he  turned  broker.  Now  a broker  is  a man 
who  makes  an  income  out  of  other  people’s  funds  — a gleaner  of 
stray  extravagances ; and  by  doing  the  public  the  honour  of  living 
upon  them , may  fairly  be  termed  a little  sort  of  state  minister  in 
bis  way.  What  with  haunting  sales , hawking  china , selling  the 
cariosities  of  one  old  lady,  and  purchasing  the  same  for  another, 
Mr.  Brown  managed  to  enjoy  a very  comfortable  existence.  Great 
pains  and  small  gains  will  at  last  invert  their  antitheses , and  make 
little  trouble  and  great  proGt ; so  that  by  the  time  Mr.  Brown  had 
attained  bis  fortieth  year,  the  petty  shop  had  become  a large  ware- 
house; and,  if  the  worthy  Moses , now  christianized  into  Morris, 
was  not  so  sanguine  as  his  father  in  the  gathering  of  plums,  he  had 
been  at  least  as  fortunate  in  the  collecting  of  windfalls.  To  say 
truth,  the  Abigail  of  the  defunct  Lady  Waddilove  had  been  no  un- 
proGtable  helpmate  to  our  broker.  As  ingenious  as  benevolent, 
she  was  the  owner  of  certain  rooms  of  great  resort  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  St.  James’s  — rooms  where  caps  and  appointments 
were  made  better  than  anywhere  else  — and  where  credit  was 
given,  and  character  lost,  upon  terms  equally  advantageous  to  the 
accommodating  Mrs.  Brown. 

Meanwhile  her  husband , continuing  through  liking  what  he 
had  begun  through  necessity,  slackened  not  his  industry  in  aug- 
menting his  fortune ; on  the  contrary , small  proGts  were  but  a 
keener  incentive  to  large  ones  — as  the  glutton  only  sharpened  by 
luncheon  bis  appetite  for  dinner.  Still  was  Mr.  Brown  the  very 
Alcibiades  of  brokers  — the  universal  genius  — suiting  every  man 
to  his  humour.  Business,  of  whatever  description,  from  the 
purchase  of  a borough  to  that  of  a brooch,  was  alike  the  object  of 
Mr.  Brown’s  most  zealous  pursuit:  taverns,  where  country  cou- 
sins put  up  — rustic  habitations , where  ancient  maidens  resided 
— auction,  dr  barter — city,  or  hamlet  — all  were  the  same  to 
that  enterprising  spirit,  which  made  out  of  every  acquaintance  a 
commission,  and  by  ministering  to  the  wants  of  others  satisGed 
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his  own.  Sagacious  and  acate , he  perceived  the  value  of  ecceutri- 
city  io  covering  design ; and  found , by  experience , that  whatever 
can  be  laughed  at  as  odd  will  be  gravely  considered  as  harmless. 
Several  of  the  broker’s  peculiarities  were,  therefore,  more  artificial 
than  natural;  and  many  were  the  sly  bargains  which  be  smuggled 
into  effect,  under  the  comfortable  cloak  of  singularity.  No 
wonder  then  that  the  crafty  Morris  grew  gradually  in  repute  as  a 
person  of  infinite  utility  and  excellent  qualifications;  or  that  the 
penetrating  friends  of  his  deceased  sire  bowed  to  the  thriving 
itinerant,  with  a respect  which  they  denied  to  many  in  loftier  pro> 
fessions  and  more  general  esteem. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


Trait  me  yna  liive  aa  ejiceedtag  fine  lodging  here  — very  neat 
and  private. 


lien  Jonion. 


It  was  a tolerably  long  walk  to  the  abode  of  which  the  worthy 
broker  spoke  in  such  high  terms  of  commendation.  At  length,  at 
the  suburbs  towards  Paddington,  Mr.  Brown  stopped  at  a very 
small  house : it  stood  rather  retired  from  its  surrounding  neigh- 
bours, which  were  of  a loftier  and  more  pretending  aspect  than  it- 
self, and,  in  its  awkward  shape  and  pitiful  basbfulness,  looked 
exceedingly  like  a school-boy  finding  himself  for  the  first  time  in  u 
grown-up  party,  and  shrinking  with  all  possible  expedition  into 
the  obscurest  corner  he  can  discover.  Passing  through  a sort  of 
garden,  in  which  a spot  of  grass  lay  in  the  embraces  of  a stripe  of 
gravel , Mr.  Brown  knocked  upon  a very  bright  knocker  at  a very 
new  door.  The  latter  was  opened,  and  a footboy  appeared. 

Is  Mrs.  Copperas  within?”  asked  the  broker. 

“Yees!”  said  the  boy. 

“Show  this  gentleman  and  myself  up  stairs,”  resumed  Brown. 

“ Yees ! ” reiterated  the  lackey. 

Up  a singularly  narrow  staircase,  into  a singularly  diminutive 
drawing-room,  Clarence  and  his  guide  were  ushered.  There,  seated 
on  a little  chair  by  a little  work-table,  with  one  foot  on  a little 
stool , and  one  hand  on  a little  book , was  a little  — very  little  lady. 
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“lliis  is  the  young  gentleman.”  said  Mr.  Brown;  and  Ga- 
rence  bowed  low,  in  token  of  the  introduction. 

The  lady  returned  the  salutation  with  an  affected  bend,  and 
said,  in  a mincing  and  grotesquely  subdued  tone  — “You  are 
desirous.  Sir,  of  entering  into  the  bosom  of  my  family?  We  pos- 
sess accommodations  of  a most  elegant  description;  — accustomed 
to  the  genteelest  circles  — enjoying  the  pure  breezes  of  the  High- 
gate  hills  — and  presenting  to  any  guest  we  may  receive  the  at- 
tractions of  a home  rather  than  of  a lodging,  you  will  find  our  re- 
treat no  less  eligible  than  unique.  You  are,  I presume.  Sir,  in 
some  profession  — some  city  avocation  — or  — or  trade?” 

Clarence’s  cheek  burnt  — but  he  checked  the  haughty  reply 
rising  to  his  lips. 

“I have  the  misfortune,”  said  be,  smiling,  “ to  belong  to  no 
profession.” 

The  lady  looked  hard  at  the  speaker,  and  then  at  the  broker. 
With  certain  people,  to  belong  to  no  profession  is  to  be  of  no  re- 
spectability. 

“The  most  unexceptionable  references  will  be  given  — and 
required,”  resumed  Mrs.  Copperas. 

“Certainly,”  said  Mr.  Brown,  “certainly,  the  gentleman  is 
a relation  of  Mrs.  Minden , a v e r y old  customer  of  mine.” 

“In  that  case,”  said  Mrs.  Copperas,  “the  affair  is  settled;” 
and,  rising,  she  rung  the  bell,  and  ordered  the  footboy,  whom 
she  addressed  by  the  grandiloquent  name  of  De  Warens,  to 
show  the  gentleman  the  apartments.  While  Clarence  was  occupied 
in  surveying  the  luxuries  of  a box  at  the  top  of  the  house,  called  a 
bed-chamber,  wbidi  seemed  just  large  and  just  hot  enough  for  a 
chrysalis,  and  a corresponding  box  below,  termed  the  back  par- 
lour, which  would  certainly  not  have  been  large  enough  for  the 
said  chrysalis,  when  turned  into  a butterfly,  Mr.  Morris  Brown, 
after  duly  expatiating  on  the  merits  of  Clarence,  proceeded  to 
speak  of  the  terms;  these  were  soon  settled,  for  Clarence  was 
yielding,  and  the  lady  not  above  three  times  as  extortionate  as  she 
ought  to  have  been. 

Before  Linden  left  the  house,  the  bargain  was  concluded.  That 
night  his  trunks  were  removed  to  his  new  abode , and  having  with 
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iacredible  diflSculty  been  squeezed  into  the  bed-room , Clarence 
surveyed  them  with  the  same  astonishment  wiUi  which  the  virtuoso 
beheld  the  Dies  in  amber  — 

Not  that  the  thing*  were  either  rich  or  rare. 

He  wondered  how  the  deril  they  got  there! 


CHAPTER  X. 

Snch  ccenei  had  tempered  with  a pentive  grace. 

The  maiden  Initre  of  that  fanltleii  face; 

Had  hung  a tad  and  dreamlike  spell  upon 
The  gliding  music  of  her  silver  tone. 

And  shaded  the  soft  soul  which  loved  to  lie 
In  the  deep  pathos  of  that  volnmed  eye. 

O'Neill,  or  the  Rebel. 

The  love  thus  kindled  between  them  was  of  no  common  or  caU 
culating  nature;  it  was  vigorous  and  delicious,  and  at  timet  to 
suddenly  intense  as  to  appear  to  their  yonng  hearts  for  a moment 
or  so,  with  almost  an  awi^  character. 

Ineiilla. 

The  reader  will  figure  to  himself  a small  chamber,  in  a remote 
wing  of  a large  and  noble  mansion  — the  walls  were  covered  with 
sketches , whose  extreme  delicacy  of  outline  and  colouring  told 
that  it  was  from  a female  hand  that  they  derived  their  eustence ; a 
few  shelves  filled  with  books  supported  vases  of  flowers , whose 
bright  hues  and  fragrant  odour  gratefully  repaid , while  they  testi- 
fied, the  attention  daily  lavished  upon  ^em.  A harp  stood 
neglected  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room , and  just  above  hong  the 
slender  prison  of  one  of  those  golden  wanderers  from  the  Canary 
Isles,  which  bear  to  our  colder  land  some  of  the  gentlest  music  of 
their  skies  and  zephyrs.  The  window , reaching  to  the  ground, 
was  open,  and  looked,  through  the  clusters  of  jessamine  and 
honeysuckle  which  surrounded  the  low  veranda  beyond,  upon 
thick  and  frequent  copses  of  blossoming  shrubs,  redolent  of 
spring,  and  sparkling  in  the  sunny  tears  of  a May  shower,  which 
had  only  just  wept  itself  away.  Embosomed  in  these  little  groves 
lay  plots  of  ‘‘prodigal  flowers,”  contrasted  and  girdled  with  the 
freshest  and  greenest  turf  which  ever  wooed  the  nightly  dances  of 
the  fairies;  and  afar  off,  through  one  artful  opening,  the  eye 
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caught  the  glittering  wanderings  of  water,  on  whose  light  and 
smiles  the  universal  happiness  of  the  young  year  seemed  reflected. 

But  in  that  chamber,  heedless  of  all  around,  and  cold  to  the 
joy  with  which  every  thing  else,  equally  yonthfnl , beautiful,  and 
innocent,  seemed  breathing  and  inspired,  sat  a very  young  and 
lovely  female.  Her  cheek  leant  upon  her  hand , and  laige  tears 
flowed  fast  and  bnmingly  over  the  small  and  delicate  fingers.  The 
comb  that  had  confined  her  tresses  lay  at  her  feet,  and  the  high 
dress  which  concealed  her  swelling  breast  had  been  loosened , to 
give  vent  to  the  suffocating  and  indignant  throbbings  which  had 
rebelled  against  its  cincture  — all  appeared  to  announce  that  bit- 
terness of  grief  when  the  mind , as  it  were , wreaks  its  scorn  upon 
the  body  in  its  contempt  for  external  seemings , and  to  proclaim 
that  the  present  more  subdued  and  softened  sorrow  had  only  suc- 
ceeded to  a burst  far  less  quiet  and  controlled.  Woe  to  those 
who  eat  the  bread  of  dependance  — their  tears  are  wrung  from  the 
inmost  sources  of  the  heart! 

Isabel  St.  Leger  was  the  only  child  of  a captain  in  the  army, 
who  died  in  her  infancy;  her  mother  had  survived  him  but  a few 
months : and  to  the  reluctant  care  and  cold  affections  of  a distant 
and  wealthy  relation  of  the  same  name,  the  warm-hearted  and 
pennyless  orphan  was  consigned.  Major-General  Cornelias  St. 
Leger,  whose  riches  had  been  purchased  in  India  at  the  price  of 
his  constitution , was  of  a temper  as  hot  as  his  curries , and  he 
wreaked  it  the  more  unsparingly  on  his  ward,  because  the  superior 
ill-temper  of  his  maiden  sister  had  prevented  his  giving  vent  to  it 
upon  her.  That  sister.  Miss  Diana  St.  Leger,  was  a meagre  gen- 
tlewoman of  about  six  feet  high ; and  her  voice  was  as  high  and  as 
sharp  as  herself.  Long  in  awe  of  her  brother,  she  rejoiced  at 
heart  to  find  some  one  whom  she  had  such  right  and  reason  to 
make  in  awe  of  herself;  and  from  the  age  of  four  to  that  of  seven- 
teen, Isabel  suffered  every  insult  and  every  degradation  which 
could  be  inflicted  upon  her  by  the  tyranny  of  her  two  protectors. 
Her  spirit,  however,  was  far  from  being  broken  by  the  rude 
shocks  it  received ; on  the  contrary , her  mind , gentleness  itself 
to  the  kind,  rose  indignantly  against  the  unjust.  It  was  true  that 
the  sense  oi  wrong  broke  not  forth  audibly;  for,  though  susccp- 
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tible,  Isabel  was  meek,  and  her  pride  was  concealed  by  the  out- 
ward softness  and  feminacy  other  temper;  but  she  stole  away  from 
those  who  had  wounded  her  heart,  or  trampled  upon  its  feelings, 
and  nourished  with  secret,  but  passionate,  tears  the  memory  of 
the  harshness  or  injustice  she  had  endured.  Yet  was  she  not  vin- 
dictive — her  resentment  was  a noble  not  a debasing  feeling : 
once , when  she  was  yet  a child , Miss  Diana  was  attacked  with  a 
fever  of  the  most  malignant  and  infectious  kind ; her  brother  loved 
himself  far  too  well  to  risk  his  safety  by  attending  bis  sister;  the 
servants  were  too  happy  to  wreak  their  hatred  under  the  pretence 
of  obeying  their  fears : they  consequently  followed  the  example  of 
their  master;  and  Miss  Diana  St.  Leger  might  have  gone  down  to 
her  ancestors  ‘‘unwept,  unbonoured,  and  unsung,’''  if  Isabel 
had  not  volunteered  and  enforced  her  attendance.  Hour  after  hour, 
her  fairy  form  flitted  around  the  sick  chamber,  or  sat  mute  and 
breathless  by  the  feverish  bed;  she  had  neither  fear  for  contagion 
not  bitterness  for  past  oppression;  every  thing  vanished  beneatli 
the  one  hope  of  serving,  the  one  gratiilcation  of  feeling  herself,  in 
the  wide  waste  of  creation,  not  utterly  without  use,  as  she  had 
been  hitherto  without  friends. 

Miss  St.  Leger  recovered.  “For  your  recovery,  in  the  first 
place,”  said  the  doctor,  “ you  will  thank  Heaven ; in  the  second, 
you  will  thank  your  young  relation,”  and  for  several  days  the 
convalescent  did  overwhelm  the  happy  Isabel  with  her  praises  and 
caresses.  But  this  change  lasted  not  long:  the  chaste  Diana  had 
been  too  spoiled  by  the  prosperity  of  many  years , for  the  sickness 
of  a single  month  to  effect  much  good  in  her  disposition.  Her  old 
habits  were  soon  resumed;  and  though  it  is  probable  that  her 
heart  was  in  reality  softened  towards  the  poor  Isabel,  that 
softening  by  no  means  extended  to  her  temper.  In  truth, 
perhaps  the  brother  and  sister  were  not  without  affection  for  one 
so  beautiful  and  good , but  they  bad  been  torturing  slaves  all  their 
lives,  and  their  affection  was,  and  could  be,  but  that  of  a task- 
master or  a planter. 

But  Isabel  was  the  only  relation  that  ever  appeared  within  their 
walls,  and  among  the  guests,  with  whom  the  luxurious  mansion 
was  crowded , she  passed  no  less  for  the  heiress  than  the  depen- 
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dant;  to  her,  therefore,  was  offered  the  homage  of  many  lips  and 
hearts , and  if  her  pride  was  perpetually  galled , and  her  feelings 
insulted  in  private , her  vanity  (had  that  equalled  her  pride,  and 
her  feelings,  in  its  susceptibility)  would  in  no  slight  measure 
have  recompensed  her  in  public.  Unhappily,  however,  her  vanity 
was  the  least  prominent  quality  she  possessed;  and  she  turned 
with  scorn,  rather  than  pleasure,  f^rom  the  compliments  and 
adulation  which  her  penetration  detected,  while  her  heart  despised. 

Perhaps,  indeed,  she  found  some  gratification  in  indulging 
that  pride  to  strangers  which  was  checked  all  proper  and  dignified 
exercise  to  relations ; and  the  indifference  of  her  manners , (grace- 
ful as  they  were) , the  coldness  of  her  brilliant  eye , and  the  dis- 
dainful expression  of  her  young  lips,  repelled  at  last  the  admiration 
her  beauty  had  attracted , and  excited  rather  pity  towards  her  guar- 
dians for  the  supposed  severity  of  her  temper,  than  towards  her- 
self for  the  acerbity  of  theirs.  Yet  did  she  bear  within  her  a deep 
fund  of  buried  tenderness,  and  a mine  of  girlish  and  enthusiastic 
romance;  — dangerous  gifts  to  one  so  situated,  which,  while  they 
gave  to  her  secret  moments  of  solitude  a powerful , but  vague  at- 
traction , probably  only  prepared  for  ber  future  years  the  snare 
which  might  betray  them  into  error,  or  the  delusion  which  would 
colour  them  with  regret. 

Among  those  whom  the  ostentatious  hospitality  of  General  St. 
Leger  attracted  to  bis  house , was  one  of  very  different  character 
and  pretensions  to  the  rest.  Formed  to  be  unpopular  with  the 
generality  of  men , the  very  qualities  that  made  him  so  were  those 
which  principally  fascinate  the  higher  description  of  women:  of 
ancient  birth , which  rendered  sUll  more  displeasing  the  pride  and 
coldness  of  bis  mien ; of  talents  peculiarly  framed  to  attract  in- 
terest as  well  as  esteem ; of  a deep  aud  somewhat  morbid  me- 
lancholy, which,  while  it  turned  from  ordinary  ties,  inclined 
yearningly  towards  passionate  affections;  of  a temper,  where  ro- 
mance was  only  concealed  from  the  many,  to  become  more  sedu- 
cing to  the  few;  unsocial,  but  benevolent;  disliked,  but  respected ; 
of  the  austerest  demeanour,  but  of  passions  the  most  fervid,  though 
the  roost  carefully  concealed : — this  man  united  within  himself  all 
that  repels  the  common  mass  of  his  species,  and  all  that  irresistibly 


Digitized  by  Google 


62 


wins  and  fascinates  the  rare  and  romantic  few.  To  these  qnaiities 
were  added  an  external  mien  and  person  of  that  high  and  com- 
manding order,  which  men  mistake  for  arrogance  and  pretension, 
and  women  overrate  in  proportion  to  its  contrast  to  their  own. 
Something  of  mystery  there  was  in  the  commencement  of  the  deep 
and  eventful  love  which  took  place  between  this  person  and  Isabel, 
which  I have  never  been  able  to  learn:  whatever  it  was,  it  seemed 
to  expedite  and  heighten  the  ordinary  progress  of  love ; and  when 
in  the  dim  twilight,  beneath  the  first  melancholy  smile  of  the 
earliest  star,  tbeir  hearts  opened  audibly  to  each  other,  that  con- 
fession had  been  made  silently  long  since,  and  registered  in  the  in- 
most recesses  of  the  soul. 

But  their  passion,  which  began  in  prosperity,  was  soon  dark- 
ened. Whether  from  the  hauteur  of  Isabel’s  lover  always  so  dis- 
pleasing in  men  of  birth  to  those  who  do  not  possess  it,  or  from 
the  desire  of  retaining  about  him  an  object  which  be  could  torment 
and  tyrannize  over,  no  sooner  did  the  General  discover  the  attach- 
ment of  his  young  relation , than  he  peremptorily  forbade  its  in- 
dulgence, and  assumed  so  insolent  and  overbearing  an  air  towards 
the  lover  that  the  latter  felt  he  could  no  longer  repeat  his  visits  to, 
or  even  continue  his  acquaintance  with,  the  nabob. 

To  add  to  these  adverse  circumstances,  a relation  of  the  lover, 
from  whom  bis  expectations  bad  been  large , was  so  enraged , not 
only  at  the  insult  his  cousin  had  received , bat  at  the  very  idea  of 
his  forming  an  alliance  with  one  in  so  dependant  a situation,  and 
connected  with  such  new  blood,  as  Isabel  St.  Leger,  that,  with 
that  arrogance  which  relations , however  distant,  think  themselves 
authorized  to  assume , he  forbade  his  cousin , upon  pain  of  for- 
feiture of  favour  and  fortune,  ever  to  renew  his  overtures  of  attach- 
ment. The  one  thus  addressed  was  not  of  a temper  patiently  to 
submit  to  such  threats;  he  answered  them  with  disdain,  and  the 
breach,  so  dangerous  to  his  pecuniary  interest,  was  already  begun. 

So  far  had  the  history  of  our  lover  proceeded  at  the  time  in 
which  we  have  introduced  Isabel  to  the  reader , and  described  to 
him  the  chamber  to  which , in  all  her  troubles  and  humiliations, 
she  was  accustomed  to  fly,  as  to  a sad  but  still  unvioiated  sanctuary 
of  retreat. 
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The  quiet  of  this  asylum  firas  first  broken  by  a slight  rustling 
among  the  leaves;  but  Isabel’s  back  was  turned  towards  the 
window,  and  in  the  engrossment  of  her  feelings  she  beard  it  not. 
The  thick  copse  that  darkened  the  left  side  of  the  veranda  was 
pierced , and  a man  passed  within  the  covered  space , and  stood 
still  and  silent  before  the  window,  intently  gazing  upon  the  figure 
which  (though  the  face  was  turned  from  him ,)  betrayed  in  its  pro- 
portions that  beauty  which , in  bis  eyes , bad  neither  an  equal  nor 
a fault. 

The  figure  of  the  stranger,  though  not  very  tall , was  above  the 
ordinary  height,  and  gracefully,  rather  than  robustly,  formed. 
He  was  dressed  in  the  darkest  colours  and  the  simplest  fashion, 
which  rendered  yet  more  striking  the  nobleness  of  his  mien , as 
well  as  the  clear  and  almost  delicate  paleness  of  his  complexion ; 
bis  features  were  finely  and  accurately  chiselled;  and  had  notill 
health , long  travel,  or  severe  thought  deepened  too  much  the  lines 
of  the  countenance,  and  sharpened  its  contour,  the  classic  per- 
fection of  those  features  would  have  rendered  him  undeniably  and 
even  eminently  handsome:  as  it  was,  the  paleness,  and  the 
somewhat  worn  character  of  his  face,  joined  to  an  expression,  at 
first  glance,  rather  haughty  and  repellant,  made  him  lose  in  physi- 
cal, what  he  certainly  gained  in  intellectual,  beauty^  His  eyes 
were  large , deep , and  melancholy , and  had  the  hat  which  now 
hung  over  bis  brow  been  removed,  it  would  have  displayed  a 
forehead  of  remarkable  boldness  and  power;  not  perhaps  so  ob- 
servable for  its  height  as  for  its  breadth , and  for  that  advancing 
and  grand  formation,  so  seldom  seen  in  modem  countenances, 
but  which  formed  perhaps  the  noblest  secret  of  ancient  sculpture. 

Altogether,  the  face  was  cast  in  a rare  and  intellectual  mould, 
and , if  wanting  in  those  more  luxuriant  attractions  common  to  the 
age  of  the  stranger,  who  could  scarcely  have  attained  his  twenty- 
sixth  year,  it  betokened , at  least,  that  predominance  of  mind  over 
body,  which,  in  some  eyes,  is  the  most  requisite  characteristic 
of  masculine  beauty. 

With  a soft  and  noiseless  step , the  stranger  moved  fi'om  his 
station  without  the  window,  and , entering  the  room,  stole  towards 
the  spot  on  which  Isabel  was  sitting.  He  leant  over  her  chair,  and 


Digitized  by  Google 


64 


his  eye  rested  upon  his  ovo  picture,  aod  a letter  ia  his  owo  writing, 
over  which  the  tears  of  the  young  orphan  flowed  fast.  One  fair 
small  hand  hung  listless  by  her  side;  its  slender  Angers  were  girded 
by  no  ornaments  bnt  a single  and  simple  ring  of  hair  — it  had  been 
given  to  her  by  him. 

One  moment  of  agitated  happiness  for  one  — of  unconscious 
and  continued  sadness  for  the  other  — 

*T  U patt  — her  lover  ’■  at  her  feet. 

And  what  Indeed  “was  to  them  the  world  beside , with  all  its 
changes  of  time  and  tide?’*  Joy  — hope  — all  blissful  and  bright 
sensations,  lay  mingled,  like  meeting  waters,  in  one  sunny  stream 
of  heartfelt  and  unfathomable  enjoyment  — but  this  passed  away, 
and  the  remembrance  of  bitterness  and  evil  succeeded. 

“Oh,  Algernon!"  said  Isabel,  in  a low  voice,  “isthisyour 
promise?” 

“Believe  me,"  said  Mordaunt,  for  It  was  indeed  he,  “I 
struggled  long  with  my  feelings , but  in  vain ; aod , for  both  our 
sakes , I rejoice  at  the  conquest  they  obtained.  I listened  only  to 
a deceitful  delusion  when  I imagined  1 was  obeying  the  dictates  of 
reason.  Ah , dearest , why  should  we  part  for  the  sake  of  dubious 
and  distant  evils,  when  the  misery  of  absence  is  the  most  certain, 
the  most  unceasing  evil  we  can  endure?" 

“For  your  sake , and  therefore  for  mine ! " interrupted  Isabel, 
struggling  with  her  tears.  “I  am  a beggar  and  an  outcast.  You 
must  not  link  your  fate  with  mine.  I could  bear,  God  knows  how 
^villingly,  poverty  and  all  its  evils  for  you  and  with  yon;  but  I 
cannot  bring  them  upon  you." 

“Nor  will  you,"  said  Mordaunt,  passionately,  as  he  covered 
the  hand  be  held  with  his  burning  kisses.  “Have  I not  enough 
for  both  of  US?  It  is  my  love , not  poverty , that  I beseech  you  to 
share.” 

“No!  Algernon,  you  cannot  deceive  me:  your  own  estate 
will  be  tom  from  you  by  the  law:  if  you  marry  me,  your  cousin 
will  not  assist  you : I,  you  know  too  well , can  command  nothing; 
and  I shall  see  yon,  for  whom  in  my  fond  and  bright  dreams  I have 
presaged  every  thing  great  and  exalted , buried  in  an  obscurity 
from  which  your  talents  can  never  rise , and  suflering  the  pangs  of 
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poverty,  and  dependance , and  humiliation  like  my  own  — and  — 
and  — I — should  be  the  wretch  who  caused  you  all.  Never, 
Algernon , never!  — I love  you  too  — too  well!  ” 

But  the  effort  which  wrung  forth  the  determination  of  the  tone 
in  which  these  words  were  uttered  was  too  violent  to  endure;  and, 
as  the  full  desolation  of  her  despair  crowded  fast  and  dark  upon 
the  orphan’s  mind , she  sank  back  upon  her  chair  in  very  sickness 
of  soul,  nor  heeded,  in  her  unconscious  misery,  that  her  hand 
was  yet  clasped  by  her  lover,  and  that  her  head  drooped  upon  his 
bosom. 

** Isabel,”  he  said,  in  the  low,  sweet  tone,  which  to  her  ear 
seemed  the  concentration  of  all  earthly  music  — “Isabel  — look 
up  — my  own  — my  beloved  — look  up  and  bear  me.  Perhaps 
you  say  truly  when  you  tell  me  that  the  possessions  of  my  house 
shall  melt  away  from  me,  and  that  my  relation  will  not  offer  to  me 
the  precarious  bounty  which , even  if  he  did,  I would  reject;  but, 
dearest,  are  there  not  a thousand  paths  open  to  me  — the  law  — 
the  state  — the  army?  — You  are  silent , Isabel  — speak ! ” 

Isabel  did  not  reply,  but  the  soft  eyes  which  rested  upon  his 
told , in  their  despondency,  how  little  she  was  excited  by  the  argu- 
ments he  urged. 

“Besides,”  he  continued,  “ we  know  not  yet  whether  the  law 
may  not  decide  in  my  favour  — at  all  events  years  may  pass  before 
the  judgment  is  given  — those  years  make  the  prime  and  verdure 
of  our  lives  — let  us  not  waste  them  in  mourning  over  blighted 
hopes  and  severed  hearts  — let  us  snatch  what  happiness  is  yet  in 
our  power,  nor  anticipate,  while  the  heavens  are  still  bright  above 
us , the  burthen  of  the  thunder  or  the  cloud.” 

Isabel  was  one  of  the  least  selQsh  and  most  devoted  of  human 
beings,  yet  she  must  be  forgiven  if  at  that  moment  her  resolution 
faltered,  and  the  overpowering  thought  of  being  in  reality  his  for 
ever  flashed  upon  her  mind.  It  passed  from  her  the  moment  it  was 
formed,  and  rising  from  a situation  in  which  the  touch  of  that  dear 
band,  and  the  breath  of  those  wooing  lips  endangered  the  virtue, 
and  weakened  the  strength , of  her  resolves , she  withdrew  herself 
from  his  grasp,  and  while  she  averted  her  eyes,  which  dared  not 
encounter  his , she  said  in  a low , but  firm , voice  — 
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“It  is  ia  vala , AlgerDOon ; it  is  in  Tain.  1 can  be  to  you  no- 
thing bat  a biigbt  or  burihen,  nothing  bat  a source  of  priYation  and 
anguish.  Think  you  that  I w i 1 1 be  this?  — no , I will  not  darken 
your  fair  hopes , and  impede  your  reasonable  ambition.  Go , (and 
here  her  voice  faltered  for  a moment , but  soon  recovered  its  tone,) 
go,  Algernon,  dear  Algernon;  and,  if  my  foolish  heart  will  not 
ask  you  to  think  of  me  no  more,  1 can  at  least  implore  you  to  think 
of  me  only  as  one  who  would  die  rather  than  cost  you  a moment  of 
that  poverty  and  debasement  whose  bitterness  she  has  felt  herself, 
and  who , for  that  very  reason , tears  herself  away  from  you  for 
ever.” 

“Stay,  Isabel,  stay!"  cried  Mordaunt,  as  be  caught  hold  of 
her  robe , ere  she  bad  yet  left  the  room , “give  me  but  one  word 
more , and  you  shall  leave  me.  Say  that  if  I can  create  for  myself 
a new  source  of  independence;  if  I can  carve  out  a road  where  the 
ambition  you  erroneously  impute  to  me  can  be  gratified,  as  well 
as  the  more  moderate  wishes  our  station  has  made  natural  to  us  to 
form  — say,  that  if  1 do  this,  1 may  permit  myself  to  hope  — say, 
that  w h en  I have  done  it  I may  claim  you  as  my  own  I " 

Isabel  paused , and  turned  once  more  her  face  towards  his  own. 
Her  lips  moved , and , though  the  words  died  within  her  heart, 
yet  Mordaunt  read  well  their  import  in  the  blushing  cheek  and  the 
heaving  bosom,  and  the  lips  which  one  ray  of  hope  and  comfort  was 
suflScient  to  kindle  into  smiles.  He  gazed , and  all  obstacles , all 
difflcnlties,  disappeared;  the  gulf  of  time  seemed  passed,  and  he 
felt  as  if  already  he  had  earned  and  won  his  reward. 

He  approached  her  yet  nearer;  one  kiss  on  those  lips,  one 
pressure  of  that  thrilling  hand , one  long,  last,  yearning  embrace 
of  that  shrinking  and  trembling  form  — and  then , as  the  door 
closed  upon  his  view,  he  felt  that  the  sunshine  of  nature  bad  passed 
away,  and  that  in  the  midst  of  the  laughing  and  peopled  earth , b e 
stood  in  darkness  and  alone. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

The  middle  cleiiee  ere  of  all  the  most  free  from  the  vleei  of 
conduct,  and  the  moat  degraded  bj  the  meanneiiei  of  character- 

LeUtTM  o/Stephen  Montagne. 

I RETURN  to  Clarence,  nor  shall  I make  any  excuse  for  por> 
trajiog,  though  in  a brief  and  single  sketch,  the  manners  of  his 
host  and  hostess.  Despite  the  imbecile  cant  of  the  day,  which 
affects  disdain  for  the  description  of  mankind  as  they  are,  which 
censures  the  delineation  of  society,  when  polished,  as  flippant, 
and  when  coarse,  as  revolting;  I shall  in  each,  according  to  the 
vicissitudes  of  my  story , follow  experience  in  the  pursuit  of  truth. 
The  manners  of  the  time,  the  characters  which,  fhim  peculiar  con- 
stitutions of  society,  derive  peculiarities  of  distinction,  become  the 
natural  though,  I confess,  not  the  noblest  province  of  the  novel- 
ist. The  noblest  sphere  of  his  art  is  to  add  to  exterior  circum- 
stances, which  vary  with  every  age,  a painting  of  that  internal 
world  which  in  every  age  is  the  same;  and  besides  describing  the 
fashion  and  the  vestment,  to  stamp  upon  his  portraits  something 
of  the  character  of  the  soul. 

We  then  left  Clarence  safely  deposited  in  his  little  lodgings. 
Whether  from  the  heat  of  his  apartment,  or  the  restlessness  a 
migration  of  beds  produces  In  certain  constitutions,  his  slumbers 
on  the  first  night  of  bis  arrival  were  disturbed  and  brief.  He  rose 
early  and  descended  to  the  drawing-room;  Hr.  de  Warens,  the 
nobly  appellatived  foot-boy,  was  laying  the  breakfast  cloth.  From 
three  painted  shelves  which  constituted  the  library  of  “Copperas 
Bower,”  as  its  owners  gracefully  called  their  habitation,  Clarence 
took  down  a book  very  prettily  bound;  it  was  “Poems  by  a No- 
bleman.” No  sooner  bad  he  read  two  pages  than  he  did  exactly 
what  the  reader  would  have  done , and  restored  the  volunte 
respectfully  to  its  place.  He  then  drew  bis  chair  towards  the  win- 
dow , and  wistfblly  eyed  sundry  ancient  nursery  maids,  who  were 
leading  their  Infant  charges  to  the  “fresh  fields,  and  pastures 
new,”  of  what  is  now  the  Regent's  Park. 

In  about  an  hour,  Mrs.  Copperas  descended,  and  mutual 
compliments  were  exchanged;  to  her  succeeded  Mr.  Copperas, 
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ifcho  was  well  scolded  for  his  laziness;  and  to  them,  Master  Adol- 
phus Copperas,  who  was  also  chidinglj  termed  a naughty  darling, 
for  the  same  offence.  Now  then  Mrs.  Copperas  prepared  the  tea, 
which  she  did  in  the  approved  method , adopted  by  all  ladies  to 
whom  economy  is  dearer  than  renown  — viz.  the  least  possible 
quantity  of  the  soi-disant  Chinese  plant  was  first  sprinkled  by 
the  least  possible  quantity  of  hot  water;  after  this  mixture  had 
become  as  black  and  as  bitter  as  it  could  possibly  be,  without  any 
adjunct  from  the  apothecary’s  skill , it  was  suddenly  drenched  with 
a copious  diffusion,  and  as  suddenly  poured  forth,  weak,  washy, 
and  abominable , into  four  cups , severally  appertaining  unto  the 
four  partakers  of  the  matutinal  nectar. 

Then  the  conversation  began  to  flow.  Mrs.  Copperas  was  a 
fine  lady,  and  a sentimentalist  — very  observant  of  the  little  nice- 
ties of  phrase  and  manner.  Mr.  Copperas  was  a stock-jobber,  and 
a wit,  loved  a good  bit  in  each  capacity,  was  very  round,  very 
short , and  very  much  like  a John  Dory,  and  saw  in  the  features 
and  mind  of  the  little  Copperas  the  exact  representative  of  himself. 

“Adolphus,  my  love,”  said  Mrs.  Copperas,  “mind  what  I 
told  you,  and  sit  upright.  — Mr.  Linden,  will  yon  allow  me  to 
cut  you  a 1 e e tl  e piece  of  this  roll  ? ” 

“Thank  you,”  said  Clarence,  “I  will  trouble  you  rather  for 
the  whole  of  it.” 

Conceive  Mrs.  Copperas’s  dismay!  from  that  moment  she  saw 
herself  eaten  out  of  house  and  home;  besides,  as  she  afterwards 
observed  to  her  friend  Miss  Barbara  York , “ the  vulgarity  of  such 
an  amazing  appetite ! ” 

“Any  commands  in  the  city,  Mr.  Linden?”  asked  the  hus- 
band : “a  roach  will  pass  by  our  door  in  a few  minutes  — must 
be  on  ’Change  in  half  an  hour.  Come , my  love , another  cop  of 
tea  — make  haste  — I have  scarcely  a moment  to  take  my  fare 
for  the  inside,  before  coacbee  takes  h i s for  the  outside.  Ha ! ha ! 
bal  Mr.  Linden.” 

“Lord,  Mr.  Copperas ,”  said  bis  helpmate,  “how can  you  be 
so  silly?  setting  such  an  example  to  your  son,  too  — nevermind 
him,  Adolphus,  my  love  — fie,  child,  a’n’t  you  ashamed  ot  your- 
self? — never  put  the  spoon  in  your  cup  till  you  have  done  tea: 
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I mast  really  send  you  to  school , to  leam  manners.  — We  have 
a very  pretty  little  collection  of  books  here,  Mr.  Linden,'  if  you 
would  like  to  read  an  hour  or  two  after  breakfast  — child , take 
your  bands  out  of  your  pockets  — all  the  best  English  classics , I 
believe — Telemacbus,  and  Young’s  Night  Thoughts,  and  Joseph 
Andrews,  and  The  Spectator,  and  Pope’s  Iliad,  and  Creech’s 
Lucretius ; but  you  will  look  over  them  yourself!  This  is  Liberty 
Hall,  as  well  as  Copperas  Bower,  Mr.  Linden!” 

“Well,  my  love,”  said  the  stock-jobber,  “I  believe  I must 
be  off.  Here , Tom  — Tom  — (Mr.  de  Warens  had  just  entered 
the  room  with  some  more  hot  water,  to  weaken  still  farther  “the 
poor  remains  of  what  was  once”  — the  tea ! } — Tom,  just  run  out 
and  stop  the  coach,  it  will  be  by  in  five  minutes.” 

“Have  not  1 prayed,  and  besought  you,  many  and  many  a 
time,  Mr.  Copperas ,”  said  the  lady,  rebukingly,  “not  to  call  De 
Warens  by  his  Christian  name?  Don’t  you  known,  that  all  people 
in  genteel  life , who  only  keep  one  servant , invariably  call  him  by 
bis  surname , as  if  be  were  the  butler,  you  know?  ” 

“Now,  that  is  too  good,  my  love,”  said  Copperas.  “Iwill 
call  poor  Tom  by  any  surname  you  please , but  I really  can’t  pass 
him  off  for  a butler!  Ha  — ha  — ha  — you  must  excuse  me  there, 
my  love!” 

“And  pray,  why  not,  Mr.  Copperas?  I have  known  many  a 
butler  bungle  more  at  a cork  than  he  does;  and  pray  tell  me,  who 
did  you  ever  see  wait  better  at  dinner?” 

“ He  wait  at  dinner,  my  love ! it  is  not  be  who  waits.” 

“Who  then,  Mr.  Copperas?” 

“ Why  we,  my  love  — it ’s  we  who  wait  for  dinner  — but  that ’s 
the  cook's  fault,  not  his.” 

“Pshaw,  Mr.  Copperas  — Adolphus,  my  love,  sit  upright, 
darling." 

Here  De  Warens  cried  from  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  — 
“Measter,  the  coach  be  coming  up.” 

“There  won’t  be  room  for  it  to  turn  then,”  said  the  facetious 
Mr.  Copperas,  looking  round  the  apartment,  as  if  he  took  the 
words  literally.  “What  coach  is  it,  boy?” 

Now  that  was  not  the  age  in  which  coaches  scoured  the  city, 
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every  half-hoar,  and  Mr.  Copperas  knew  ihe  name  of  the  coach, 
as  well  as  he  knew  his  own. 

“ It  be  the  Swallow  coach , Sir.” 

*‘Oh,  very  well:  then  since  I have  swallowed  in  the  roll,  I 
will  now  roll  in  the  Swallow  — ha  — ha  — ha  1 Good  by,  Mr. 
Linden.” 

No  sooner  bad  the  witty  stock-jobber  left  the  room , than  Mis. 
Copperas  seemed  to  expand  into  a new  existence.  “My  husband. 
Sir,”  said  she,  apologetically,  “is  so  odd,  but  be ’s  an  excellent 
sterling  character ; and  that,  you  know,  Mr.  Linden,  tells  more 
in  the  bosom  of  a family  than  all  the  shining  qualities  which  capti- 
vate the  imagination.  I am  sure,  Mr.  Linden,  that  the  moralist 
is  right  in  admonishing  us  to  prefer  the  gold  to  the  tinsel.  I have 
now  been  married  some  years,  and  every  year  seems  happier  than 
the  last;  but  then,  Mr.  Linden,  it  is  such  a pleasure  to  contem- 
plate the  growing  graces  of  the  sweet  pledge  of  our  mutual  love  — 
Adolphus,  my  dear,  keep  your  feet  still , and  take  your  hands  out 
of  your  pockets!” 

A short  pause  ensued. 

“We  see  a great  deal  of  company,”  said  Mrs.  Copperas,  pom- 
pously, “and  of  the  very  best  description.  Sometimes  we  are 
favoured  by  the  society  of  the  great  Mr.  Talbot,  a gentleman  of 
immense  fortune,  and  quite  the  courtier;  he  is,  it  is  true,  a little 
eccentric  in  bis  dress;  but  then  he  was  a celebrated  beau  in  his 
young  days.  He  is  our  next  neighbour;  you  can  see  his  bouse 
out  of  the  window,  just  across  the  garden  — there  I We  have  also, 
sometimes,  our  bumble  board  graced  by  a very  elegant  friend  of 
mine.  Miss  Barbara  York,  a lady  of  very  high  connexions,  her 
first  cousin  was  a lord  mayor  — Adolphus,  my  dear,  what  are  you 
about?  — Well,  Mr.  Linden,  you  will  6nd  your  retreat  quite 
undisturbed;  I must  go  about  the  household  affairs ; not  that  I do 
any  thing  more  than  superintend , you  know.  Sir;  but  I think  no 
lady  should  be  above  consulting  her  husband’s  interests  — that ’s 
what  1 call  true  old  English  conjugal  affection.  — Come , Adol- 
phus, my  dear.” 

And  Clarence  was  now  alone.  “I  fear,”  thought  he,  “that 
I shall  get  on  very  indifferently  with  these  people.  Taught  by 
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books,  not  experience , I fondly  imagined  that  there  were  very  few 
to  whom  I could  not  suit  myself;  but  I have  yet  to  learn  that  there 
are  certain  vulgarities  which  ask  long  familiarity  with  their  cause 
and  effect,  rightly  to  understand  and  patiently  to  endure.  The 
outward  coarseness  of  the  lowest  orders,  the  mental  meanness  of 
the  highest,  I can  readily  suppose  it  easy  to  forgive,  for  the  former 
does  not  offend  one’s  feelings,  nor  the  latter  one’s  habits ; but  this 
base,  pretending,  noisy,  scarlet  vulgarity  of  the  middle  ranks, 
which  has  all  the  rudeness  of  its  inferiors , with  all  the  arrogance 
and  heartlessness  of  its  betters — this  pounds  and  pence  patchwork, 
of  the  worst  and  most  tawdry  shreds  and  rags  of  manners,  is  alike 
sickening  to  one’s  love  of  human  nature  and  one’s  refinement  of 
taste.  But  it  will  not  do  for  me  to  be  misanthropical,  and  (as  Dr. 
Latinas  was  wont  to  say , ) the  great  merit  of  philosophy , when  it 
cannot  command  circumstances,  is  to  reconcile  us  to  them.** 


CHAPTER  XII. 


A retired  tteen  U one  of  the  moet  iutructire  ipeetaclet  in  the 
world. 


Stephen  Montague. 


It  was  quite  true  that  Mrs.  Copperas  saw  a great  deal  of  com- 
pany, for,  at  a certain  charge , upon  certain  days,  any  individual 
might  have  the  honour  of  sharing  her  family  repast;  and  many , of 
various  callings,  though  chiefly  in  commercial  life,  met  at  her 
inisceilaneons  board.  Clarence  must,  indeed,  have  been  difficult 
to  please,  or  obtuse  of  observation,  if,  in  the  variety  of  her  guests, 
he  bad  not  found  something  either  to  interest  or  amuse  him.  Hea- 
vens ! what  a motley  group  were  accustomed , twice  in  the  week, 
to  assemble  there ! the  little  dining  parlour  seemed  a human  oven ; 
and  it  must  be  owned  that  Clarence  was  no  slight  magnet  of  attrac- 
tion to  the  female  part  of  the  guests.  Mrs.  Copperas’s  bosom 
friend  in  especial , the  accomplished  Miss  Barbara  York,  darted 
the  most  tender  glances  on  the  handsome  young  stranger;  but 
whether  or  no  a nose  remarkably  prominent  endlong,  prevented 
the  glances  from  taking  full  effect,  it  is  certain  that  Clarence  sel- 
dom repaid  them  with  that  affectionate  ardour  which  Miss  Barbara 
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York  had  ventured  to  anticipate.  The  only  persons , indeed , for 
whom  he  felt  any  sympathetic  attraction , were  of  the  same  sex  as 
himself;  the  one  was  Mr.  Talbot,  the  old  gentleman  whom  Mrs. 
Copperas  had  described  as  the  perfect  courtier,  the  other,  a young 
artist  of  the  name  of  Warner.  Talbot,  to  Clarence’s  great  asto- 
nishment (for  Mrs.  Copperas’s  eulogy  had  prepared  him  for  some- 
thing eminently  displeasing),  was  a man  of  birth,  fortune,  and 
manners  peculiarly  graceful  and  attractive.  It  is  true , however, 
that,  despite  of  his  vicinity,  and  Mrs.  Copperas’s  argent  solicita- 
tions, he  very  seldom  honoured  her  with  his  company,  and  he 
always  cautiously  sent  over  his  servant  in  the  morning  to  inquire 
the  names  and  number  of  her  expected  guests : nor  was  he  ever 
known  to  share  the  plenteous  board  of  the  stock-jobber’s  lady 
whenever  any  other  partaker  of  its  dainties , save  Clarence  and  the 
young  artist,  were  present.  The  latter,  the  old  gentleman  really 
liked : and  as,  for  one  truly  well  born,  and  well  bred , there  is  no 
vulgarity  except  in  the  mind,  the  slender  means,  obscure  birth, 
and  struggling  profession  of  Warner  were  circumstances  which, 
as  they  increased  the  merit  of  a gentle  manner  and  a fine  mind, 
spoke  rather  in  his  favour  than  the  reverse.  As  for  Clarence , no 
sooner  had  Talbot  seen  him  than  he  expressed  the  highest  prepos- 
session in  his  conversation  and  appearance;  and,  indeed,  there 
was  in  Talbot’s  tastes  so  strong  a bias  to  aristocratic  externals,  that 
Clarence’s  air  alone  would  have  beeu  sufiicient  to  win  the  good 
graces  of  a man  who  had , perhaps,  more  than  any  courtier  of  his 
time,  cultivated  the  arts  of  manner,  and  the  secrets  of  address. 

‘‘You  will  call  upon  me  soon?”  said  he  to  Clarence,  when, 
after  dining  one  day  alone  with  the  Copperases  and  their  inmate, 
he  rose  to  return  home.  And  Clarence , delighted  with  the  urban- 
ity and  liveliness  of  his  new  acquaintance,  readily  promised  that 
be  would. 

Accordingly  the  next  day,  Clarence  called  upon  Mr.  Talbot. 
The  house , as  Mrs.  Copperas  bad  before  said , adjoined  her  own, 
and  was  only  separated  from  it  by  a garden.  It  was  a dull  mansion 
of  brick , which  had  disdained  the  frippery  of  paint  and  white- 
washing, and  bad  indeed  been  built  many  years  previous  to  the 
erection  of  the  modem  habitations  which  surrounded  it.  It  was, 
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tlicrcforc,  as  a conseqnence  of  this  priority  of  birth,  more  sombre 
than  the  rest , and  had  a peculiarly  forlorn  and  solitary  look.  As 
Clarence  approached  the  door,  he  was  struck  with  the  size  of  the 
house  — it  was  of  very  considerable  extent,  and  in  the  more  fa- 
vourable situations  of  London  would  have  passed  for  a very  de- 
sirable and  spacious  tenement.  An  old  man,  whose  accurate  pre- 
cision of  dress  bespoke  the  tastes  of  the  roaster,  opened  the  door, 
and  after  ushering  Clarence  through  two  long,  and  to  his  surprise, 
almost  splendidly  furnished  rooms,  led  him  into  a third,  where, 
seated  at  a small  writing-table,  he  found  Mr.  Talbot.  That  per- 
son, one  whom  Clarence  then  little  thought  would  hereafter  exercise 
no  small  influence  over  his  fate , was  of  a figure  and  countenance 
well  worthy  the  notice  of  a description. 

His  own  hair,  quite  white,  was  carefully  and  artificially  curled, 
and  gave  a Grecian  cast  to  features  whose  original  delicacy,  and 
exact,  though  small  proportions,  not  even  age  could  destroy.  His 
eyes  were  large,  black,  and  sparkled  with  a vivacity  which  would 
have  been  brilliant  even  in  the  youngest  orbs;  and  his  mouth, 
which  was  the  best  feature  he  possessed , developed  teeth , white 
and  even  as  rows  of  ivory.  Though  small  and  somewhat  too 
slender  in  the  proportions  of  his  figure,  nothing  could  exceed  the 
ease  and  the  grace  of  his  motions  and  air;  and  his  dress,  though 
singularly  rich  in  its  materials,  eccentric  in  its  fashion,  and,  from 
its  evident  study,  unseemly  to  his  years,  served  nevertheless  to 
render  rather  venerable  than  ridiculous  a mien  which  could  almost 
have  carried  off  any  absurdity,  and  which  the  fashion  of  the  garb 
peculiarly  became.  The  tout  ensemble  was  certainly  that  of  a 
man  who  was  still  vain  of  his  exterior,  and  conscious  of  its  effect ; 
and  it  was  as  certainly  impossible  to  converse  with  Mr.  Talbot  for 
five  minutes , without  merging  every  less  respectful  association  in 
the  magical  fascination  of  his  manner. 

“I  thank  you,  Mr.  Linden,"  said  Talbot,  rising,  “for  your 
accepting  so  readily  au  old  man’s  invitation.  If  I have  felt  pleasure 
in  discovering  that  we  were  to  be  neighbours , you  may  judge  what 
that  pleasure  is  to-day  at  finding  you  my  visitor." 

Clarence , who , to  do  him  justice , was  always  ready  at  return- 
in  g a fine  speech , replied  in  a similar  strain , and  the  conversation 
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flowed  OD  agreeably  eooagb.  There  was  more  than  a moderate  col- 
lectioQ  of  books  in  the  room , and  this  circumstance  led  Clarence 
to  allude  to  literary  subjects;  these  Mr.  Talbot  took  up  with  avidity, 
and  touched  with  a light  but  graceful  criticism  upon  many  of  the 
then  modern,  and  some  of  the  older,  writers.  He  seemed  de- 
lighted to  find  himself  understood  and  appreciated  by  Clarence, 
and  every  moment  of  Linden’s  visit  served  to  ripen  their  acquain- 
tance into  intimacy.  At  length  they  talked  upon  Copperas  Bower 
and  its  inmates. 

‘‘You  will  find  your  host  and  hostess,”  said  the  old  gentleman, 
“certainly  of  a different  order  from  the  persons  with  whom  it  is 
easy  to  see  you  have  associated;  but,  at  your  happy  age,  a year 
or  two  may  be  very  well  thrown  away  upon  observing  the  manners 
and  customs  of  those  whom,  in  later  life,  you  may  often  be  called 
upon  to  conciliate,  or  perhaps  to  control.  That  man  will  never  be 
a perfect  gentleman  who  lives  only  with  gentlemen.  To  be  a man 
of  the  world,  we  must  view  that  world  in  every  grade,  and  in  every 
perspective.  In  short,  the  most  practical  art  of  wisdom,  is  that 
which  extracts  from  things  the  very  quality  they  least  appear  to 
possess ; and  the  actor  in  the  world,  like  the  actor  on  the  stage, 
should  find  ‘ a basket  hiked  sword  very  convenient  to  carry  milk 
in.’*  As  for  me,  I have  survived  my  relations  and  friends.  I 
cannot  keep  late  hours , nor  adhere  to  the  unhealthy  customs  of 
good  society;  nor  do  I think  that,  to  a man  of  my  age  and  habits, 
any  remuneration  would  adequately  repay  the  sacrifice  of  health  or 
comfort.  lam,  therefore,  well  content  to  sink  into  a hermitage 
in  an  obscure  comer  of  this  great  town , and  only  occasionally  to 
revive  my  * past  remembrances  of  higher  state,’  by  admitting  a few 
old  acquaintances  to  drink  my  bachelor’s  tea,  and  talk  over  the 
news  of  the  day.  Hence,  yon  see,  Mr.  Linden,  1 pick  up  two  or 
three  novel  anecdotes  of  state  and  scandal,  and  maintain  roy  Im- 
portance at  Copperas  Bower,  by  retailing  them  second  hand.  Now 
that  you  are  one  of  the  inmates  of  that  abode,  I shall  be  more  fre- 
quently its  guest.  By-the-by,  I will  let  you  into  a secret:  know 
that  I am  somewhat  a lover  of  the  marvellous,  and  like  to  indulge 
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a little  embellishing  exaggeration  in  anj  place  where  there  is  no 
chance  of  finding  me  oat.  Mind , therefore,  my  dear  Mr.  Linden, 
that  yon  take  no  ingenerous  adfantage  of  this  confession;  bat  snfi'er 
me,  now  and  then,  to  tell  my  stories  my  own  way,  even  when  you 
think  truth  would  require  me  to  tell  them  in  another." 

"Certainly,"  said  Clarence,  laughing;  "let  us  make  an 
agreement : yon  shall  tell  your  stories  as  you  please , if  you  will 
grant  me  the  same  liberty  in  paying  my  compliments;  and  if  I 
laugh  aloud  at  the  stories,  yon  shall  promise  me  not  to  laugh  aloud 
at  the  compliments." 

"It  is  a bond,”  said  Talbot;  "and  a Tery  fit  exchange  of  service 
it  is.  It  will  be  a problem  in  human  nature  to  see  who  has  the  best 
of  it:  you  shall  pay  your  court  by  flattering  the  people  present,  and 
I mine,  by  abasing  those  absent.  Now,  in  spite  of  your  youth 
and  curling  locks,  I will  wager  that  I succeed  the  best;  for  in 
vanity  there  is  so  great  a mixture  of  envy  that  no  compliment  is  like 
a judicious  abuse  — to  enchant  your  acquaintance , ridicule  his 
friends." 

"Ah,  Sir,"  said  Clarence,  "this  opinion  of  yours  is,  I trust, 
a little  in  the  French  school,  where  brilliancy  is  more  studied  than 
truth , and  where  an  ill  opinion  of  our  species  always  has  the  merit 
of  passing  for  profound." 

Talbot  smiled,  and  shook  his  head.  "My  dear  young  friend," 
said  he,  "it  is  quite  right  that  you,  who  are  coming  into  the  world, 
should  think  well  of  it;  and  it  is  also  quite  right  that  I,  who  am 
going  out  of  it,  should  console  myself  by  trying  to  despise  iU 
However , let  me  tell  you , my  young  friend , that  he  whose  opinion 
of  mankind  is  not  too  elevated  will  always  be  the  most  benevolent, 
because  the  most  indulgent , to  those  errors  incidental  to  human 
imperfection:  to  place  our  nature  in  too  flattering  a view  is  only  to 
court  disappointment,  and  end  in  misanthropy.  The  man  who 
sets  out  vrith  expecting  to  find  ali  his  fellow  creatures  heroes  of  vir- 
tue, will  conclude  by  condemning  them  as  monsters  of  vice;  and, 
on  the  contrary,  the  least  exacting  jndge  of  actions  will  be  the  most 
lenient.  If  God,  in  bis  own  perfection,  did  not  see  so  many  frailties 
in  us , think  you  he  would  be  so  gracious  to  our  virtues  ?" 
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“And  yet,”  said  Clarence,  “wc  remark  every  day  examples 
of  the  highest  excellence.” 

“Yes,”  replied  Talbot,  “of  the  highest,  but  not  of  the 
most  constant,  excellence.  He  knows  very  little  of  the  human 
heart  who  imagines  we  cannot  do  a good  action;  but,  alas!  he 
knows  still  less  of  it  who  supposes  we  can  be  always  doing  good 
actions.  In  exactly  the  same  ratio  we  see  every  day  the  greatest 
crimes  are  committed ; but  we  find  no  wretch  so  depraved  as  to 
be  always  committing  crimes.  Man  cannot  be  perfect  even  in 
guilt.” 

In  this  manner  Talbot  and  his  young  visitor  conversed,  till 
Clarence,  after  a stay  of  unwarrantable  length,  rose  to  depart. 

“Well,”  said  Talbot,  “if  we  now  rightly  understand  each 
other,  we  shall  be  the  best  friends  in  the  world.  As  we  shall  ex- 
pect great  things  from  each  other  sometimes,  we  will  have  no 
scruple  in  exacting  a heroic  sacrifice  every  now  and  then:  par 
exemple  — I will  ask  you  to  punish  yonrself  by  an  occasional 
t6te-k-t£te  with  an  ancient  gentleman;  and,  as  we  can  also, 
by  the  same  reasoning,  pardon  great  faults  in  each  other,  if  they 
are  not  often  committed , so  I will  forgive  you,  with  all  my  heart, 
whenever  you  refuse  my  invitations , if  you  do  not  refuse  them 
often.  And  now  farewell  till  we  meet  again.” 

It  seemed  singular,  and,  almost  unnatural , to  Linden,  that 
a man  like  Talbot,  of  birth,  fortune,  and  great  fastidiousness  of 
taste  and  temper,  should  have  formed  any  sort  of  acquaintance, 
however  slight  and  distant,  with  the  facetious  stock-jobber  and 
his  wife ; but  the  fact  is  easily  explained  by  a reference  to  that  va- 
nity which  we  shall  see  hereafter  made  the  ruling  passion  of  Tal- 
bot’s nature.  This  vanity,  which  branching  forth  into  a thousand 
eccentricities,  displayed  itself  in  the  singularity  of  his  dress,  the 
studied  yet  graceful  warmth  of  his  manner,  his  attention  to  the 
minntisBoflife,  bis  desire,  craving  and  insatiate , to  receive  from 
everyone,  however  insignificant,  bis  obolum  of  admiration;  — 
this  vanity,  once  flattered  by  the  obsequious  homage  it  met  from 
the  wonder  and  reverence  of  the  Copperases , reconciled  his  taste 
to  the  disgust  it  so  frequently  and  necessarily  conceived ; and, 
having  in  great  measure  resigned  his  former  acquaintance,  and 
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wholly  outlived  his  friends , he  sought  even  in  petty  and  polluted 
channels  that  vent  for  the  desire  of  creating  effect  which  was  cut  off 
from  any  more  brilliant  and  enlarged  egress. 

There  Is  no  dilemna  in  which  Vanity  cannot  find  an  expedient 
to  develope  its  form  — no  stream  of  circumstances  in  which  its 
buoyant  and  light  nature  will  not  rise  to  float  upon  the  surface. 
And  its  ingenuity  is  as  fertile  as  that  of  the  player  who  ( his  ward- 
robe allowing  him  no  other  method  of  playing  the  fop)  could  still 
exhibit  the  prevalent  passion  for  distinction  by  wearing  stockings 
of  different  colours. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

Who  dare* 

Interpret  then  life  for  me,  aa  *t  were 
One  of  the  nndUtingulihable  manvt 

Coleridge’s  WaUttuttin. 

Tiii;  first  time  Qarence  had  observed  the  young  artist,  he  had 
taken  a deep  interest  in  his  appearance.  Pale,  thin,  undersized, 
and  slightly  deformed,  the  sanctifying  mind  still  shed  over  the 
humble  frame  a spell  more  powerful  than  beauty.  Absent  in 
manner,  melancholy  in  air,  and  never  conversing  except  upon 
subjects  upon  which  his  imagination  was  excited , there  was  yet  a 
gentleness  about  him  which  could  not  fail  to  conciliate  and  pre- 
possess; nor  did  Clarence  omit  any  opportunity  to  soften  his  re- 
serve, and  wind  himself  into  his  more  intimate  acquaintance. 
Warner,  the  only  support  of  an  aged  and  infirm  grandmother  (who 
had  survived  her  immediate  children),  was  distantly  related  to 
Mrs.  Copperas:  and  that  lady,  kind,  though  selfish,  extended 
to  him,  with  ostentations  benevolence,  her  favour  and  support. 
It  is  true,  that  she  did  not  impoverish  the  young  Adolphus  to  enrich 
her  kinsman , but  she  allowed  him  a seat  at  her  hospitable  board, 
whenever  it  was  nof  otherwise  filled ; and  all  that  she  demanded  in 
return  was  a picture  of  herself,  another  of  Mr.  Copperas,  a third 
of  Master  Adolphus , a fourth  of  the  black  cat , and  from  time  to 
time  sundry  other  lesser  productions  of  bis  genius,  of  which, 
through  the  agency  of  Mr.  Brown , she  secretly  disposed  at  a price 
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that  safficientlf  renmnerated  her  for  whatever  havoc  the  slender 
appetite  of  the  young  painter  was  able  to  effect. 

By  this  arrangement,  Clarence  had  many  opportiuities  of 
gaining  that  intimacy  wi^  Warner  which  had  become  to  him  an 
object;  and  though  the  painter,  naturally  diffident  and  shy,  was 
at  first  averse  to , and  even  awed  by,  the  ease,  boldness,  fluent 
speech  and  confident  address  of  a man  much  younger  than  himself, 
yet  at  last  he  could  not  resist  the  being  decoyed  into  familiarity ; 
and  the  youthful  pair  gradually  advanced  from  companionship  into 
friendship.  There  was  a striking,  and  perhaps  a fine,  contrast 
between  the  two:  Clarence  was  bold,  frank,  thoughtful,  but 
thoughtful  on  objects  of  the  world  — not  imaginative  creations. 
Warner  was  timid,  close,  and  abstractedly  wrapped  in  ideal 
mnsings.  Clarence , despite  his  great  personal  advantages , was 
the  most  simple  and  unaffected  of  human  beings ; the  very  defects 
of  Warner  on  the  score  of  person , produced  an  anxiety  and  unea- 
siness as  to  their  effect,  which  gave  a tinge  of  coxcombry  to  bis 
reserve.  Both  had  great  natural , and , for  their  age , uncom- 
monly cultivated , talents;  but  those  of  Clarence  were  of  a sturdy 
and  healthful  kind,  weU  fitted  to  buffet  with  this  rude  world  — 
those  of  the  poor  artist  sickly  and  premature  planto,  which  were 
ill  suited  to  the  atmosphere  in  which  they  were  placed ; the  abilities 
of  Clarence  were  chiefly  such  as  find  their  best  sphere  in  action ; 
those  of  Warner,  perfectly  useless  in  such  fields  of  living  encoun- 
ter, were  at  once  the  offspring  and  the  denixens  of  imagination.  In 
a word,  if  we  can  suppose  their  powers  to  be  equal  in  degree,  there 
was  this  advantage  on  the  side  of  Garence , all  of  his  were  exactly 
of  an  order  that  could  be  brought  to  bear  in  the  world,  and  all  those 
of  Warner  were  not  only  precisely  unfitted  for  the  world  themselves, 
but  especially  calculated  to  unfit  their  possessor. 

But  the  trait  between  Uiem , at  once  the  most  in  common , and 
the  most  differing,  was  ambition.  The  ambition  of  Clarence  was 
that  of  circumstances  rather  than  character;  the  certainty  of  having 
to  carve  out  his  own  fortunes  without  sympathy  or  aid,  joined  to 
those  whispers  of  indignant  pride  which  naturally  urged  him,  if 
disovmed  by  those  who  should  have  protected  him , to  allow  no 
breath  of  shame  to  justify  the  reproach;  these  gave  an  irresistible 
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desire  of  distincUon  to  a mind  natarallj  too  gay  for  the  devoted* 
ness,  too  sasceptible  for  the  pangs,  and  too  benevolent  for  the 
selfishness,  of  ordinary  ambition.  But  the  very  essence  and  spirit 
of  Warner’s  nature  was  the  burning  and  feverish  desire  of  fame; 
it  poured  through  bis  veins  like  Uva;  it  preyed  even  as  a worm 
upon  bis  cheek;  it  corroded  his  natural  sleep;  it  blackened  the  co- 
lour of  bis  thoughts;  it  shut  out,  as  with  an  impenetrable  waD, 
the  wholesome  energies  and  enjoyments  and  objects  of  living  men ; 
and , taking  from  him  all  the  vividness  of  the  present,  ail  the  ten- 
derness of  the  past , constrained  his  heart  to  dwell  for  ever  and  for 
ever  upon  the  dim  and  shadowy  chimeras  of  a future  he  was  fated 
never  to  enjoy. 

But  these  differences  of  character,  so  far  from  disturbing,  ra- 
ther cemented  their  friendship ; and  while  Warner  ( notwiUistand- 
ing  his  advantage  of  age)  paid  involuntary  deference  to  the  stronger 
character  of  Clarence,  he,  in  bis  turn,  derived  that  species  of 
pleasure  by  which  be  was  most  gratified , from  Uie  affectionate  and 
nnenvious  interest  Clarence  took  in  his  speculations  of  future  dis- 
tinction, and  the  nnwearing  admiration  with  which  he  would  sit 
by  his  side,  and  watch  the  colours  start  from  the  canvas,  beneath 
the  real,  though  uncultured,  genius  of  the  youthful  painter. 
Hitherto , Warner  had  bounded  his  attempts  to  some  of  the  lesser 
efforts  of  the  art;  he  had  now  yielded  to  the  urgent  enthusiasm  of 
his  nature,  and  conceived  the  plan  of  an  historical  picture.  Oh  i 
what  sleepless  nights , what  struggles  of  the  teeming  fancy  with 
the  dense  brain,  what  labours  of  the  untiring  thought,  wearing 
and  intense  as  disease  itself,  did  it  cost  the  ambitious  artist  to 
work  out  in  the  stillness  of  bis  soul,  and  from  its  confused  and 
confliaing  images,  the  design  of  this  long  meditated  and  idolized 
performance.  But  when  it  was  designed;  when  shape  upon 
shape  grew  and  swelled,  and  glowed  from  the  darkness  of  previous 
thought  upon  the  painter’s  mind;  when,  shotting  his  eyes  in  the 
very  credulity  of  delight,  the  whole  work  arose  before  him , glossy 
with  its  fresh  hoes,  bright,  completed,  faultless,  arrayed,  as  it 
were,  and  decked  out  for  immortality  — oh ! then  what  a full  and 
gashing  moment  of  rapture  broke  like  a released  stream  upon  bis 
soul  I What  a recompense  for  wasted  years,  health,  and  hope! 
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\Vhal  a coronal  to  the  visions  and  transports  of  Genius;  brief,  it 
is  true , but  how  steeped  in  the  very  halo  of  a light  that  might  well 
he  deemed  the  glory  of  heaven ! 

But  the  vision  fades,  the  gorgeous  shapes  sweep  on  into 
darkness , and , waking  from  his  reverie , the  artist  sees  before 
liim  only  the  dull  walls  ot  his  narrow  chamber:  the  canvas 
stretched  a blank  upon  its  frame;  the  works,  maimed,  crude, 
unfinished,  of  an  inexperienced  hand,  lying  idly  around;  and 
feels  himself  — himself,  but  one  moment  before  the  creator 
of  a world  of  wonders , the  master  spirit  of  shapes  glorious  and 
majestical  beyond  the  shapes  of  men  — dashed  down  flrom  bis 
momentary  height,  and  despoiled  both  of  his  sorcery  and  his 
throne. 

It  was  just  in  such  a moment  that  Warner,  starting  up,  saw 
Linden  (who  had  silently  entered  bis  room ,)  standing  motionless 
before  him. 

**Oh!  Linden,"  said  the  artist,  *‘I  have  had  so  superb  a 
dream  — a dream  which , though  I have  before  snatched  some 
such  vision  by  fits  and  glimpses,  I never  beheld  so  realized,  so 
perfect  as  now;  and  — but  you  shall  see,  you  shall  judge  for 
yourself;  1 will  sketch  out  the  design  for  you;’’  and  with  a piece 
of  chalk , and  a rapid  hand , Warner  conveyed  to  Linden  the 
outline  of  his  conception.  His  young  friend  was  eager  in  his 
praise  and  his  predictions  uf  renown , and  Warner  listened  to  him 
with  a fondness , which  spread  over  his  pale  cheek  a richer  flush 
than  lover  ever  caught  from  the  whispers  of  bis  beloved. 

“Yes,"  said  he,  as  he  rose,  and  his  sunken  and  small  eye 
flashed  out  with  a feverish  brightness,  “yes,  if  my  hand  does 
not  fail  my  thought,  it  shall  rival  even  — ’’  Here  the  young  painter 
stopped  short,  abashed  at  that  indiscretion  of  enthusiasm  about 
to  utter  to  another  the  hoarded  vanities  hitherto  locked  in  his  heart 
of  hearts  as  a sealed  secret,  almost  from  himself. 

“But  come,’’  said  Clarence,  affectionately,  “your  hand  is 
feverish  and  dry,  and  of  late  you  have  seemed  more  languid  than 
you  were  wont  — come,  Warner,  you  want  exercise:  it  is  a 
bcautifol  evening,  and  you  shall  explain  your  picture  still  farther 
to  me  as  we  walk." 
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Aceaitomed  to  yield  to  Clareoce,  Warner  mechanically  and 
abstractedly  obeyed ; they  walked  out  into  the  open  streets. 

**Look  around  us/’  said  Warner,  pausing,  “look  among 
this  toiling,  and  busy,  and  sordid  mass  of  beings,  who  claim 
with  os  the  fellowship  of  clay.  The  poor  labonr,  the  rich  feast; 
the  only  distinction  between  them  is  that  of  the  insect  and  the 
brute;  like  them  they  fulfil  the  same  end,  and  share  the  same 
oblivion;  they  die,  a new  race  springs  np,  and  the  very  grass 
upon  their  graves  fades  not  so  soon  as  their  memory.  Who , that 
was  conscious  of  a higher  nature,  would  not  pine  and  fret  himself 
away  to  be  confounded  with  these?  Who  would  not  burn , and 
sicken,  and  parch,  with  a delirious  longing  to  divorce  himself 
from  so  vile  a herd?  What  have  their  petty  pleasures , and  their 
mean  aims  to  atone  for  the  abasement  of  grinding  down  our  spirits 
to  their  level?  Is  not  the  distinction  from  their  blended  and 
common  name  a sufficient  recompense  for  ail  that  ambition  suffers 
or  foregoes?  Ob,  for  one  brief  hour  (I  ask  no  more)  of  living 
honour,  one  feeling  of  conscious , unfearing  certainty,  that  Fame 
has  conquered  Death;  and  then  for  this  humble  and  impotent  clay, 
this  drag  on  the  spirit  which  it  does  not  assist  but  fetter,  this 
wretched  machine  of  pains  and  aches,  and  feverish  throbbings, 
and  vexed  inquietudes,  why,  let  the  worms  consume  it , and  the 
grave  hide  — for  Fame  there  is  n o grave ! ” 

At  that  moment  one  of  those  unfortunate  women , who  earn 
their  polluted  sustenance  by  becoming  the  hypocrites  of  passion, 
passed,  and  judging  by  the  youth  of  the  friends  of  their  proneness 
to  temptation , accosted  them. 

“Miserable  wretchl”  said  Warner,  loathingly,  as  he  pushed 
her  aside;  but  Clarence,  with  a kindlier  feeling,  noticed  that  her 
haggard  cheek  was  wet  with  tears,  and  that  her  frame,  weak  and 
trembling,  could  scarcely  support  itself;  he,  therefore,  with  that 
promptitude  of  charity  which  gives  ere  it  discriminates,  put  some 
pecuniary  assistance  in  her  hand , and  joined  his  comrade. 

“You  would  not  have  spoken  so  tauntingly  to  the  poor  girl  bad 
you  remarked  her  distress,”  said  Clarence. 

“And  why,”  said  Warner,  mournfully,  “why  be  so  cruel  as 
to  prolong,  even  for  a few  hours , an  existence  which  mercy  would 
Th*  Disowned.  0 
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ooly  seek  to  bring  nearer  to  the  tomb?  That  unfortunate  is  but 
one  of  the  herd , one  of  the  tlctims  to  pleasures  which  debase  by 
their  progress,  and  ruin  by  their  end.  Yet  perhaps  she  is  not 
worse  than  the  usual  followers  of  lore ; — of  love  — that  passion 
the  most  worshipped,  yet  the  leSst  divine, — selbsh  and  exacting,  — 
drawing  its  aliment  from  destruction,  and  its  very  nature  from 
tears.” 

“Nay,”  said  Clarence,  “you  confound  the  two  loves,  the 
Eros  and  the  Anteros , gods  tvhom  my  good  tutor  was  wont  so 
sedulously  to  distinguish : yon  surely  do  not  inveigh  thus  against 
all  love?” 

“I  cry  you  mercy,”  said  Warner,  with  something  of  sarcasm 
in  his  pensiveness  of  tone.  “We  must  not  dispute,  so  I will 
bold  my  peace;  but  make  love  all  you  will,  what  are  the  false 
smiles  of  a lip  which  a few  years  can  blight  as  an  autumn  leaf? 
what  the  homage  of  a heart  as  feeble  and  mortal  as  your  own? 
Wby , I with  a few  strokes  of  a little  hair,  and  an  idle  mixture  of 
worthless  colours,  will  create  a beauty  in  whose  mouth  there  shall 
be  no  hollowness  — In  whose  lip  there  shall  be  no  fhding  — there 
in  your  admiration  you  shall  have  no  need  of  flattery,  and  no  fear 
of  falsehood ; you  shall  not  be  stung  with  jealousy , nor  maddened 
with  treachery;  nor  watch  with  a breaking  heart  Over  waning 
bloom,  and  departing  health,  till  the  grave  open,  and  your 
perishable  paradise  is  not.  No  — the  mimic  work  is  mightier 
than  the  original,  for  it  ontfasts  It;  your  love  cannot  wither  it, 
or  your  desertion  destroy  — your  very  death , as  the  being  who 
called  it  into  life,  only  stamps  it  with  a holier  value.” 

“And  so  then,”  said  Clarence,  **you  would  seriously  relin- 
quish, for  the  mute  copy  of  the  mere  features,  those  affections 
which  no  painting  can  express?” 

“Ay,”  said  the  painter,  with  an  energy  unusual  to  his  quiet 
manner,  and  slightly  wandering  in  his  answer  from  Clarence’s 
remark , “Ay,  one  serves  not  two  mistresses  — mine  is  the  glory 
of  my  art.  Oh!  what  are  the  cold  shapes  of  this  tame  earth, 
where  the  footsteps  of  the  gods  have  vanished , and  left  no  traee, 
the  blemished  forms,  the  debased  brows,  and  the  jarring  features, 
to  the  glorious  and  gorgeous  images  which  I can  conjure  up  at  my 
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win?  Away  with  homao  beauties,  to  him  whose  nights  are 
haunted  with  the  forms  of  angels  and  wanderers  from  the  stars, 
the  spirits  of  all  things  lovely  and  exalted  in  the  universe:  — the 
universe  as  it  was  — when  to  fountain,  and  stream,  and  hill, 
and  to  every  tree  which  the  summer  clothed,  was  allotted  the 
vigil  of  a Nymph!  — when  through  glade , and  by  water-fall , at 
glossy  noon-tide , or  under  the  silver  stars , the  forms  of  Godhead 
and  Spirit  were  seen  to  walk;  when  the  sculptor  modelled  his 
mighty  work  from  the  beauty  and  strength  of  Heaven,  and  the 
poet  lay  in  the  shade  to  dream  of  the  Naiad  and  the  Faun,  and 
the  Olympian  dwellers  whom  he  waked  in  rapture  to  behold;  and 
the  painter,  not  as  now,  shaping  from  shadow  and  in  solitude  the 
dim  glories  of  his  art , caught  at  once  bis  inspiration  from  the  glow 
of  earth  and  its  living  wanderers,  and,  lo,  the  canvas  breathed ! 
Oh!  what  are  the  dull  realities  and  the  abortive  offspring  of  this 
altered  and  bumbled  world  — the  world  of  meaner  and  dwarf- 
ish men  — to  him  whose  realms  are  peopled  with  visions  like 
these?” 

And  the  artist,  whose  ardour,  long  excited,  and  pent  within, 
bad  at  last  thus  audibly,  and  to  Clarence’s  astonishment,  burst 
forth,  paused,  as  if  tore(^l  himself  from  his  wandering  enthusiasm. 
Such  moments  of  excitement  were,  indeed,  rare  with  him,  except 
when  utterly  alone,  and  even  then,  were  almost  invariably  followed 
by  that  depression  of  spirit  by  which  all  overwrought  susceptibility 
is  succeeded.  A change  came  over  his  face,  like  that  of  a cloud, 
when  the  sun-beam,  which  gilded,  leaves  it,  and,  with  a slight 
sigh,  and  a subdued  tone , be  resumed: 

“ So , my  friend , you  see  what  our  art  can  do  even  for  the 
humblest  professor,  when  1,  a poor,  friendless,  patronicss  artist, 
can  thus  indulge  myself  by  forgetting  the  present.  But  I have 
not  yet  explained  to  yon  the  attitude  of  my  principal  figure;"  and 
TVamer  proceeded  once  more  to  detail  the  particulars  of  his 
intended  picture.  It  must  be  confessed  that  be  had  chosen  a fine, 
though  an  arduous , subject:  it  was  the  Trial  of  Charles  the  First ; 
and  as  the  painter,  with  the  enthusiasm  of  his  profession  and  the 
eloquence  peculiar  to  himself,  dwelt  upon  the  various  expressions 
of  the  various  forms  which  that  extraordinary  judgment  court 
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afforded,  no  wonder  that  Clarence  forgot,  with  the  artist  himself, 
the  disadvantages  Warner  had  to  encounter,  in  the  inexperience  of 
an  unregulated  taste , and  an  imperfect  professional  education. 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

All  manners  take  a tinctnre  from  onr  own. 

Or  come  discoloured  through  our  passions  shown. 

Pope. 

Whatl  give  up  liberty,  and,  as  the  Gazetteer  says,  lie  down 
to  be  saddled  with  wooden  shoes! 

Vicar  of  Wakefield. 

There  was  something  in  the  melancholy  and  reflective 
character  of  Warner  resembling  that  of  Mordannt;  had  they  lived 
in  these  days,  perhaps  both  the  artist  and  the  philosopher  had 
been  poets.  But  (with  regard  to  the  latter)  at  that  time  poetry 
was  not  the  customary  vent  for  deep  thought,  or  passionate  feeling. 
Gray,  it  is  true,  though  unjustly  condemned  as  artificial  and 
meretricious  in  his  style,  had  infused  into  the  scanty  works  which 
he  has  bequeathed  to  immortality  a pathos  and  a richness  foreign 
to  the  literature  of  the  age ; and,  subsequently,  Goldsmith,  in  the 
affecting,  yet  somewhat  enervate  simplicity  of  his  verse,  had 
obtained  for  Poesy  a brief  respite  from  a school  at  once  declamatory 
and  powerless , and  led  her  forth  for  a “Sunshine  Holiday,”  into 
the  village  green,  and  under  the  hawthorn  shade.  But,  though 
the  softer  and  meeker  feelings  had  struggled  into  a partial  and 
occasional  vent,  those  which  partooK  more  of  passion  and  of 
thought,  the  deep,  the  wild,  the  fervid,  were  still  without  “the 
music  of  a voice.”  For  the  after  century  it  was  reserved  to  restore 
what  we  may  be  permitted  to  call  the  spirit  of  our  national  litera- 
ture ; to  forsake  the  clinquant  of  the  French  mimickers  of  classic 
gold;  to  exchange  a thrice  adulterated  Hippocrene  for  the  pure 
well  of  Shakspeare  and  of  nature;  to  clothe  philosophy  in  the 
gorgeous  and  solemn  majesty  of  appropriate  music;  and  to  invest 
passion  with  a language  as  burning  as  its  thought,  and  rapid  as 
its  impulse.  At  that  time  reflection  found  its  natural  channel 
in  metaphysical  inquiry,  or  pelitical  speculation;  both  valuable. 
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perhaps,  bat  neither  profound.  It  was  a bold,  and  a free,  and 
a curious , age , but  not  one  in  which  thought  ran  over  its  set  and 
stationary  banks , and  watered  even  the  common  flowers  of  verse : 
not  one  in  which  Lucretius  could  have  embodied  the  dreams  of 
Epicurus;  Shakspeare  lavished  the  mines  of  a superhuman  wisdom 
upon  bis  fairy  palaces  and  enchanted  isles;  or  the  BeauliGer'*  of 
this  common  earth  have  called  forth  — • 

The  motion  of  the  ipirit  that  impels 

All  thinking  things,  all  objects  of  all  thooght; 

or  Disappointment  and  Satiety  have  hallowed  their  human  griefs 
by  a pathos  wrought  from  whatever  is  magnificent,  and  grand, 
and  lovely  in  the  unknown  universe ; or  the  speculations  of  a great, 
but  visionary,**  mind  have  raised,  upon  subtlety  and  doubt, 
a vast  and  irregular  pile  of  verse,  full  of  dim-lighted  cells,  and 
winding  galleries , in  which  what  treasures  lie  concealed ! That 
was  an  age  in  which  poetry  took  one  path,  and  contemplation 
another;  those  who  were  addicted  to  the  latter  pursued  it  in  its 
orthodox  roads;  and  many,  whom  Nature,  perhaps,  intended 
for  poets,  the  wizard  Custom  converted  into  speculators  or  critics. 

It  was  this  which  gave  to  Algernon’s  studies  their  peculiar  hue; 
while,  on  the  other  band,  the  taste  for  the  fine  arts  which  then 
universally,  and  rather  cantingly,  prevailed,  directed  to  the 
creations  of  painting,  rather  than  those  of  poetry,  more  really 
congenial  to  his  powers , the  intense  imagination  and  passion  for 
glory  which  marked  and  pervaded  the  character  of  the  artist. 

But  as  we  have  seen  that  that  passion  for  glory  mode  the  great 
characteristic  difference  between  Clarence  and  Warner,  so  also 
did  that  passion  terminate  any  resemblance  which  Warner  bore  to 
Algernon  Mordaunt.  With  the  former,  a rank  and  unwholesome 
plant,  it  grew  up  to  the  exclusion  of  all  else:  with  the  latter, 
subdued  and  regulated,  it  sheltered,  not  withered,  the 
virtues  by  which  it  was  surrounded.  With  Warner,  ambition 
was  a passionate  desire  to  separate  himself  by  fame,  from  the 
herd  of  other  men;  with  Mordaunt,  to  bind  himself  by  charity 
yet  closer  to  his  kind : with  the  one  it  produced  a disgust  to  his 
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species;  with  the  other,  a pity  and  a love:  with  the  one,  power 
was  the  badge  of  disUnction;  with  the  other,  the  means  to  bless  I 
Contented  with  this  brief,  but  perhaps  sufficient,  discrimination  of 
characters  never  cast  into  collision , proceed  we  in  our  story. 

It  was  now  the  custom  of  Warner  to  spend  the  whole  day  at  his 
work,  and  wander  out  with  Clarence,  when  the  evening  darkened, 
to  snatch  a brief  respite  of  exercise  and  air.  Often , along  the 
lighted  and  populous  streets,  would  the  two  young  and  unfriended 
competitors  for  this  world’s  high  places,  roam  with  the  various 
crowd,  moralizing  as  they  went,  or  holding  dim  conjecture  upon 
their  destinies  to  be.  And  often  would  they  linger  beneath  the 
portico  of  some  house  where,  “haunted  with  great  resort,” 
Pleasure  and  Pomp  held  their  nightly  revels,  to  listen  to  the  music 
that , through  the  open  windows , stole  over  the  rare  exotics  with 
which  wealth  mimics  the  southern  scents , and  floated,  mellowing 
by  distance,  along  the  unworthy  streets;  and  while  they  stood 
together,  silent,  and  each  feeding  upon  separate  thoughts,  the 
artist’s  pale  lip  would  curl  with  scorn , as  he  heard  the  laugh  and 
the  sounds  of  a frivolous  and  hollow  mirth  ring  from  the  crowd 
within , and  startle  the  air  from  the  silver  spell  which  music  had 
laid  upon  it.  ** These,”  would  he  say  to  Clarence,  “these  are 
the  dopes  of  the  same  fever  as  ourselves:  like  us,  they  strive, 
and  toil , and  vex  their  little  lives  for  a distinction  from  their  race. 
Ambition  comes  to  them,  as  to  all;  but  they  throw  for  a different 
prize  than  we  do;  theirs  is  the  honour  of  a day,  ours  is  immor- 
tality; yet  they  take  the  same  labour,  and  are  consumed  by  the 
same  care.  And,  fools  that  they  are,  with  their  gilded  names 
and  their  gaudy  trappings , they  would  shrink  in  disdain  from  that 
comparison  wi A os  which  we , with  a juster  fastidiousness,  blush 
at  this  moment  to  acknowledge.” 

From  these  scenes  they  would  rove  on , and , both  delighting 
in  contrast,  pause  next  in  a squalid  and  obscure  quarter  of  the 
city.  There,  one  night,  quiet  observers  of  their  kind,  they 
paused  beside  a group  congregated  together  by  some  common 
cause  of  obscene  merriment  or  unholy  fellowship  — a group  on 
which  low  vice  had  set  her  sordid  and  hideous  stamp  — to  gaze  and 
draw  strange  humours  or  a motley  moral  from  that  depth  and 
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ferment  of  human  nature , into  whose  sink  the  thousand  streams 
of  civilisation  had  poured  their  dregs  and  offal. 

“You  survey  these,”  said  the  painter,  marking  eaeh  with  the 
curious  eye  of  bis  profession:  “they  are  a base  horde,  it  is  true; 
but  they  have  their  thirst  of  fame , their  aspirations  even  in  the 
abyss  of  crime , or  the  loathsomeness  of  famished  want.  Down  in 
yon  cellar,  where  a farthing  rushlight  glimmers  upon  haggard 
cheeks,  distorted  with  the  idiotcy  of  drink — there,  in  that  foul 
attic , from  whose  casement  yon  see  the  beggar’s  rags  bang  to  dry, 
or  rather  to  crumble  in  the  reeking  and  filthy  air  — farther  on, 
within  those  walls  which,  black  and  heavy  as  the  hearts  they  bide, 
close  our  miserable  prospect,  — there,  even  there,  in  the  mil- 
dewed dungeon,  in  the  felon’s  cell,  on  the  scaffold’s  self — Am- 
bition hu^  her  hope,  or  scowls  upon  her  despair.  Yes!  the  in- 
mates of  those  walls  had  their  perilous  game  of  honour,  their 
* hazard  of  the  die ,’  in  which  vice  was  triumph  and  infamy  success. 
We  do  but  share  their  passion , though  we  direct  it  to  a better  ob- 
ject.” 

Pausing  for  a moment,  as  bis  thou^ts  flowed  into  a somewhat 
different  channel  of  his  character,  Warner  continued  — “ We  have 
now  caught  a glimpse  of  the  two  great  divisions  of  mankind:  they 
who  riot  in  palaces,  and  they  who  make  mirth  hideous  in  rags  and 
hovels : own  that  it  is  but  a poor  survey  in  either.  Can  we  be  con- 
temptible with  these , or  loathsome  with  those?  Or  rather  have  we 
not  a nobler  spark  within  us,  which  we  have  but  to  fan  into  a 
flame,  that  shall  burn  for  ever,  when  these  miserable  meteors  sink 
into  the  corruption  from  which  they  rise?” 

‘ ‘ But , ” observed  Clarence , “ these  are  the  two  extremes ; the 
pinnacle  of  civilisation  too  worn  and  bare  for  any  more  noble  and 
vigorous  fruit,  and  the  base  upon  which  the  cloud  descends  in  rain 
and  storm.  Look  to  the  central  portion  of  society;  there  the  soil  is 
more  genial , and  its  produce  more  rich." 

“Is  it  so,  in  tmth?"  answered  Warner;  “pardon  me,  I be- 
lieve not : the  middling  classes  are  as  human  as  the  rest.  There  is 
the  region,  — the  heart  — of  Avarice,  — systematized,  spreading, 
rotting,  the  very  fungus  and  leprosy  of  social  states  — suspicion, 
craft,  hypocrisy,  servility  to  the  great,  oppression  to  the  low,  the 
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waxlike  mimicrj  of  coartlj  vices , the  hardness  of  flint  to  humble 
woes;  — thought,  feeling,  the  faculties  and  impulses  of  man,  all 
ulcered  into  one  great  canker — Gain;  — these  make  the  general 
character  of  the  middling  class,  the  unleavened  mass  of  that 
mediocrity  which  it  has  been  the  wisdom  of  the  shallow  to  applaud. 
Pah ! w e too  are  of  this  class , this  potter’s  earth , this  paltry  mix- 
ture of  mud  and  stone;  but  we,  my  friend,  we  will  knead  gold 
into  our  clay.” 

**But  look,”  said  Clarence,  pointing  to  the  group  before 
them;  *Mook,  yon  wretched  mother,  whose  voice  an  instant  ago 
uttered  the  coarsest  accents  of  maudlin  and  intoxicated  prostitu- 
tion, is  now  fostering  her  infant,  with  a fondness  stamped  upou 
her  worn  cheek  and  hollow  eye , which  might  shame  the  nice  ma- 
ternity of  nobles;  — and  there  too,  yon  wretch  whom,  in  the 
reckless  effrontery  of  hardened  abandonment,  we  ourselves  heard 
a few  minutes  since  boast  of  bis  dexterity  in  Uieft , and  openly  ex- 
hibit its  token  — look , he  is  now,  with  a Samaritan’s  own  charity, 
giving  the  very  goods  for  which  bis  miserable  life  was  risked , to 
that  attenuated  and  starving  stripling!  No,  Warner,  no!  even 
this  mass  is  not  unleavened.  The  vilest  infamy  is  not  too  deep  for 
the  Seraph  Virtue  to  descend  and  illumine  its  abyss ! ” 

‘‘Out  on  the  weak  fools!”  said  the  artist,  bitterly:  “it  would 
be  something,  if  they  could  be  consistent  even  in  crime!”  and, 
placing  bis  arm  in  Linden’s , he  drew  him  away. 

As  the  picture  grew  beneath  the  painter’s  hand , Clarence  was 
much  struck  with  the  outline  and  expression  of  countenance  given 
to  the  regicide  Bradshaw. 

“They  are  but  an  imperfect  copy  of  the  living  original  from 
whom  I have  borrowed  them,”  said  Warner,  in  answer  to  Cla- 
rence’s remark  upon  the  sternness  of  the  features.  “But  that  ori- 
ginal — a relation  of  mine , is  coming  here  to-day  — you  shall  see 
him.” 

While  Warner  was  yet  speaking,  the  person  in  question 
entered.  His  were , indeed , the  form  and  face  worthy  to  be  seized 
by  the  painter.  The  peculiarity  of  his  character,  which  we  shall 
presently  describe , made  him  affect  a plainness  of  dress  unusual 
to  the  day,  and  approaching  to  the  simplicity,  but  not  the  neat* 
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ness,  of  Quakerism.  His  hair,  then,  with  all  the  better  ranks, 
a principal  object  of  cnltivation , was  wild,  dishevelled,  and,  in 
wiry  flakes  of  the  sablest  hne,  rose  abruptly  from  a forehead  on 
which  either  thought  or  passion  had  written  its  annals  with  an  iron 
pen ; the  lower  part  of  the  brow,  which  overhung  the  eye , was 
singularly  sharp  and  prominent;  while  the  lines,  or  rather 
furrows , traced  under  the  eyes  and  nostrils , spoke  somewhat  of 
exhaustion  and  internal  fatigue.  But  this  expression  was  con^ 
trasted  and  contradicted  by  the  firmly  compressed  lip;  the  lighted, 
steady,  stern  eye;  the  resolute  and  even  stubborn  front,  joined 
to  proportions  strikingly  athletic,  and  a stature  of  uncommon 
height. 

“ Well , Wolfe ,”  said  the  young  painter  to  the  person  we  have 
described , **it  is  indeed  a kindness  to  give  me  a second  sitting.” 
“Tush,  boy!”  answered  Wolfe : “all  men  have  their  vain 
points , and  I own  that  I am  not  ill  pleased  that  these  rugged 
features  should  be  assigned , even  in  fancy,  to  one  of  the  noblest 
of  those  men  who  judged  the  mightiest  cause  in  which  a country 
was  ever  plaintiff,  a tyrant  criminal , and  a world  witness ! ” 

While  Wolfe  was  yet  speaking,  his  countenance , so  naturally 
harsh,  took  a yet  sterner  aspect,  and  the  artist,  by  a happy 
touch , succeeded  in  transferring  it  to  the  canvas. 

“But,  after  all,”  continued  Wolfe,  “it  shames  me  to  lend 
aid  to  an  art  frivolous  in  itself,  and  almost  culpable  in  times  when 
Freedom  wants  the  head  to  design , and  perhaps,  the  band  to  exe- 
cute, far  other  and  nobler  works  than  the  blazoning  of  her  past 
deeds  upon  perishable  canvas.” 

A momentary  anger  at  tbe  slight  put  upon  his  art  crossed  the 
pale  brow  of  the  artist;  bnt  he  remembered  tbe  character  of  the 
man , and  continued  his  work  in  silence. 

“ You  consider  then , Sir,  that  these  are  times  In  which  liberty 
is  attacked?”  said  Clarence. 

“Attacked!”  repeated  Wolfe  — “attacked!”  and  then  sud- 
denly sinking  his  voice  into  a sort  of  sneer — “why,  since  the 
event  which  this  painting  is  designed  to  commemorate  — 1 know 
not  if  we  have  ever  had  one  solitary  gleam  of  liberty  break  along  the 
great  chaos  of  jarring  prejudice  and  barbarous  law  which  we  term, 
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forsooth,  a glorious  coDStitutioD.  Liberty  attacked ! no,  boy  — 
but  it  is  a time  when  liberty  may  be  gained.” 

Perfectly  unacquainted  with  tbe  excited  politics  of  the  day,  or 
the  growing  and  mighty  spirit  which  then  stirred  through  the 
minds  of  tnen , Clarence  remained  silent;  but  his  evident  attention 
flattered  the  tierce  republican , and  he  proceeded. 

“Ay,”  he  said  slowly,  and  as  if  drinking  in  a deep  and  stern 
joy  from  bis  conviction  in  tbe  truth  of  the  words  he  uttered  — “Ay 
— I have  wandered  over  the  face  of  tbe  earth , and  I have  warmed 
my  soul  at  the  fires  which  lay  hidden  under  its  quiet  surface; 
I have  been  in  the  city  and  the  desert  — the  herded  and  banded 
crimes  of  the  Old  World,  and  the  scattered,  but  bold,  hearts 
which  are  found  among  tbe  mountains  and  morasses  of  the  New; 
and  in  either  I have  beheld  that  seed  sown  which , from  a mustard 
grain , too  scanty  for  a bird’s  beak , shall  grow  up  to  be  a shelter 
and  a home  for  tbe  whole  family  of  man.  I have  looked  upon  the 
thrones  of  kings , and  lo , the  anointed  ones  were  in  purple  and 
festive  pomp;  and  I looked  beneath  the  thrones,  and  I saw 
Want  and  Hunger,  and  despairing  Wrath  gnawing  tbe  founda- 
tions away.  I have  stood  in  tbe  streets  of  that  great  city  where 
Mirth  seems  to  hold  an  eternal  jubilee,  and  beheld  the  noble  riot, 
while  the  peasant  starved ; and  the  priest  build  altars  to  Mammon, 
piled  from  the  earnings  of  groaning  Labour,  and  cemented  with 
blood  and  tears.  But  I looked  farther,  and  saw,  in  the  rear, 
chains  sharpened  into  swords , misery  ripening  into  justice , and 
famine  darkening  into  revenge;  and  I laughed  as  I beheld,  fori 
knew  that  the  day  of  tbe  oppressed  was  at  hand.” 

Somewhat  awed  by  the  prophetic  tone,  though  revolted  by 
what  seemed  to  him  tbe  novelty,  and  tbe  flerceness,  of  the  senti- 
ments of  tbe  republican , Clarence  after  a brief  pause , said  — 

“And  what  of  our  own  country?” 

Wolfe's  brow  daricened.  “The  oppression  here,”  said  he, 
“has  not  been  so  weighty,  therefore  the  re-action  will  be  less 
strong;  tbe  parties  are  more  blended,  therefore  their  separation 
will  be  more  arduous;  tbe  extortion  is  less  strained , therefore  the 
endurance  will  be  more  meek;  but,  soon  or  late,  tbe  struggle 


Digitized  by  Google 


91 


must  come : bloody  \nll  it  be , if  the  strife  be  even ; geotle  and 
lasting,  if  the  people  predomioate." 

“And  if  the  rulers  be  the  strongest?”  said  Clarence. 

“The  struggle  will  be  renewed,”  replied  Wolfe , doggedly. 

“ Tou  still  attend  those  oratorical  meetings , cousin , 1 think  ? ” 
said  Warner. 

“1  do,”  said  Wolfe;  “and  if  you  are  not  so  utterly  absorbed 
in  your  vain  and  idle  art  as  to  be  indifferent  to  all  things  nobler, 
you  will  learn  yourself  to  take  interest  in  what  concerns  — I will 
not  say  yonr  country  — but  mankind.  For  you , young  man,” 
(and  the  republican  turned  to  Clarence,)  “ 1 would  fain  hope  that 
life  has  not  already  been  directed  from  the  greatest  of  human  ob* 
jects ; if  so , come  to-morrow  night  to  our  assembly,  and  learn 
from  worthier  lips  than  mine  the  precepts  and  the  hopes  for  which 
good  men  live  or  die.” 

“ I will  come  at  all  events  to  listen , if  not  to  learn,”  said  Cla- 
rence, eagerly,  for  his  cariosity  was  excited.  And  the  republi- 
can, having  now  fulfilled  the  end  of  his  visit,  rose  and  departed. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Boand  to  luffer  {teraecutioa 
And  martyrdom  with  resolution, 

T*  oppose  himself  against  the  bate 
And  vengeance  of  the  incensed  state. 

Uudtbrtu, 

Born  of  respectable,  though  not  wealthy,  parents,  John  Wolfe 
was  one  of  those  fiery  and  daring  spirits  which,  previous  to  some 
mighty  revolution , fhte  seems  to  scatter  over  various  parts  of  the 
earth,  even  those  removed  from  the  predestined  explosion;  — 
heralds  of  the  events  in  which  they  are  fitted , though  not  fated , to 
be  actors.  The  period  at  which  he  Is  presented  to  the  reader  was 
one  considerably  prior  to  that  French  Revolution  so  much  debated, 
so  little  understood , and  which , too  backnie^  for  intorest  to  the 
novel  reader,  the  author  is  truly  rejoiced  was  so  long  after  to  the 
occurrences  of  his  history.  But  some  such  event , though  not 
foreseen  by  the  common , had  been  already  foreboded  by  the  more 
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enlightened,  eje;  and  Wolfe,  from  a protracted  residence  in 
France,  among  the  most  discontented  of  its  freer  spirits,  had 
brought  hope  to  that  burning  enthusiasm  which  had  long  made 
the  pervading  passion  of  his  existence. 

Bold  to  ferocity , generous  in  devotion  to  folly  in  self-sacrifice, 
unflinching  in  his  tenets  to  a degree  which  rendered  their  ardour 
ineffectual  to  all  times,  because  utterly  inapplicable  to  the  present, 
Wolfe  was  one  of  those  zealots  whose  very  virtues  have  the  sem- 
blance of  vice,  and  whose  very  capacities  for  danger  become  harm- 
less from  the  rashness  of  their  excess. 

It  was  not  among  the  philosophers  and  reasoners  of  France 
that  Wolfe  had  drawn  strength  to  his  opinions : whatever  such 
companions  might  have  done  to  his  tenets , they  would  at  least 
have  moderated  his  actions.  The  philosopher  may  aid,  or  expe- 
dite, a change;  but  never  does  the  philosopher  in  any  age  or  of 
any  sect  countenance  a crime.  * But  of  philosophers  Wolfe  knew 
little , and  probably  despised  them  for  their  temperance : it  was 
among  fanatics  — ignorant,  but  imaginative ; powerful,  perhaps, 
in  talent,  but  weak  in  mind  — that  he  had  strengthened  the  love, 
without  comprehending  the  nature,  of  republicanism.  Like  Lu- 
cian’s painter,  whose  flattery  portrayed  the  one-eyed  prince  in 
profile , be  viewed  only  that  side  of  the  question  in  which  there 
was  no  defect,  and  gave  beauty  to  the  whole  by  concealing  the  half. 
Thus,  though  on  his  return  to  England,  herding  with  the  common 
class  of  his  reforming  brethren,  Wolfe  possessed  many  peculiari- 
ties and  distinctions  of  character  which,  in  rendering  him  striking- 
ly adapted  to  the  purpose  of  the  novelist , must  serve  as  a caution 
to  the  reader  not  to  judge  of  the  class  by  the  individual. 

With  a class  of  Republicans  in  England  there  was  a strong 
tendency  to  support  their  cause  by  reasoning.  With  Wolfe, 
whose  mind  was  little  wedded  to  logic , all  was  the  offspring  of 
turbulent  feelings,  which,  in  rejecting  argument,  substituted 

* Tbc  notto  prefixed  to  the  edition  of  Helvetinx,  in  lt9Z,  ■eems  to 
me  etrikingljr  applicoUe  to  this  remarks  — 

“ Ce  eoat  lea  fanatiqnei,  lea  prdtrea,  et  lea  ignqrana,  qni  font  lea 
rerolotiona}  lea  peraonnea  ^clair^ea,  diaintereaaeea,  et  aenaiea,  annt 
to^jonra  amlea  dn  repoa.”  — Benllaafor. 
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declamation  for  syllogism.  This  effected  a powerftil  and  irrecon- 
cileable  distinction  between  Wolfe  and  the  better  part  of  his  com- 
rades: for  the  habits  of  cool  reasoning,  whether  true  or  false , are 
little  likely  to  bias  the  mind  towards  those  crimes  to  which  Wolfe’s 
irregulated  emotions  might  possibly  urge  him , and  give  to  the 
characters,  to  which  they  are  a sort  of  common  denominator, 
something  of  method , and  much  of  similarity.  But  the  feelings 

— those  orators  which  allow  no  calculation , and  baffle  the  tame- 
ness of  comparison — rendered  Wolfe  alone,  unique,  eccentric 
in  opinion  or  action,  whether  of  vice  or  virtue,  and  consequently 
well  calculated  for  those  strong  lights  and  shadows  which  fiction 
loves  to  single  from  the  common-places  of  ordinary  life. 

Private  ties  frequently  moderate  the  ardour  of  onr  public 
enthusiasm.  Wolfe  had  none.  His  nearest  relation  was  Warner, 
and  it  may  readily  be  supposed  that  with  the  pensive  and  contem- 
plative artist  be  had  very  Uttle  in  common.  He  had  never  married, 
nor  had  ever  seemed  to  wander  from  his  stem  and  sterile  path , in 
the  most  transient  pursuit  of  the  pleasures  of  sense.  Inflexibly 
honest,  rigidly  austere  — in  his  moral  character  his  bitterest 
enemies  could  detect  no  flaw  — poor,  even  to  indigence,  be  bad 
invariably  refused  all  overtures  of  the  government  — thrice  im- 
prisoned and  heavily  fined  for  bis  doctrines , no  fear  of  a future, 
no  remembrance  of  the  past,  punishment,  could  ever  silence  bis 
bitter  eloquence,  or  moderate  the  passion  of  his  distempered  zeal 

— kindly,  though  rude,  his  scanty  means  were  ever  shared  by 
the  less  honest  and  disinterested  followers  of  his  faith ; and  he  had 
been  known  for  days  to  deprive  himself  of  food , and  for  nights  of 
shelter , for  the  purpose  of  yielding  them  to  another. 

Such  was  the  man  doomed  to  forsake,  through  a long  and 
wasted  life,  every  substantial  blessing,  in  pursuit  of  a shadowy 
good;  with  the  warmest  benevolence  in  his  heart,  to  relinquish 
private  affections,  and  to  brood  even  to  madness  over  public  offen- 
ces — to  sacrifice  every  thing  in  a generous . though  erring  devo- 
tion, for  that  freedom  whose  cause,  instead  of  promoting,  be  was 
calculated  to  retard;  and,  while  he  believed  himself  the  martyr  of 
a high  and  uncompromising  virtue , to  close  his  career  with  the 
^cutest  of  human  crimes. 
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Upon  persons  of  this  class,  rather  to  be  pitied  than  condemned, 
pabiic  indignation  has,  however,  lavished  more  odium  than  they 
deserve : they  are  instances , not  of  malevolence , but  of  an  ill- 
directed  philanthropy:  and  those  who  seek  to  extend  and  general- 
ize our  happiness  or  freedom,  even  by  imprudent  and  impractica- 
ble theories , are  at  least  more  worthy  of  our  forgiveness  than 
the  bigots  of  the  opposite  extreme  who,  from  motives  less  honest 
and  principles  more  permanently  dangerous,  would  confine  pros- 
perity to  the  few,  and  restriction  to  the  many. 

CHAPTER  XVI. 

Mat  a*a«a  da  I’aaprit  hon  noai  at  aoa  amia. 

Moliir  a. 

When  Clarence  returned  home,  after  the  conversation  record- 
ed in  our  last  chapter,  he  found  a note  from  Talbot  inviting  him 
to  meet  some  friends  of  the  latter  at  supper  that  evening.  It  was 
the  first  time  Clarence  had  been  asked,  and  be  looked  forward 
with  some  curiosity  and  impatience  to  the  hour  appointed  in  the 
note  for  personally  accepting  the  invitation. 

It  is  impossible  to  convey  any  idea  of  the  jealous  rancour  felt 
by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Copperas  on  hearing  of  this  distinction  — a 
distinction  which  ‘ Uie  perfect  courtier’  had  never  once  bestowed 
upon  themselves. 

Mrs.  Copperas  tossed  her  head , too  indignant  for  words ; and 
the  stock-jobber,  in  the  bitterness  of  his  soul,  affirmed,  with  a 
meaning  air,  **  that  he  dared  say,  after  all,  that  the  old  gentleman 
was  not  so  rich  as  he  gave  out.” 

On  entering  Talbot’s  drawing-room,  Qarence  found  about 
seven  or  eight  people  assembled : their  names , in  proclaiming  the 
nature  of  the  party , indicated  that  the  aim  of  the  host  was  to  com- 
bine aristocracy  and  talent.  The  literary  acquirements  and  world- 
ly tact  of  Talbot,  joined  to  the  adventitious  circumstances  of  birth 
and  fortune,  enablM  him  to  effect  this  object,  so  desirable  in  po- 
lished society,  far  better  than  we  generally  find  it  effected  now; 
yet  still,  in  seeking  to  unite  two  opposite  essences,  the  spirit  of 
both  will  frequently  evaporate,  and,  instead  of  an  exchange  of 
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intellect  on  the  one  hand  and  refinement  on  the  other , the  wit  be> 
comes  aristoeraticallj  dnll,  and  the  aristocrat  flippantly  jocose: 
however , time  hallows  insipidity,  and  the  literary  chit-chat  of  a 
former  day  is  always  received  vHth  more  pleasnre  than  that  of  the 
present. 

“WeH,"  said  Lord  Welwyn,  a little  talkative  nobleman,  a 
great  critic,  a small  poet,  and  prouder  of  some  certain  verses  in 
Dodsley’s  Miscellany  than  of  all  his  ancestors  and  acres  — “Well, 
I hope  at  last  that  we  shall  have  a good  and  true  life  of  Pope.  Poor 
Spence's  papers  are,  I understand,  to  be  published."  * 

“Ah,  ah,  poor  Spence!”  said  Mr.  Desborongh,  the  author 
of  a Treatise  upon  Gardening,  and  Ornamental  Farming,  at  that 
time  two  of  the  most  fashionable  studies  — “poor  Spence ! drown- 
ed , was  he  not?  in  his  own  garden  too.  Suppose  you  make  an 
ode  about  ft,  my  lord;  say  he  was  turned  into  a river  god  — fine 
image.  Humph,  ha!  — your  snuff-boi , if  you  please,  my  lord.” 
“ He  was  found  upon  the  edge  of  the  water,”  said  George  Per- 
rlvale,  a great  wit  of  the  day,  viz.  one  of  the  most  ill-natured 
people  — for  the  envy  of  mankind  is  an  alchymy  which  always 
transmutes  fll-nature  into  wit  — “he  was  found  upon  the  edge  of 
the  water,  with  his  face  as  flat  as  his  own  books;  they  said  the 
water  was  too  shallow  to  cover  his  head , emblematic  of  his  know- 
ledge, poor  fellow,  which  had  the  same  deficiency! — Ton  may 
say  of  him  ubat  was  said  of  his  own  Poly  metis,  ‘he  sunk  by  his 
own  weight,  and  will  never  rise  again.'  ” 

“An  impartial  life  of  Pope  will  indeed  be  a most  desirable 
work ,”  said  Talbot.  “ What  a noble  mind  he  had  I His  poetry  is 
the  least  ornament  of  his  character  — brave  in  despite  of  his  con- 
stitution — generous  in  despite  of  his  economy  — kind  in  despite 
of  his  satire  — and  philosophical  in  despite  of  his  fancy.” 

“There  were  never  two  minds,  in  modem  times,”  said  Cla- 
rence, modestly,  “so  cast  upon  a classic  and  ancient  model  as 
those  of  Bolingbroke  and  Pope;  there  was  something  so  beauUftil 
too  in  their  fHendship.  I have  always  thought  one  of  the  most 

They  were  enppoied  to  be  more  relneble  than  their  recent  pnbli- 
cation  baa  proved  them  to  be. 
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toaeblng  anecdotes  recorded  is  that  of  Lord  Bolingbroke  leaning 
over  Pope’s  chair,  in  bis  last  illness,  and  weeping  like  a child.” 
“Tme,”  said  Talbot,  *‘and  mingling  his  fine  reflections  even 
with  bis  tears : you  are  right  in  calling  them  classic  minds : it  was 
a classic  age , and  they  were  of  that  age  the  noblest  spirits.  Bo- 
lingbroke, in  his  turn  of  mind,  his  eloquence,  bis  philosophy, 
his  enthusiastic  love  of  virtue,  his  veneration  for  friendship, 
which  he  termed  virtue,  perhaps  in  his  lofty  vanity  and  magnifi- 
cence of  egotism , has  no  parallel  but  in  Tolly : his  exile  and  bis 
persecutions  extend  the  comparison  with  the  illustrious  Roman, 
from  his  character  to  his  life.  Tet  see  how  Fortune  makes  like- 
nesses among  men ! — Bolingbroke  was  unsuccessful , and  we 
compare  him  to  Cicero;  had  he  been  successful,  we  should  have 
remembered  bis  wit,  his  brilliancy,  his  versatility , his  ambition, 
his  alternate  thirst  of  pleasure  and  of  power,  and  should  have 
compared  him  to  Cssar ! ” 

You  knew  Bolingbroke  well,  I think,”  said  Mr.  Desborough, 
be  was  fond  of  farming  — what  a great  man ! ” 

**  Yes;  I knew  him  in  bis  latter  days  when  he  was  at  Battersea ; 
he  was  at  once  the  most  courtly  and  profoundly  intellectnal  person 
1 ever  met;  quite  the  man  yon  could  imagine  calculated  to  win, 
both  from  Swift,  and  our  living  Chesterfield,  the  praise  of  being 
the  greatest  man  they  ever  met;  a wonderful  praise  when  you  con- 
sider how  contrary  to  each  other  the  praisers  were,  and  that  we 
rarely  praise  people  who  excel  in  any  other  faculties  than  our  own. 
1 remember  also  having  seen  Pope  twice  at  Twickenham.” 

“And  did  be  not  enchant  you  with  his  wit?”  said  Lord  Wel- 
wyn , who  valued  himself  upon  writing  precisely  in  the  true  Pope 
style. 

“Not  exactly,”  said  Talbot,  smiling;  “he  was  very  grave  and 
philosophical  in  conversation,  and  did  not  otter  a single  sentence 
that  could  be  called  witty.” 

“Ah,”  said,  conceitedly,  the  wit  by  profession,  “there  is 
all  the  difference  in  the  world  between  saying  a good  thing  im- 
promptu , and  having  the  whole  morning  to  make  it  in  one’s  closet. 
It  is  the  difference  indeed  of  a rich  man  and  an  embarrassed  one, 
of  a man  spending  his  income  daily,  and  with  ease,  or  of  one 
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raising  a mortgage  on  his  property  in  order  to  pay  off  a bill  by  a 
certain  time.  But  tell  me,  gentlemen,  would  Pope  ever  have 
been  worshipped  by  one  half  his  contemporaries  if  he  had  not 
abused  the  other  half?” 

“Why,”  answered  Talbot,  “the  question  is  difficult  enough 
to  answer:  I confess  that  I do  not  know  a surer  proof  of  the  malice 
of  mankind  than  the  rank  which  is  accorded  to  a satirisL  Satire 
is  a dwarf,  which  stands  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  giant  Ill-Na- 
ture; and  the  kingdom  of  verse , like  that  of  Epirus,  is  often  left 
not  to  him  who  has  the  noblest  genius,  but  *tbe  sharpest  sword.’” 

“Ah!”  cried  Mr.  Perrivale,  “the  wit  of  a satirist  is  like  in- 
visible writing:  look  at  it  with  an  indifferent  eye,  and  lo!  there 
is  none:  bold  it  up  to  the  light,  and  you  can’t  perceive  it;  but 
rub  it  over  with  your  own  spirit  of  acid,  and  see  how  plain 
and  striking  it  becomes.” 

Talbot  smiled  at  an  allusion  so  unconsciously  applicable  to  the 
merit  of  the  speaker;  but  the  little  Lord  Welwyn  lifted  op  his 
hands  and  eyes.  To  doubt  the  excellence  of  one’s  model  is  indeed 
the  bitterest  sarcasm  upon  one’s  self. 

“What  profanation!”  cried  his  lordship.  “I  thought,  since 
the  days  ofCurll  and  Cibber,  no  man  could  be  found 'to  dispute 
the  unrivalled  pre-eminence  of  Pope.  No,  no,  ietZoiluses 
be  ever  so  plenty , there  will  never  be  such  another  Homer  I ” and, 
as  he  uttered  the  word  Zoilus,  his  lordship  tapped  his  snuff-box, 
and  glanced  at  the  critic. 

The  wit  looked  angry,  and  prepared  for  a reply : he  was  inter- 
rupted— “Pray,”  squeaked  out  a pert  looking  gentleman,  short 
and  laconic  as  a conjunction , but,  like  a conjunction,  also  very 
useful  in  uniting  differences  — “pray,  what  does  your  lordship 
think  of  the  poet  Gray?” 

“Oh!”  said  Lord  Welwyn  in  a tone  of  true  literary  contempt, 
“ a terrible  innovator  — a republican  in  verse , affecting  to  be  ori- 
ginal. Shallow  dogl  Good  Heavens,  to  think  of  calling  such 
barbarous  alliterations,  such  lawless  metres,  such  confused 
epithets,  poetry!  Where  do  you  ever  Gnd  them  in  Pope,  or  Tickell, 
or  Duck?  No,  let  him  imitate  his  friend  Mason , and  learn  cbaste- 
ness  of  expression.  MagniGccnl  work,  Elfrida!” 

I Tht  DiKoii’tied.  7 
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“The  fruit  trees  of  Parnassus  are  certainly  in  their  decline," 
said  the  author  of  a Treatise  upon  Ornamental  Gardening. 

“And  ail  we  can  do,”  quoth  his  poetical  lordship,  pursuing  the 
metaphor,  “is  to  pick  up  the  few  windfalls  which  have  hitherto 
escaped  attention.” 

“And  what  think  you,”  asked  some  one , “ of  the  fashionable 
Dr.  Goldsmith?  You  admire  the  * Traveller?’” 

“Paltry  stuff,  indeed!”  replied  the  critic.  “Low  — vulgar 
— no  art  in  the  verses  — all  so  d — d natural;  why,  any  body 
could  write  them.  Let  him  take  pattern  by  Tickell,  and  learn 
majesty.  I hate  this  new  school : a sure  sign  of  decay  in  true  taste, 
all  these  innovations.  There  was  Gilbert  West,  some  time  ago, 
writing  a long  poem  in  the  metre  of  the  Faery  Queen  — thank 
Heaven , we  were  not  quite  sunk  so  utterly  in  criticism  as  to  ap- 
prove it;  but  1 foresee  — mark  my  words  — I foresee  that  in  the 
progress  of  degeneracy,  we  shall  have  all  the  critics  praising , and 
all  the  town  buying,  some  poem  in  the  same  barbarous  stanza,  and 
perhaps  four  times  as  long;  or,  still  worse , some  future  poet  may 
become  the  rage,  by  spinning  out  those  gothic  old  ballads  Dr. 
Percy  admires  so  much , into  tales  as  long  as  an  epic.” 

“No,  no ,”  cried  two  or  three  of  the  company,  simultaneously ; 
‘ ‘ you  are  too  severe  now , my  lord ! ” 

His  lordship  took  breath  and  snuff. 

“Perhaps,”  said  Talbot,  “ the  future  poets  will  be  more  in- 
debted to  Gray  and  Goldsmith  than  we  think,  or  they  themselves 
will  perceive : from  the  former  they  may  borrow  richness,  from  the 
latter  simplicity.  And  that  taste  for  our  old  songs  lately  intro- 
duced , and  which  I hear  Dr.  Johnson  agrees  with  Lord  Svelwyn 
in  discountenancing,  maybe,  more  than  any  living  author,  bene- 
ficial to  the  literature  of  the  after  age.” 

“How?”  asked  Clarence. 

“By  giving,”  answered  Talbot  “a  chivalrous  and  romantic 
tone  to  a muse  at  present  enervate  and  unnational,  and  which,  if 
it  does  not  receive  an  utterly  new  impulse , will  soon  degenerate 
into  the  most  mawkish  imbecility.” 

“There  is  a poet  of  the  present  age,”  said  one  of  the  company, 
“whose  prose  works  evince  what  he  might  have  become;  and, 
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tliough  he  has  incurred  Lord  Welwyn’s  displeasure,  by  writing  a 
poem  in  Spencer’s  stanza,  I own  he  is  a great  favourite  with  me  — 
poor  Shenstone.” 

“Ah,  the  author  ofthe  Leasowes;  a charming  place!” 
said  the  writer  of  a Treatise  upon  Ornamental  Gardening.  “He 
must,  indeed,  have  been  a great  man ! ” 

“What,”  cried  the  wit,  “the  pastoral  poet?  Pardon  me. 
Sir:  but  his  verses  are  like  his  brooks;  ‘their  murmurs  invite  me 
to  sleep.’  There  is  something  overpoweringly  somniferous  in  the 
following  stanza  — 

Ye  ihepherdf  give  emr  to  my  ley , 

Aod  take  no  more  heed  of  my  sheep. 

They  have  nothing  to  do  bat  to  stray , 

1 have  nothing  to  do  but  to  weep. 

What  think  you  of  the  amendment  I propose  — 

My  readers,  we  're  losing  our  time, 

My  sheep  are  escaped  from  the  lawn; 

1 have  nothing  to  do  but  to  rhyme. 

You  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  yawn.  ** 

“Pooh,”  said  the  author  of  a Treatise  on  Gardening,  far  too 
literal  a sort  of  person  to  take  a jest  — “ Pooh,  a parody  is  no  criti- 
cism : one  might  make  a duck-pond  out  of  a fountain.  A man 
who  made  the  Leasowes  is  above  travesty.” 

, “Most  true,”  answered  the  wit:  “you  have  convinced  me. 
In  Sheostone’s  owu  splendid  diction  — 

My  breast  is  too  kind  to  remain 

Unmoved  when  my  Corydon  sighs; 

His  verses  are  soft  as  his  brain. 

And  as  sweet  as  his  gooseberry  pies,” 

As,  with  a sentimental  and  lacrymose  air,  which  gave  to  the 
burlesque  a drollery  its  own  merit  could  not  bestow , Mr.  Perrivale 
recited  these  lines,  the  servant,  entering,  announced  supper. 

That  was  the  age  of  suppers!  Happy  age!  Meal  of  ease  and 
' mirth ; when  Wine  and  Night  lit  the  lamp  of  Wit!  O,  what  pre- 
cious things  were  said  and  looked  at  those  banquets  of  the  soul! 
'There  epicurism  was  in  the  lip  as  well  as  the  palate , and  one  had 
humour  for  a hors  d’oeuvre  and  repartee,  for  an  entremets. 
In  dinner  there  is  something  too  pompous , too  formal , too  exigent 
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ofatteotion,  for  the  delicacies  and  levities  of  persiflage.  One's 
intellectual  appetite,  like  the  physical,  is  coarse  but  dull.  At 
dinner  one  is  fit  only  for  eating,  after  dinner  only  for  politics. 
But  supper  was  a glorious  relic  of  the  ancients.  The  bustle  of  the 
day  had  thoroughly  wound  up  the  spirit,  and  every  stroke  upon 
the  dial-plate  of  wit  was  true  to  the  genius  of  the  hour.  The  wallet 
of  diurnal  anecdote  was  full , and  craved  unloading.  The  great 
meal  — that  vulgar  first  love  of  the  appetite  — was  over,  and  one 
now  only  flattered  it  into  coquetting  with  another.  The  mind  , dis- 
engaged and  free,  was  no  longer  absorbed  in  a cutlet  or  burthened 
with  a joint.  The  gourmand  carried  the  nicety  of  his  physical 
perception  to  his  moral,  and  applauded  a bon  mot  instead  of  a 
bonne  bouche. 

Then  too  one  had  no  necessity  to  keep  a reserve  of  thought  for 
the  after  evening;  supper  was  the  final  consummation,  the  glorious 
funeral  pyre  of  day.  One  could  be  merry  till  bed-time  without  an 
interregnum.  Nay , if  in  the  ardour  of  convivialism  one  did  — 1 
merely  hint  at  the  possibility  of  such  an  event  — if  one  did  exceed 
the  narrow  limits  of  strict  ebriety , and  open  the  heart  with  a ruhy 
key,  one  had  nothing  to  dread  from  the  cold,  or,  what  is  worse, 
the  warm  looks  of  ladies  in  the  drawing-room;  no  fear  that  an  im- 
prudent word , in  the  amatory  fondness  of  the  fermented  blood, 
might  expose  one  to  matrimony  and  settlements.  There  was  no 
tame,  trite  medium  of  propriety  and  suppressed  confidence,  no 
bridge  from  board  to  bed , over  which  a false  step  (and  your  wine 
cup  is  a marvellous  corruptor  of  ambulatory  rectitude)  might  pre- 
cipitate into  an  irrecoverable  abyss  of  perilous  communication  or 
unwholesome  truth.  One's  pillow  became  at  once  the  legitimate 
and  natural  bourne  to  “the  overheated  brain;"  and  the  generous 
rashness  of  the  coenatorial  reveller  was  not  damped  by  untimeous 
caution  or  ignoble  calculation. 

But  “we  have  changed  all  that  now : ” Sobriety  has  become  the 
successor  of  suppers ; the  great  ocean  of  moral  encroachment  has 
not  left  US  one  little  island  of  refuge.  Miserable  supper  lovers  that 
we  are,  like  the  native  Indians  of  America,  a scattered  and  daily 
disappearing  race,  we  wander  among  strange  customs,  and  be- 
hold the  innovating  and  invading  Dinner  spread  gradually  over  the 
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very  space  of  time  in  which  the  majesty  of  Supper  once  reigned  un- 
disputed and  supreme ! 

0,  ye  bearent,  be  kiod, 

And  feel,  then  earth,  for  thii  afflicted  race! 

W ordaworth. 

As  he  was  sitting  down  to  the  table,  Clarence’s  notice  was  arrested 
by  a somewhat  suspicious  and  unpleasing  occurrence.  The  supper 
room  was  on  the  ground  floor,  and,  owing  to  the  heat  of  the 
weather,  one  of  the  windows,  facing  the  small  garden , was  left 
open.  Through  this  window  Clarence  distinctly  saw  the  face  of  a 
man  look  into  the  room  for  one  instant,  with  a prying  and  curious 
gaze,  and  then  as  instantly  disappear.  As  no  one  else  seemed  to 
remark  this  incident,  and  the  general  attention  was  somewhat 
noisily  engrossed  by  the  subject  of  conversation , Clarence  thought 
it  not  worth  while  to  mention  a circumstance  for  which  the  imper- 
tinence of  any  neighbouring  servant,  or  drunked  passer-by,  might 
easily  account.  An  apprehension , however,  of  a more  unpleasant 
nature  shot  across  him , as  his  eye  fell  upon  the  costly  plate  which 
Talbot  rather  ostentatiously  displayed,  and  then  glanced  to  the 
single  and  aged  servant,  who  was,  besides  his  master,  the  only 
male  inmate  of  the  house.  Nor  could  he  help  saying  to  Talbot , in 
the  course  of  the  evening,  that  be  wondered  he  was  not  afraid  of 
hoarding  so  many  articles  of  value  in  a house  at  once  lonely  and  ill 
guarded. 

"Ill  guarded,”  said  Talbot,  rather  affronted,  “why,  I and 
my  servant  always  sleep  here ! ” 

To  this  Clarence  thought  it  neither  prudent  nor  well-bred  to 
offer  further  remark. 

No  sooner  was  our  party  fairly  seated  than  a wonderful  change 
for  the  better  seemed  to  operate  upon  them.  The  formalities  of 
criticism,  the  professional  tinge  of  literature,  melted  away.  Anec- 
dotes of  men  succeeded  strictures  on  books ; Lord  Welwyn  forgot 
Pope  and  poetry , relapsed  into  bis  proper  character,  and  became 
the  best  butt  in  the  world.  Mr.  Desborough  (author  of  the  Treatise 
upon  Gardening) , a tall,  lank,  singularly  ugly  man,  forgot  one 
branch  of  his  character  for  another,  boasted  of  favours  from  two- 
lips  rather  than  success  in  roses,  and,  laying  down  the  spade,  re- 
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coivpd  astonishing  applause  forhis  deiterityin  taking  up  the  rake. 
Lord  St.  George,  a itiin,  well-dressed,  gentleman-like  personage, 
who  had  hitherto  been  reverentially  silent,  felt  at  last  in  his  ele- 
ment, and  seasoned  the  first  glass  of  Burgundy  with  a pun.  Tal- 
bot suffered  bis  philosophy  to  glide  into  jest,  and  his  good  breeding 
to  become  the  father  of  mirth;  while  the  wit,  whose  eyes  soon 
emulated  the  sparkle  of  the  sherry,  kept  up  the  hilarity  of  all , by 
sly  insinuations  against  each. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

Meetings,  nr  public  calls,  he  never  miss'd, 

To  dictate  often,  always  to  assist. 

« • • • 

To  his  experience  and  his  native  sense. 

He  joined  a bold,  imperious,  eloquence: 

The  grave,  stern  look  of  men  inform'd  and  wise, 

A full  command  of  feature,  heart  and  eyes. 

An  awe-compelling  frown,  and  fear-inspiring  sise. 

Crahba. 

Thr  next  evening  Clarence,  mindful  of  Wolfe’s  invitation , in- 
quired from  Warner  (who  repaid  the  contempt  of  the  republican 
for  the  painter's  calling  by  a similar  feeling  for  the  zealot’s)  the 
direction  of  the  oratorical  meeting,  and  repaired  there  alone.  It 
was  the  most  celebrated  club  (of  that  description)  of  the  day,  and 
well  worth  attending,  as  a gratification  to  the  curiosity , if  not  an 
improvement  to  the  mind. 

On  entering,  he  found  himself  in  a long  room , tolerably  well 
lighted,  and  still  better  filled.  The  sleepy  countenances  of  the 
audience,  the  whispered  conversation  carried  on  at  scattered  in- 
tervals, the  listless  attitudes  of  some,  the  frequent  yawns  of  others, 
the  eagerness  with  which  attention  was  attracted  to  the  opening 
door,  when  it  admitted  some  new  object  of  interest,  the  desperate 
resolution  with  which  some  of  the  more  energetic  turned  them- 
selves towards  the  orator,  and  then,  with  a faint  shake  of  the 
head,  turned  themselves  again  hopelessly  away  — were  all  signs 
that  denoted  that  no  very  eloquent  declaimer  was  in  possession  of 
the  “bouse.”  It  was,  indeed,  a singularly  dull,  monotonons 
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didactic  poem-like  sort  of  voice  which,  arising  from  the  upper 
end  of  the  room,  dragged  itself  on  towards  the  middle,  and  ex- 
pired with  a sighing  sound  before  it  reached  the  end.  The  face  of 
the  speaker  suited  his  vocal  powers;  it  was  small,  mean,  and  of 
a round  stupidity , without  any  thing  eten  in  fault  that  could  pos- 
sibly command  attention,  or  even  the  excitement  of  disapproba- 
tion : the  very  garments  of  the  orator  seemed  dull  and  heavy , and, 
like  the  melancholy  of  Milton,  had  a “leaden  look.”  Now  and 
then  some  words , more  emphatic  than  others  — stones  breaking, 
as  it  were,  with  a momentary  splash,  the  stagnation  of  the  heavy 
stream  — produced  from  three  very  quiet,  unhappy  looking  per- 
sons, seated  next  to  the  speaker,  his  immediate  friends,  three 
single  isolated  “hears ! ’ 

The  force  of  fr!end«hip  could  no  farther  go. 

At  last,  the  orator  having  spoken  through,  suddenly  stop- 
ped ; the  whole  meeting  seemed  as  if  a weight  had  been  taken  from 
them,  there  was  a general  buzz  of  awakened  energy,  each  stretched 
his  limbs,  and  resettled  himself  in  his  place. 

And  turning  to  hii  neighbour,  aaid,  ‘'Rejoice!” 

A pause  ensued  — the  chairman  looked  round  — the  eyes  of  the 
meeting  followed  those  of  their  president,  with  an  universal  and 
palpable  impatience,  towards  an  obscure  corner  of  the  room;  the 
pause  deepened  for  one  moment,  and  then  was  broken;  a voice 
cried  “Wolfe,”  and  at  that  signal  the  whole  room  shook  with  the 
name.  The  place  which  Clarence  bad  taken  did  not  allow  him  to 
see  the  object  of  these  cries,  till  he  rose  from  his  situation,  and, 
passing  two  rows  of  benches , stood  forth  in  the  middle  space  of 
the  room;  then  went  round , from  one  to  one , the  general  roar  of 
applause:  feet  stamped,  hands  clapped,  umbrellas  set  their  sharp 
points  to  the  ground , and  walking-sticks  thumped  themselves  out 
of  shape  in  the  universal  clamour.  Tall,  gaunt,  and  erect,  the 
speaker  possessed,  even  in  the  mere  proportions  of  his  frame,  that 
physical  power  which  never  fails , in  a popular  assembly , to  gain 
attention  to  mediocrity,  and  to  throw  dignity  over  faults.  He 
looked  very  slowly  round  the  room , remaining  perfectly  still  and 
motionless,  till  the  clamour  of  applause  had  entirely  subsided, 
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aod  every  ear,  ClareDce’s  no  less  eagerly  than  the  rest,  was  strained, 
and  thirsting  to  catch  the  first  syllables  of  his  voice. 

It  was  then  with  a low,  very  deep,  and  somewhat  hoarse  tone, 
that  he  began ; and  it  was  not  till  he  had  spoken  for  several  minutes 
that  the  iron  expression  of  his  face  altered , that  the  drooping  band 
was  raised , and  that  the  suppressed , yet  powerful , voice  began 
to  expand  and  vary  in  its  volume.  He  had  then  entered  upon  a 
new  department  of  his  subject.  The  question  was  connected  with 
the  English  constitution,  aod  Wolfe  was  now  preparing  to  put 
forth , in  long  and  blackened  array , the  evils  of  an  aristocratical 
form  of  government.  Then  it  was  as  if  the  bile  and  bitterness  of 
years  were  poured  forth  in  a terrible  and  stormy  wrath  — then  his 
action  became  vehement,  and  bis  eye  flashed  forth  unutterable  fire : 
his  voice  solemn,  swelling  and  increasing  with  each  tone  in  its 
height  and  depth,  fil!ed,  as  with  something  palpable  and  percep- 
tible , the  shaking  walls.  The  listeners  — a various  and  uncon- 
nected group , bound  by  no  tie  of  faith  or  of  party , many  attracted 
by  curiosity,  many  by  the  hope  of  ridicule,  some  abhorring  the 
tenets  expressed,  and  nearly  all  disapproving  their  principles,  or 
doubting  their  wisdom  — the  listeners , certainly  not  a group  pre- 
viously formed  or  moulded  into  enthusiasm,  became  rapt  and 
earnest,  their  very  breath  forsook  them;  a child  of  six  years  old, 
who  could  comprehend  nothing  of  the  discourse  but  the  gestures 
and  voice  of  the  orator,  sat  with  bis  bands  tightly  clasped , his  bps 
dropping  apart,  and  bis  cheek  white  and  chilling  with  fear. 

Linden  bad  never  before  that  night  heard  a pubUc  speaker;  but 
he  was  ofa  thoughtful  and  rather  calculating  mind,  and  bis  early 
habits  of  decision , and  the  premature  cultivation  of  bis  intellect, 
rendered  him  little  susceptible,  in  general,  to  the  impressions  of 
the  vulgar:  nevertheless,  in  spite  of  himself,  he  was  hurried  away 
by  the  stream,  and  found  that  the  force  and  rapidity  of  the  speaker 
did  not  allow  him  even  time  for  the  dissent  and  disapprobation 
which  his  republican  maxims  and  fiery  denunciations  perpetually 
excited  in  a mind  aristocratic  by  prejudice  and  education.  At 
length , after  a peroration  of  impetuous  and  magnificent  invective, 
the  orator  ceased. 

In  the  midst  of  the  applause  that  followed , Clarence  left  the 
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assembly;  he  could  not  endure  the  thought  that  any  duller  or  more 
common- place  speaker  should  fritter  avay  the  spell  vldcb  yet 
bound  and  engrossed  bis  spirit. 

CHAPTER  XVIII. 

At  the  bnttam  of  the  •teircase  was  a ■mall  door,  which  gave  way 
before  Nigel,  at  he  precipitated  himielf  upon  the  teene  of  action, 
a cocked  piitol  in  one  hand,  &c. 

Fortunes  of  Nigel. 

The  night,  though  not  utterly  dark , was  rendered  capricious 
and  dim  by  alternate  wind  and  rain ; and  Clarence  was  delayed  in 
his  return  homeward  by  seeking  occasional  shelter  from  the  rapid 
and  heavy  showers  which  hurried  by.  It  was  during  one  of  the 
temporary  cessations  of  the  rain  that  he  reached  Copperas  Bower, 
and  while  be  was  searching  in  his  pockets  for  the  key  which  was  do 
admit  him , he  observed  two  men  loitering  about  his  neighbour's 
house.  The  light  was  not  sufficient  to  give  him  more  than  a scat- 
tered and  imperfect  view  of  their  motions.  Somewhat  alarmed, 
be  stood  for  several  moments  at  the  door,  watching  them  as  well 
as  he  was  able ; nor  did  he  enter  the  house  till  the  loiterers  bad  left 
their  suspicious  position,  and,  walking  onwards,  were  hid  en- 
tirely from  him  by  the  distance  and  darkness. 

“It  really  is  a dangerous  thing  for  Talbot,”  thought  Clarence, 
as  he  ascended  to  his  apartment,  “ to  keep  so  many  valuables,  and 
only  one  servant,  and  that  one  as  old  as  himself  too;  but  how 
coldly  he  looked  on  me  when  I ventured  to  remonstrate.  However, 
as  I am  by  no  means  sleepy , and  my  room  is  by  no  means  cool,  1 
may  as  well  open  my  window , and  see  if  those  idle  fellows  make 
(heir  re-appearance.”  Suiting  the  action  to  the  thought,  Clarence 
opened  bis  little  casement,  and  leant  wistfully  out. 

He  had  no  light  in  his  room , for  none  was  ever  left  for  him, 
aud  be,  like  ourselves,  was  peculiarly  unhappy  at  a flint  and  tinder- 
box,  the  only  means  of  procuring  a light  which  the  house  afforded. 
This  circumstance,  however,  of  course  enabled  him  the  better 
to  penetrate  the  dimness  and  haze  of  the  night,  and,  by  the  help 
of  the  fluttering  lamps , he  was  enabled  to  take  a general , though 
not  minute , survey  of  the  scene  below. 
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I think  I have  before  said  that  there  was  a small  garden  between 
Talbot’s  house  and  Copperas  Bower;  this  was  bounded  bj  a wall, 
which  confined  Talbot’s  peculiar  territory  of  garden,  and  this  wall, 
describing  a parallelogram , faced  also  the  road.  It  contained  two 
entrances  — one  the  principal  adytus,  in  the  shape  of  a comely 
iron  gate,  the  other  a wooden  door,  which,  being  a private  pass, 
fronted  the  intermediate  garden  before  mentioned,  and  was  exactly 
opposite  to  Clarence’s  window. 

Linden  had  been  more  than  ten  minutes  at  his  post,  and  had 
just  begun  to  think  his  suspicions  without  foundation,  and  his 
vigil  in  vain,  when  he  observed  the  same  figures  he  had  seen  be- 
fore advance  slowly  from  the  distance,  and  pause  by  the  front  gate 
of  Talbot’s  mansion. 

Alarmed  and  anxious,  he  redoubled  his  attention;  he  stretched 
himself  as  far  as  bis  safety  would  permit , out  of  the  window ; the 
lamps , agitated  by  the  wind,  which  swept  by  in  occasional  gusts, 
refused  to  grant  to  bis  straining  sight  more  than  an  inaccurate  and 
unsatisfying  survey.  Presently  a blast,  more  violent  than  ordi- 
nary , suspended  as  it  were  the  falling  columns  of  rain , and  left 
Clarence  in  almost  total  darkness;  it  rolled  away,  and  the  mo- 
mentary calm  which  ensued  enabled  him  to  see  that  one  of  the  men 
was  stooping  by  the  gate,  and  the  other  standingapparently  on  the 
watch  at  a little  distance.  Another  gust  shook  the  lamps,  and 
again  obscured  his  view : and  when  it  had  passed  onward  in  its 
rapid  course,  the  men  had  left  the  gate,  and  were  in  the  garden 
beneath  his  window.  They  crept  cautiously,  but  swiftly,  along 
the  opposite  wall , till  they  came  to  the  small  door  we  have  before 
mentioned;  here  they  halted,  and  one  of  them  appeared  to  occupy 
himself  in  opening  the  door.  Now  then , fear  was  changed  into 
certainty,  and  it  seemed  without  doubt  that  the  men , having  found 
some  difficulty  or  danger  in  forcing  the  stronger  or  more  public  en- 
trance, had  changed  their  quarter  of  attack.  No  more  lime  was 
to  be  lost;  Clarence  shouted  aloud,  but  the  high  wind  probably 
prevented  the  sound  reaching  the  ears  of  the  burglars,  or  at  least 
rendered  it  dubious  and  confused.  The  next  moment,  and  before 
Clarence  could  repeat  his  alarm,  they  had  opened  the  door,  and 
were  within  the  neighbouring  garden , beyond  his  view. 
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Yery  young  men , unless  their  experience  has  outstripped  their 
youth,  seldom  have  much  presence  of  mind;  that  quality,  which 
is  the  opposite  to  surprise,  comes  to  ns  in  those  years  when 
nothing  seems  to  us  strange  or  unexpected.  But  a much  older  man 
than  Clarence  might  have  well  been  at  a loss  to  know  what  conduct 
to  adopt  in  the  situation  in  which  our  hero  was  placed.  The  visits 
of  the  watchman  to  that  (then)  obscure  and  ill  inhabited  neigh- 
bourhood, were  more  regulated  by  his  indolence  than  his  duty, 
and  Clarence  knew  that  it  would  be  in  vain  to  listen  for  his  cry,  or 
tarry  for  his  assistance.  He  himself  was  utterly  unarmed,  but 
the  stock-jobber  had  a pair  of  horse  pistols,  and,  as  this  recollec- 
tion flashed  upon  him,  the  pause  of  deliberation  ceased. 

With  a swift  step  he  descended  the  first  flight  of  stairs , and, 
pausing  at  the  chamber  door  of  the  faithful  couple,  knocked  upon 
its  panels  with  a loud  and  hasty  summons.  The  second  repetition 
of  the  noise  produced  the  sentence , uttered  in  a very  trembling 
voice,  of  “Who’s there?” 

“It ’si,  Clarence  Linden,”  replied  our  hero;  “lose  no  lime 
in  opening  the  door.” 

This  answer  seemed  to  re-assure  the  valorous  stock-jobber. 
He  slowly  undid  the  bolt,  and  turned  the  key. 

“In  Heaven’s  name,  what  do  you  want,  Mr.  Linden?”  said  he. 
“Ay,”  cried  a sharp  voice  from  the  more  internal  recesses  of 
the  chamber,  “what  do  you  want.  Sir,  disturbing  us  in  the  bosom 
of  our  family,  and  at  the  dead  of  night?” 

With  a rapid  voice,  Clarence  repeated  what  he  had  seen,  and 
requested  the  broker  to  accompany  him  to  Talbot’s  house,  or  at 
least  to  lend  him  his  pistols. 

“He  shall  do  no  such  thing,”  cried  Mrs.  Copperas.  “Come 
here , Mr.  C. , and  shut  the  door  directly.” 

“Stop,  my  love,”  said  the  stock-jobber,  “ stop  a moment.” 
“ For  God’s  sake ,”  cried  Clarence , “ make  no  delay,  the  poor 
old  man  may  be  murdered  by  this  time.” 

“It ’s  no  business  of  mine,”  said  the  stock-jobber.  “IfAdol- 
phus  had  not  broken  the  rattle  I would  not  have  minded  the  trouble 
of  springing  it ; but  you  are  very  much  mistaken  if  you  think  I am 
going  to  leave  my  warm  bed , in  order  to  have  my  throat  cut.” 
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"Then  give  me  four  pistols,”  cried  Clarence,  "I  will  go 
alone.” 

"I  shall  commit  no  such  folly,”  said  the  stock-jobber;  "if 
you  are  murdered,  I may  have  to  answer  it  to  your  friends,  and 
pay  for  your  burial.  Besides,  you  owe  us  for  your  lodgings  — 
go  to  your  bed , young  man , as  I shall  to  mine,”  And  , so  saying, 
Mr.  Copperas  proceeded  to  close  the  door. 

But,  enraged  at  the  brutality  of  the  man,  and  excited  by  the 
urgency  of  the  case,  Clarence  did  not  allow  him  so  peaceable  a 
retreat.  With  a strong  and  fierce  grasp,  he  seized  the  astonished 
Copperas  by  the  throat , and  shaking  him  violently , forced  his  own 
entrance  into  the  sacred  nuptial  chamber. 

"By  the  God  that  made  me,”  cried  Linden,  in  a savage  and 
stern  tone,  for  his  blood  was  up,  “I  will  twist  your  coward’s 
throat,  and  save  the  murderer  his  iabour,  if  you  do  not  instantly 
give  me  up  your  pistols.” 

The  stock-jobber  was  panic-stricken.  "Take  them,”  he 
cried,  in  the  extremest  terror,  "there  they  are  on  the  chimney- 
piece,  close  by.” 

"Are  they  primed  and  loaded?”  said  Linden,  not  relaxing  his 
gripe. 

"Yes,  yes!”  said  the  stock-jobber,  "loose  my  throat,  or 
you  will  choke  me!”  and,  at  that  instant,  Clarence  felt  himself 
clasped  by  the  invading  hands  of  Mrs.  Copperas. 

“Call  off  your  wife,”  said  he,  or  I will  choke  you!”  and  he 
tightened  his  hold,  "and  tell  her  to  give  me  the  pistols.” 

The  next  moment  Mrs.  Copperas  extended  the  debated  weapons 
towards  Clarence.  He  seized  them , flung,  in  bis  haste,  the  poor 
stock-jobber  against  the  bed-post,  hurried  down  stairs,  opened 
tbe  back  door  which  led  into  the  garden,  flew  across  the  intervening 
space,  arrived  at  the  door,  and  entering  Talbot’s  garden,  paused 
to  consider  what  was  the  next  step  to  be  taken. 

A person  equally  brave  as  Clarence,  but  more  cautious,  would 
not  have  left  the  house  without  alarming  Mr.  deWarens,  even  in 
spite  of  the  failure  with  his  master ; but  Linden  only  thought  of  the 
pressure  of  time,  and  the  necessity  of  expedition,  and  he  would 
have  been  a very  unworthy  hero  of  romance  had  he  felt  fear  for  two 
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antagooists,  with  a brace  of  pislols  at  his  command,  and  a high 
and  good  action  in  view. 

After  a brief,  bat  decisive,  halt,  he  proceeded  rapidly  round 
the  honse,  in  order  to  ascertain  at  which  part  the  ruffians  had  ad- 
mitted themselves,  shoull  they  (as,  indeed,  there  was  little 
doubt , ) have  already  effected  their  entrance. 

When  he  came  to  the  supper-room  windows,  which,  as  we 
have  before  had  occasion  to  remark,  were  on  the  ground-floor,  he 
perceived  that  the  shutters  had  been  opened,  and  through  the 
aperture  he  caught  the  glimpse  of  a moving  light  which  was  sud- 
denly obscured.  As  he  was  about  to  enter,  the  light  again  flashed 
out:  he  drew  back  just  in  time , carefully  screened  himself  behind 
the  shutter,  and,  through  one  of  the  chinks,  observed  what 
passed  within.  Opposite  to  the  window  was  a door  which  con- 
ducted to  the  ball  and  principal  staircase;  this  door  was  open,  and 
in  the  ball , at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  Clarence  saw  two  men , one 
carried  a dark  lantern , from  which  the  light  proceeded,  and  some 
tools,  of  the  nature  of  which  Clarence  was  naturally  ignorant:  this 
was  a middle^ized,  muscular  man,  dressed  in  the  rudest  garb  of 
an  ordinary  labourer;  the  other  was  much  taller  and  younger,  and 
his  dress  was  of  rather  a less  ignoble  fashion. 

“Hist!  hist!”  said  the  taller  one,  in  a low  tone,  “did  you 
nothear  a noise,  Ben?” 

“Not  a pin  fall;  but  stow  your  wbids,  man!” 

This  was  all  that  Clarence  beard  in  a connected  form ; but  as 
the  wretches  paused , in  evident  doubt  how  to  proceed,  be  caught 
two  or  three  detached  words , which  his  ingenuity  readily  formed 
into  sentences  “No,  no!  sleeps  to  the  left — old  man  above  — 
plate  chest  — we  must  have  the  blunt  too.  Come,  track  up  the 
dancers,  and  dowse  the  glim.”  And  at  the  last  words,  the  light 
was  extinguished,  and  Clarence’s  quick  and  thirsting  ear  just 
caught  their  first  steps  on  the  stairs  — they  died  away  — and  all 
was  hashed. 

It  had  several  times  occurred  to  Clarence  to  rush  from  his 
hiding-place,  and  fire  at  the  ruffians:  and  perhaps  that  measure 
would  have  been  the  wisest  he  could  have  taken ; but  Clarence  had 
never  discharged  a pistol  in  his  life,  and  he  felt,  therefore,  that 
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his  aim  must  be  uncertain  enough  to  render  a favourable  position 
and  a short  distance  essential  requisites.  Both  these  were,  at 
present,  denied  to  him;  and  although  he  saw  no  weapons  about 
the  persons  of  the  villains,  yet  he  imagined  they  would  not  have 
ventured  on  so  dangerous  an  expedition  without  fire-arms ; and  if 
be  failed,  as  would  have  been  most  probable,  in  his  two  shots, 
he  concluded  that,  though  the  alarm  would  be  given,  bis  own  fate 
would  be  inevitable. 

If  this  was  reasoning  upon  false  premises,  for  house-breakers 
seldom  or  never  carry  loaded  fire-arms,  and  never  stay  for  revenge, 
when  their  safety  demands  escape , Clarence  may  be  forgiven  for 
not  knowing  the  customs  of  house-breakers,  and  for  not  making 
the  very  best  of  an  extremely  novel  and  dangerous  situation. 

No  sooner  did  he  find  himself  in  total  darkness,  than  he  bitterly 
reproached  himself  for  bis  late  backwardness,  and,  inwardlyre- 
solving not  again  to  miss  any  opportunity  which  presented  itself, 
be  entered  the  window,  groped  along  the  room  into  the  hall,  and 
foundhis  way  very  slowly,  and  after  much  circumlocution,  to  the 
staircase. 

He  had  just  gained  the  summit,  when  a loud  cry  broke  upon 
the  stillness:  it  came  from  a distance,  and  was  instantly  hushed ; 
but  he  caught,  at  brief  intervals,  the  sound  of  angry  and  threaten- 
ing voices.  No  single  gleam  of  light  broke  the  darkness.  Cla- 
rence bent  down  anxiously,  in  the  hope  that  some  solitary  ray 
would  escape  through  the  crevice  of  the  door  within  whose  pre- 
cincts the  robbers  were  at  their  unholy  work.  But  though  the 
sounds  came  from  the  same  floor  as  that  on  which  he  now  trod, 
they  seemed  far  and  remote,  and  no  other  sense  but  that  of  hearing 
assisted  him  in  investigating  their  source. 

He  continued,  however,  to  feel  his  way  in  the  direction  from 
which  they  proceeded,  and  soon  found  himself  in  a narrow  gallery; 
the  voices  seemed  more  loud  and  near  as  he  advanced ; at  last  be 
distinctly  heard  the  words  — 

“Will  you  not  confess  where  it  is  placed?" 

“Indeed,  indeed,"  replied  an  eager  and  earnest  voice,  which 
Clarence  recognised  as  Talbot’s , “this  is  all  the  money  I have  in 
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the  house  — the  plate  is  above  — my  servaut  has  the  key  — take 
it — take  all  — but  save  his  life  and  mine.” 

‘‘None  of  your  gammon said  another  and  rougher  voice  than 
that  of  the  first  speaker;  “ we  know  you  have  more  blunt  than  this 
— a paltry  sum  of  fifty  pounds , indeed ! " 

“Hold!”  cried  the  other  ruffian,  “here  is  a picture  set  with 
diamonds , that  will  do , Ben.  Let  go  the  old  man." 

Clarence  was  now  just  at  hand , and  probably  from  a sudden 
change  in  the  position  of  (he  dark  lantern  within , a light  abruptly 
broke  frqm  beneath  the  door,  and  streamed  along  the  passage. 

“No,  no,  no!"  cried  the  old  man,  in  a loud  yet  tremulous 
voice  — “No,  not  that,  any  thing  else,  but  I will  defend  that 
with  my  life.” 

“Ben,  my  lad,”  said  the  ruflSan,  “ twist  the  old  fool’s  neck  : 
we  have  no  more  time  to  lose." 

At  that  very  moment  the  door  was  flung  violently  open,  and 
Clarence  Linden  stood  within  three  paces  of  the  reprobates  and 
(heir  prey.  The  taller  villain  had  a miniature  in  his  hand , and  the 
old  man  clung  to  his  legs  with  a convulsive  but  impotent  clasp ; the 
other  fellow  had  already  his  gripe  upon  Talbot’s  neck,  and  bis 
right  hand  grasped  a long  case-knife. 

With  a fierce  and  flashing  eye,  and  a cheek  deadly  pale  with 
internal  and  resolute  excitement,  Clarence  confronted  the  robbers. 

“I  thank  Heaven ,"  said  he,  very  slowly,  “that  I am  not  too 
late ! " And  advancing  yet  another  step  towards  the  shorter  ruffian, 
who , struck  mute  with  the  suddenness  of  the  apparition , still  re- 
tained bis  grasp  of  the  old  man , be  fired  bis  pistol , with  a steady 
and  close  aim ; the  ball  penetrated  the  wretch’s  brain , and , with- 
out sound  or  sigh , he  fell  down  dead , at  the  very  feet  of  his  just 
destroyer.  The  remaining  robber  had  already  meditated,  and  a 
second  more  sufficed  to  accomplish,  his  escape.  He  sprang 
towards  the  door : the  bail  whizzed  beside  him , but  touched  him 
not.  With  a safe  and  swift  step,  long  inured  to  darkness , be  fled 
along  the  passage ; and  Linden , satisfied  with  the  vengeance  he 
had  taken  upon  his  comrade,  did  not  harass  him  with  an  un- 
availing pursuit. 

.Clarence  turned  to  assist  Talbot.  The  old  man  was  stretched 
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apon  the  floor  insensible,  but  his  band  grasped  the  miniature 
which  the  plunderer  had  dropped  in  his  flight  and  terror,  and  his 
white  and  ashen  lip  was  pressed  convulsively  upon  the  recovered 
treasure. 

Linden  raised  and  placed  him  on  bis  bed,  and,  while  em- 
ployed in  attempting  to  revive  him,  the  ancient  domestic,  alarmed 
by  the  report  of  the  pistol , came , poker  in  hand , to  bis  assis- 
tance. 

By  little  and  little  they  recovered  the  object  of  their  attention. 

His  eyes  roiled  wildly  round  the  room , and  be  muttered  — 

“Off,  off!  ye  shall  not  rob  me  of  my  only  relic  of  her  — where 
is  it?  — have  you  got  it?  — my  miniature ! ” 

“It  is  here.  Sir,  it  is  here,"  said  the  old  servant,  “it  is  in 
your  own  band." 

Talbot’s  eye  fell  upon  it;  he  gazed  at  it  for  some  moments, 
pressed  it  to  his  iips , and  then,  sitting  erect,  and  looking  wildly 
round,  he  seemed  to  awaken  to  bis  late  danger  and  his  present 
deliverance. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

" Ab,  fleeter  far  than  fleetest  itorm  or  steed. 

Or  the  death  they  bear. 

The  heart  which  tender  thought  clothes  like  a dove , 

With  the  wings  of  rare! 

In  the  battle  — in  the  darkness  — in  the  need. 

Shall  mine  cling  to  thee! 

Nor  claim  one  smile  for  all  the  comfort,  love , 

It  may  bring  to  thee!" 

Shelley. 

LETTER  FROM  ALGERNON  MORDAUNT  TO  ISABEL 
ST.  LEGER. 

“Too  told  me  not  to  write  to  you.  You  know  how  long,  but 
not  bow  uselessly  I have  obeyed  you.  Bid  you  think , Isabel , that 
my  love  was  of  that  worldly  and  common  order  which  requires  a 
perpetual  aliment  to  support  it?  Did  you  think  that,  if  you  forbade 
the  stream  to  flow  visibly,  its  sources  would  be  exhausted , and  its 
channel  dried  up?  This  may  be  the  passion  of  others,  it  is  not 
mine.  Months  have  passed  since  we  parted , and  since  then  you 
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have  not  seen  me : this  letter  is  the  flrst  token  you  have  received 
from  a remembrance  which  cannot  die.  But  do  yon  think  that  I 
have  not  watched , and  tended  upon  yon , and  gladdened  my  eyes 
with  gazing  on  your  bcanty,  when  you  have  not  dreamt  that  I was 
by?  Ah , Isabel , your  heart  should  have  told  you  of  it  — mine 
would , had  you  been  so  near  me ! 

“You  receive  no  letters  from  me , It  is  true  — think  you  that 
my  hand  and  heart  are  therefore  idle?  No.  I write  to  you  a thou- 
sand burning  lines : 1 pour  out  my  soul  to  you : I tell  you  of  all  I 
suffer : my  thoughts , my  actions , my  very  dreams , are  all  traced 
upon  the  paper.  I send  them  not  to  you , but  I read  them  over  and 
over,  and  when  I come  to  your  name , I pause , and  shut  my  eyes, 
and  then ‘Fancy  has  her  power,’  audio!  ‘you  are  by  my  side!’ 

“ Isabel , our  love  has  not  been  a holiday  and  joyous  sentiment. 
We  nursed  it  in  secrecy,  and  it  grew  the  stronger  for  concealment. 
We  have  bad  few  glimpses  of  sunshine,  and  but  brief  intervals  of 
hope ; but  as  a mother  cherishes  the  child  whom  others  despise, 
so  in  all  our  sorrows  we  turn  to  our  only  treasure;  and  while  we 
nurtured  it  with  hidden  tears , we  found  in  the  very  cause  of  our 
sadness  the  very  strength  of  our  consolation.  It  has  often  seemed 
to  me  a fatality,  that  of  all  men  you  should  have  loved  me,  for  you 
were  surrounded  with  many  younger  and  fairer,  and  richer  in 
earth’s  graces , and  in  all  the  honied  tones  and  smiles 

'Which  maideiii  dream  of  when  they  rauie  on  love.’ 

“But  now  that  you  have  loved  me,  it  comes  to  me  with  the 
force  of  truth  that  our  fates  cannot  be  dissevered,  that  our  vows 
are  registered , and  our  union  ordained  — for  others  have  many 
objects  to  distract  and  occupy  the  thoughts  which  are  once  for- 
bidden a single  direction,  but  we  have  none.  The  world  to  you 
has  only  cold  hearts  and  distant  tics;  and  every  thing  around  you 
repels  and  points  your  affections , your  feelings , your  hopes , your 
recollections  within , and  / am  not  what  men  love,  nor  for  whom 
men’s  common  objects  have  interest  or  charm.  You  are  to  me 
everything.  Pleasure,  splendour,  ambition,  ail  are  merged  into 
one  great  and  eternal  thought,  and  that  is  you! 

“ Others  have  told  me , and  I believed  them , that  I was  hard, 
and  cold , and  stern  — so  perhaps  I was  before  I knew  you , but 
Tkt  Uitoicned.  g 
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DOW  I am  weaker  and  softer  than  a child.  There  is  a stone  which 
is  of  all  the  hardest  and  the  chillest,  hut  when  once  set  on  fire  it  is 
unquenchable.  You  smile  at  my  image,  perhaps,  and  1 should, 
if  I saw  it  in  the  writing  of  another;  for  all  that  1 have  ridiculed  in 
romance,  as  exaggerated,  seems  now  to  me  too  cool  and  too  com 
monplace  for  reality. 

“ But  this  is  not  what  I meant  to  write  to  you ; you  are  ill, 
dearest  and  noblest  Isabel,  you  are  ill ! lam  the  cause , and  you 
conceal  it  from  me ; and  yon  would  rather  pine  away  and  die  than 
suffer  m e to  lose  one  of  those  worldly  advantages  which  are  in  m y 
eyes  but  as  dust  in  the  balance  — it  is  in  vain  to  deny  it.  I beard 
from  others  of  your  impaired  health ; I have  witnessed  it  myself. 
Do  you  remember  last  night,  when  you  were  in  the  room  with  your 
relations , and  they  made  you  sing  — a song  too  which  you  used  to 
sing  to  me , and  when  you  came  to  the  second  stanza  your  voice 
failed  you,  and  you  burst  into  tears,  and  they,  instead  of  soo- 
thing , reproached  and  chid  yon , and  yon  answered  not , but  wept 
on?  Isabel,  do  you  remember  that  a sound  was  heard  at  the 
window,  and  a groan?  Even  they  were  startled , but  they  thought 
it  was  the  wind , for  the  night  was  dark  and  stormy,  and  they  saw 
not  that  it  was  / — yes,  my  devoted,  my  generous  love,  it  was  I 
who  gazed  upon  you , and  from  whose  heart  that  voice  of  anguish 
was  wrung;  and  I saw  your  cheek  was  pale  and  thin , and  that  the 
canker  at  the  core  had  preyed  upon  the  blossom. 

“ Think  you , after  this , that  I could  keep  silence  or  obey  your 
request?  No,  dearest,  no!  Is  not  my  happiness  your  object? 
I have  the  vanity  to  believe  so;  and  am  I not  the  best  judge  how 
that  happiness  is  to  be  secured?  I tell  you , I say  it  calmly,  coldly, 
dispassionately  — not  from  the  imagination , not  even  from  the 
heart,  but  solely  from  the  reason  — thatl  can  bear  every  thing 
rather  than  the  loss  of  you;  and  that  if  the  evil  of  my  love  scathe 
and  destroy  you , I shall  consider  and  corse  myself  as  your  mur- 
derer! Save  me  from  this  extreme  of  misery,  my  — yes,  my 
Isabel ! I shall  be  at  the  copse  where  we  have  so  often  met  before, 
to-morrow,  at  noon.  You  will  meet  me;  and  if  I cannot  con- 
vince you,  I will  not  ask  you  to  be  persuaded. 

A.  M.” 
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And  Isabel  read  this  letter,  and  placed  it  at  her  heart , and  felt 
less  miserable  than  she  had  done  for  months;  for,  though  she 
wept,  there  was  sweetness  in  the  tears  which  the  assurance  of  his 
love,  and  the  tenderness  of  his  remonstrance,  had  called  forth. 
She  met  him  — how  could  she  refuse?  and  the  struggle  was  past. 
Though  not  “convinced,”  she  was  “persuaded;”  for  her  heart, 
which  refused  his  reasonings,  melted  at  his  reproaches  and  his 
grief.  But  she  would  not  consent  to  unite  her  fate  with  him  at 
once , for  the  evils  of  that  step  to  his  interests  were  immediate  and 
near;  she  was  only  persuaded  to  permit  their  correspondence  and 
occasional  meetings , in  which , however  imprudent  they  might  be 
for  herself,  the  disadvantages  to  her  lover  were  distant  and  remote. 
It  was  of  him  only  that  she  thought : for  him  she  trembled ; for  him 
she  was  the  coward  and  the  woman : for  herself  she  had  no  fears, 
and  no  forethought. 

And  Algernon  was  worthy  of  this  devoted  love , and  returned  it 
as  it  was  given.  Man’s  love , in  general , is  a selfish  and  exacting 
sentiment : it  demands  every  sacrifice , and  refuses  all.  But  the 
nature  of  Mordaunt  was  essentially  high  and  disinterested , and  his 
honour,  like  his  love,  was  not  that  of  the  world:  it  was  the 
ethereal  and  spotless  honour  of  a lofty  and  generous  mind , the 
honour  which  custom  can  neither  give  nor  take  away;  and,  how- 
ever impatiently  he  bore  the  deferring  of  an  union,  in  which  he 
deemed  himself  could  be  the  only  sufferer,  he  would  not  have 
uttered  a sigh  or  urged  a prayer  for  that  union , could  it,  in  the 
minutest  or  remotest  degree , have  injured  or  degraded  her. 

These  are  the  hearts  and  natures  which  make  life  beautiful : 
these  are  the  shrines  which  sanctify  love:  these  are  the  diviner 
spirits  for  whom  there  is  kindred  and  commune  with  every  thing 
exalted  and  holy  in  heaven  and  earth.  For  them.  Nature  unfolds 
her  hoarded  poetry,  and  her  hidden  spells : for  their  steps  are  the 
lonely  mountains,  and  the  still  woods  have  a murmur  for  their 
ears : for  them  there  is  strange  music  in  the  wave,  and  in  the  whis- 
pers of  the  light  leaves,  and  rapture  in  the  voices  of  the  birds:  their 
souls  drink , and  are  saturated  with  the  mysteries  of  the  Universal 
Spirit , which  the  philosophy  of  old  times  believed  to  be  God  him- 
self. They  look  upon  the  sky  with  a gifted  vision , and  its  dove- 
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like  quiet  descends  and  overshadows  their  hearts : the  Moon  and 
the  Night  are  to  them  wells  of  Castalian  inspiration  and  golden 
dreams;  and  it  was  one  of  them,  who,  gazing  upon  the  Evening 
Star,  felt  in  the  inmost  sanctuary  of  his  soul,  its  mysterious  har- 
monies with  his  most  worshipped  hope,  bis  most  passionate  desire, 
and  dedicated  it  to  — Love. 

CHAPTER  XX. 

Maria.  — Here’i  the  brave  old  man’s  love. 

Bianca.  — That  loves  the  yonng  man. 

The  Woman' $ Prise ; or,  the  Tamer  lamed. 

“No,  my  dear  Clarence,  you  have  placed  confidence  in  me, 
and  it  is  now  my  duty  to  return  it ; you  have  told  me  your  history 
and  origin , and  I will  inform  you  of  mine,  but  not  yet.  At  pre- 
sent we  will  talk  of  you.  You  have  conferred  upon  me  what  our 
universal  love  of  life  makes  us  regard  as  the  greatest  of  human 
obligations;  and  though  I can  bear  a large  burden  of  gratitude, 
yet  I must  throw  off  an  atom  or  two , in  using  my  little  power  in 
your  behalf.  Nor  is  this  all:  your  history  has  also  given  you 
another  tie  upon  my  heart,  and  in  granting  you  a legitimate  title 
to  my  good  offices , removes  any  scruple  you  might  otherwise  have 
had  in  accepting  them. 

“I  have  just  received  this  letter  from  Lord — , the  minister 
for  foreign  affairs:  you  will  see  that  he  has  appointed  you  to  the 
office  of  attachd  at  — . You  will  also  oblige  me  by  looking 
over  this  other  letter  at  your  earliest  convenience;  the  trifling  sum 
which  it  contains  will  be  repeated  every  quarter : it  will  do  very 
well  for  an  attachd:  when  you  are  an  ambassador,  why,  we 
must  equip  you  by  a mortgage  on  Scarsdale;  and  now,  my  dear 
Clarence,  tell  me  all  about  the  Copperases.” 

I need  not  say  who  was  the  speaker  of  the  above  sentences : 
sentences,  apparently  of  a very  agreeable  nature;  nevertheless, 
Clarence  seemed  to  think  otherwise,  for  the  tears  gushed  into  his 
eyes,  and  he  was  unable  for  several  moments  to  reply. 

“Come,  my  young  friend,”  said  Talbot,  kindly;  “I  have  no 
near  relations  among  whom  I can  choose  a son  I like  better  Uian 
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yoa , nor  yon  any  at  present  from  whom  you  might  select  a more 
desirable  father:  consequently,  you  must  let  me  look  upon  yon  as 
my  own  flesh  and  blood ; and , as  I intend  to  be  a very  strict  and 
peremptory  father,  I expect  the  most  silent  and  scrupulous  obe- 
dience to  my  commands.  My  first  parental  order  to  you  is  to  put 
up  those  papers , and  to  say  nothing  more  about  them ; for  I have 
a great  deal  to  talk  to  you  about  upon  other  subjects.” 

And  by  these  and  similar  kind-hearted  and  delicate  remon- 
strances, the  old  man  gained  his  point.  From  that  moment  Cla- 
rence looked  upon  him  with  the  grateful  and  venerating  love  of  a 
son;  and  I question  very  much,  if  Talbot  had  really  been  the 
father  of  our  hero,  whether  he  would  have  liked  so  handsome  a 
successor  half  so  well. 

The  day  after  this  arrangement,  Clarence  paid  his  debt  to  the 
Copperases,  and  removed  to  Talbot’s  house.  With  this  event 
commenced  a new  era  in  his  existence : he  was  no  longer  an  out- 
cast and  a wanderer : out  of  alien  ties  he  had  wrought  the  link  of  a 
close  and  even  paternal  friendship : life , brilliant  in  its  prospects, 
and  elevated  in  its  ascent , opened  flatteringly  before  bim ; and  the 
fortune  and  courage,  which  had  so  well  provided  for  the  present, 
were  the  best  omens  and  auguries  for  the  future. 

One  evening,  when  the  opening  autumn  had  made  its  ap- 
proaches felt,  and  Linden  and  his  new  parent  were  seated  alone  by 
a blazing  fire,  and  had  come  to  a full  pause  in  their  conversation, 
Talbot,  shading  his  face  with  the  friendly  pages  of  the  “Whitehall 
Evening  Paper,”  as  if  to  protect  it  from  the  heat,  said  — 

“I  told  you,  the  other  day,  that  I would  give  you,  at  some 
early  opportunity,  a brief  sketch  of  my  life.  This  confidence  is 
due  to  you  in  return  for  yours ; and  since  you  wUl  soon  leave  me, 
and  I am  an  old  man,  whose  life  no  prudent  calculation  can  fix,  I 
may  as  well  choose  the  present  time  to  favour  you  vrtth  my  con- 
fessions.” 

Clarence  expressed  and  looked  his  interest,  and  the  old  mao 
thus  commenced. 
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THE  HISTORY  OF  A VAIN  MAN. 

“I  WAS  the  favoarite  of  my  parents,  for  I was  quick  at  my 
lessons,  and  my  father  said  I inherited  my  genius  from  him ; and 
comely  in  my  person,  and  my  good  looks,  said  my  mother,  came 
from  her.  So  the  honest  pair  saw  in  their  eldest  son  the  union  of 
their  own  attractions,  and  thought  they  were  making  much  of 
themselves  when  they  lavished  their  caresses  upon  me.  They  had 
another  son,  poor  Arthur  — I think  I see  him  now!  He  was  a 
shy,  quiet,  subdued  boy,  of  a very  plain  personal  appearance. 
My  father  and  mother  were  vain,  shewy,  ambitious  people  of  the 
world,  and  they  were  as  ashamed  of  my  brother  as  they  were  proud 
of  myself.  However,  he  afterwards  entered  the  army,  and  dis- 
tinguished himself  highly.  He  died  in  battle,  leaving  an  only 
daughter,  who  married,  as  you  know,  a nobleman  of  high 
rank.  Her  subsequent  fate  it  is  now  needless  to  relate. 

“Petted  and  pampered  from  my  childhood,  I grew  up  with  a 
profound  belief  in  my  own  excellencies,  and  a feverish  and  irrita- 
ting desire  to  impress  every  one  who  came  in  my  way  with  the  same 
idea.  There  is  a sentence  in  Sir  William  Temple,  which  I have 
often  thought  of  with  a painful  conviction  of  its  truth : ‘A  restless- 
ness in  men’s  minds  to  be  something  they  are  not,  and  to  have 
something  they  have  not,  is  the  root  of  all  immorality.’*  At 
school,  I was  confessedly  the  cleverest  boy  in  my  remove;  and, 
what  I valued  equally  as  much , I was  the  best  cricketer  of  the  best 
eleven.  Here  then,  you  will  say  my  vanity  was  satisfied  — no 
such  thing!  There  was  a boy  who  shared  my  room , and  was  next 
me  in  the  school;  we  were,  therefore,  always  thrown  together. 
He  was  a great,  stupid,  lubberly  cub,  equally  ridiculed  by  the 
masters,  and  disliked  by  the  boys:  will  you  believe  that  this  indi- 
vidual was  the  express  and  almost  sole  object  of  my  envy?  He 
was  more  than  my  rival,  he  was  my  superior;  and  I bated  him 
with  all  the  unleavened  bitterness  of  my  soul. 

“I  have  said  he  was  my  superior  — it  was  in  one  thing.  He 
could  balance  a stick,  nay,  a cricket-bat,  a poker,  upon  bis  chin, 
and  I could  not;  you  laugh,  and  so  can  1 now,  but  it  was  no  sub- 

* And  of  all  good.  — Antlior. 
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ject  of  laughter  to  me  then.  This  circumstance,  trifling  as  it  may 
appear  to  you,  poisoned  my  enjoymenU  The  boy  saw  my  envy, 
for  I could  not  conceal  it;  and  as  all  fools  are  malicious,  and  most 
fools  ostentations , he  took  a particular  pride  and  pleasure  in  dis- 
playing his  dexterity,  and  'showing off’ my  discontent.  Toucan 
form  no  idea  of  the  extent  to  which  this  petty  insolence  vexed  and 
disquieted  me.  Even  in  my  sleep , the  clumsy  and  grinning  fea- 
tures of  this  tormenting  imp  haunted  me  like  a spectre ; my  visions 
were  nothing  but  chins  and  cricket-bats;  — walking  sticks, 
sustaining  themselves  upon  human  excrescences,  and  pokers 
dancing  a hornpipe  upon  the  tip  of  a nose.  1 assure  you  Uiat  I 
have  spent  hours  in  secret  seclusion , practising  to  rival  my  hated 
comrade,  and  my  face  — see  how  one  vanity  quarrels  with  another 
— was  Uttle  better  than  a map  of  bruises  and  discolorations. 

“I  actually  became  so  uncomfortable  as  to  write  home,  and 
request  to  leave  the  school.  I was  then  about  sixteen,  and  my 
indulgent  father,  in  granting  my  desire,  told  me  that  I was  too 
old  and  too  advanced  in  my  learning  to  go  to  any  other  academic 
establishment  than  the  University.  The  day  before  I left  the  school, 
I gave , as  was  usually  the  custom,  a breakfast  to  all  my  friends ; 
the  circumstance  of  my  tormentor’s  sharing  my  room  obliged  me  to 
invite  him  among  the  rest.  However,  1 was  in  high  spirits,  and 
being  an  universal  favourite  with  my  schoolfellows , I succeeded 
in  what  was  always  to  me  an  object  of  social  ambition,  and  set  the 
table  on  a roar;  yet,  when  our  festival  was  nearly  expired,  and  I 
began  to  allude  more  particularly  to  my  approaching  departure,  my 
vanity  was  far  more  gratified,  for  my  feelings  were  far  more 
touched,  by  observing  the  regret,  and  receiving  the  good  wishes, 
of  all  my  companions.  I still  recall  that  hour  as  one  of  the  proudest 
and  happiest  of  my  life : but  it  had  its  immediate  reverse.  My  evil 
demon  put  it  into  my  tormentor’s  bead  to  give  me  one  last  parting 
pang  of  jealousy.  A large  umbrella  happened  accidentally  to  be 
in  my  room;  Crompton,  such  was  my  schoolfellow’s  name , saw 
and  seized  it  — 'Look,  Talbot,’  said  he  with  bis  taunting  and 
hideous  sneer,  'you  can’t  do  this;’  and  placing  the  point  of  the 
umbrella  upon  his  forehead,  just  above  the  eyebrow,  be  performed 
various  antics  round  the  room. 
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“At  that  moment  1 was  standing  by  the  fire-place,  and  con- 
versing with  two  boys  upon  whom , above  all  others , I wished  to 
leave  a favonrable  impression.  My  foolish  soreness  on  this  one 
subject  had  been  often  remarked,  and  as  I tamed,  in  abrupt  and 
awkward  discomposure,  from  the  exhibition,  I observed  my  two 
schoolfellows  smile,  and  exchange  looks.  I am  not  naturally  pas- 
sionate, and  even  at  that  age  I had,  in  ordinary  cases,  great  self- 
command;  but  this  observation,  and  the  cause  which  led  to  it, 
threw  me  off  my  guard.  Whenever  we  are  utterly  under  the  com- 
mand of  one  feeling,  we  cannot  be  said  to  have  our  reason:  at 
that  instant  I literally  believe  I was  beside  myself.  What!  in  the 
very  flush  of  the  last  triumph  that  that  scene  would  ever  afford  me ; 
amidst  the  last  regrets  of  my  early  friends,  to  whom  I fondly  hoped 
to  bequeath  a long  and  brilliant  remembrance,  to  be  thus  bearded 
by  a contemptible  rival,  and  triumphed  over  by  a pitiful,  yet  insult- 
ing, superiority;  to  close  my  condolences  with  laughter;  to  have 
the  final  solemnity  of  my  career  thus  terminating  in  mockery;  and 
ridicule  substituted  as  an  nltimate  reminiscence  in  the  place  of  an 
admiring  regret;  all  this,  too,  to  be  effected  by  one  so  long  hated, 
one  whom  I was  the  only  being  forbidden  the  comparative  happi- 
ness of  despising?  I could  not  brook  it ; the  insult  — the  insulter 
were  too  revolting.  As  the  unhappy  buffoon  approached  me, 
thrusting  his  distorted  face  towards  mine,  I seised  and  pushed 
him  aside,  with  a brief  curse,  and  a violent  hand.  The  sharp 
point  of  the  umbrella  slipped;  my  action  gave  it  impetus  and 
weight;  it  penetrated  his  eye,  and  — spare  me,  spare  me  the 
rest.”* 

The  old  man  bent  down,  and  paused  for  a few  moments  before 
he  resumed. 

“ Crompton  lost  his  eye,  bat  my  punishment  was  as  severe  as 
his.  People  who  are  very  vain  are  usually  equally  susceptible, 
and  they  who  feel  one  thing  acutely  will  so  feel  another.  For  years, 
ay , for  many  years  afterwards , the  recollection  of  my  folly  goaded 
me  with  the  bitterest  and  most  unceasing  remorse.  Had  I com- 

* Tbit  initance  of  vanity,  and  indeed  the  whole  of  Talbot’i  hittory, 
U literally  from  facts. 
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mitted  murder,  my  conscience  could  scarce  have  afflicted  me  more 
severely.  I did  not  regain  my  self-esteem , till  1 had  repaired  the 
injury  I had  done.  Long  after  that  time,  Crompton  was  in  prison, 
in  great  and  overwhelming  distress.  1 impoverished  myself  to 
release  him ; I sustained  him  and  his  famiiy  till  fortune  rendered 
my  assistance  no  longer  necessary;  and  no  triumphs  were  ever 
more  sweet  to  me  than  the  sacriQces  I was  forced  to  submit  to , in 
order  to  restore  him  to  prosperity. 

“It  is  natural  to  hope  that  this  accident  had  at  least  the  effect 
of  curing  me  of  my  fault ; but  it  requires  philosophy  in  yourself, 
or  your  advisers,  to  render  remorse  of  future  avail.  How  could  I 
amend  my  fault,  when  I was  not  even  aware  of  it?  — Smarting 
under  the  effects , I investigated  not  the  cause . and  I attributed  to 
irascibility , and  vindictiveness , what  had  a deeper  and  more  dan- 
gerous origin. 

“At  college,  in  spite  of  ail  my  advantages  of  birth,  fortune, 
health,  and  inteilectual  acquirements , I had  many  things  besides 
the  one  enemy  of  remorse  to  corrode  my  tranquillity  of  mind.  1 
was  sure  to  find  some  one  to  excel  me  in  something,  and  this  was 
enough  to  embitter  my  peace.  Our  living  Goldsmith  is  my  favourite 
poet,  and  I perhaps  insensibly  venerate  the  genius  the  more 
because  I find  something  congenial  in  the  infirmities  of  the  man. 
/ can  fully  credit  the  anecdotes  recorded  of  him.  I too  could  once 
have  been  jealous  of  a puppet  handling  a spontoon ; / too  could 
once  have  been  miserable  if  two  ladies  at  the  theatre  were  more  the 
objects  of  attention  than  myself ! You,  Clarence,  will  not  despise 
me  for  this  confession;  those  who  knew  me  less  would.  Fools! 
there  is  no  man  so  great  as  not  to  have  some  littleness  more  predo- 
minant than  ali  his  greatness.  Our  virtues  are  the  dupes , and 
often  only  the  playthings , of  our  follies ! 

“I  entered  the  world  — with  what  advantages,  and  what  avi- 
dity ! — I smile,  but  it  is  mournfully,  in  looking  back  to  that  day. 
Though  rich,  high-bom,  and  good-looking,  I possessed  not  one 
of  these  three  qualities  in  that  eminence  which  could  alone  satisfy 
my  love  of  superiority,  and  desire  of  effect.  I knew  this  somewhat 
humiliating  troth,  for,  though  vain,  I was  not  conceited.  Vanity, 
indeed,  is  the  very  antidote  to  conceit;  for  while  the  former  makes 
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us  all  nerve  to  the  opinion  of  others,  the  latter  is  perfectly  satis> 
fied  with  its  opinion  of  itself. 

“I  knew  this  truth , and  as  Pope , if  he  could  not  be  the  great- 
est of  poets,  resolved  to  be  the  most  correct,  sol  strove,  since  1 
could  not  be  the  baudsomest,  the  wealthiest,  and  the  noblest  of 
my  contemporaries,  to  excel  them , at  least,  in  the  grace  and  con- 
summatcness  of  manner;  and  in  this,  after  incredible  pains,  after 
diligent  apprenticeship  in  the  world,  and  intense  study  in  the 
closet,  I at  last  flattered  myself  that  I had  succeeded.  Of  all 
success , while  we  are  yet  in  the  flush  of  youth , and  its  capacities 
of  enjoyment,  I can  imagine  none  more  intoxicating  or  gratifying 
than  the  success  of  society,  and  I had  certainly  some  years  of  its 
triumph  and  dclat.  I was  courted,  followed,  flattered,  and 
sought  by  the  most  envied  and  fastidious  circles  in  England , and 
even  in  Paris ; for  society , so  indifferent  to  those  who  disdain  it, 
overwhelms  with  its  gratitude  — profuse  though  brief  — those  who 
devote  themselves  to  its  amusement.  The  victim  to  sameness  and 
ennui,  it  offers,  like  the  palled  and  luxurious  Roman , a reward 
for  a new  pleasure;  and,  as  long  as  our  industry  or  talent  can 
afford  it,  the  reward  is  ours.  At  that  time , then , I reaped  the  full 
harvest  of  my  exertions ; the  disappointment  and  vexation  were 
of  later  date. 

“ I now  come  to  the  great  era  of  my  life  — Love.  Among  my 
acquaintance , was  Lady  Mary  Walden , a widow  of  high  birth, 
and  noble,  though  not  powerful  connexions.  She  lived  about 
twenty  miles  from  London,  in  a beautiful  retreat;  and,  though 
not  rich,  her  Jointure,  rendered  ample  by  economy , enabled  her 
to  indulge  her  love  of  society.  Her  house  was  always  as  full  as 
its  size  would  permit,  and  I was  among  the  most  welcome  of  its 
visitors.  She  had  an  only  daughter  — even  now , through  the  dim 
mists  of  years , that  beautiful  and  fairy  form  rises  still  and  sbining 
before  me,  undimmed  by  sorrow,  unfaded  by  time.  Caroline 
Walden  was  the  object  of  general  admiration , and  her  mother , 
who  attributed  the  avidity  with  which  her  invitations  were  accepted 
by  all  the  wits  and  dl  d g a n t s of  the  day  to  the  charms  of  her  own 
conversation,  little  suspected  the  face  and  wit  of  her  daughter  to 
be  the  magnet  of  attraction.  I had  no  idea  at  that  time  of  marriage. 
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still  less  could  I have  entertained  such  a notion , unless  the  step 
had  greatly  exalted  my  rank  and  prospects. 

“The  poor  and  powerless  Caroline  Walden  was  therefore  the 
last  person  for  whom  I had  what  the  jargon  of  mothers  terms 
‘ serious  intentions.’  However,  I was  struck  with  her  exceeding 
loveliness,  and  amused  by  the  vivacity  of  her  manners;  moreover 
my  vanity  was  excited  by  the  hope  of  distancing  all  my  competitors 
for  the  smiles  of  the  young  beauty.  Accordingly  I laid  myself  out 
to  please,  and  neglected  none  of  those  subtle  and  almost  secret 
attentions  which,  of  all  flatteries , are  the  most  delicate  and  suc- 
cessful: and  I succeeded.  Caroline  loved  me  with  all  the  earn- 
estness and  devotion  which  characterize  the  love  of  woman.  It 
never  occurred  to  her  that  I was  only  trifling  with  those  affections 
which  it  seemed  so  ardently  my  intention  to  win.  She  knew  that 
my  fortune  was  large  enough  to  dispense  with  the  necessity  of 
fortune  with  my  wife , and  in  birth  she  would  have  equalled  men 
of  greater  pretensions  to  myself;  added  to  this,  long  adulation 
had  made  her  sensible,  though  not  vain,  of  her  attractions,  and 
she  listened  with  a credulous  ear  to  the  insinuated  flatteries  I was 
so  well  accustomed  to  instil. 

“Never  shall  I forget  — no,  though  I double  my  present 
years  — the  shock,  the  wildness  of  despair  with  which  she  first 
detected  the  selfishness  of  my  homage;  with  which  she  saw  that  I 
had  only  mocked  her  trusting  simplicity;  and  that  while  she  had 
been  lavishing  the  richest  treasures  of  her  heart  before  the  burning 
altars  of  Love,  my  idol  bad  been  Vanity,  and  my  offerings  deceit. 
She  tore  herself  from  the  profanation  of  my  grasp ; she  shrouded 
herself  from  my  presence.  All  interviews  with  me  were  rejected ; 
ail  my  letters  returned  to  me  unopened;  and  though,  in  the  re- 
pentance of  my  heart,  I entreated , I urged  her  to  accept  vows  that 
were  no  longer  insincere,  her  pride  became  her  punishment,  as 
well  as  my  own.  In  a moment  of  bitter  and  desperate  feeling, 
she  accepted  the  offers  of  another , and  made  the  marriage  bond  a 
fatal  and  irrevocable  barrier  to  our  reconciliation  and  onion. 

“Ob!  bow  1 DOW  cursed  my  infatuation;  bow  passionately  I 
recalled  tbc  past ! how  coldly  I turned  from  the  hollow  and  false 
.world,  to  whose  service  I had  sacrificed  my  happiness,  to  muse 
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and  madden  over  the  prospects  I had  destroyed,  and  the  loving 
and  noble  heart  I had  rejected ! Alas ! after  all , what  is  so  nn- 
gratefnl  as  that  world  for  which  we  renonnce  so  much?  Its  votaries 
resemble  the  GymnosopbisUe  of  old,  and  while  they  profess  to 
make  their  chief  end  pleasure , we  can  only  learn  that  they  expose 
themselves  to  every  torture  and  every  pain ! 

“Lord  Merton,  the  man  whom  Caroline  now  called  husband, 
was  among  the  wealthiest  and  most  dissipated  of  his  order;  and 
two  years  after  our  separation  I met  once  more  with  the  victim  of 
roy  unworthiness,  blazing  in  ‘the  full  front’  of  courtly  splendour ! 
the  leader  of  its  gaieties,  and  the  cynosure  of  her  followers.  In- 
timate with  the  same  cociety,  we  were  perpetually  cast  together, 
and  Caroline  was  proud  of  displaying  the  indifference  towards  me, 
which,  if  she  felt  not,  she  had  at  least  learnt  artfully  to  assume. 
This  indifference  was  her  ruin.  The  depths  of  my  evil  passion 
were  again  sounded  and  aroused,  and  I resolved  yet  to  humble 
the  pride  and  conquer  the  coldness  which  galled  to  the  very  quick 
the  morbid  acuteness  of  my  self-love.  I again  attached  myself  to 
her  train  — I bowed  myself  to  the  very  dust  before  her.  ~^at  to 
me  were  her  chilling  reply  and  disdainful  civilities?  — only  still 
stronger  excitements  to  persevere. 

“I  spare  you  and  myself  the  gradual  progress  of  my  schemes. 
A woman  may  recover  her  first  passion,  it  is  true;  but  then  she 
roust  replace  it  wiUi  another.  That  other  was  denied  to  Caroline : 
she  had  not  even  children  to  engross  her  thoughts  and  to  occupy 
her  prodigal  affections;  and  the  gay  world,  which  to  many  becomes 
an  object,  was  to  her  only  an  escape. 

“Clarence,  my  triumph  came ! Lady  Walden  (who  had  never 
known  oor  secret)  invited  me  to  her  house : Caroline  was  there. 
In  the  same  spot  where  we  had  so  often  stood  before,  and  in  which 
her  earliest  affections  were  insensibly  breathed  away , in  that  same 
spot,  my  arms  encircled  her,  and  I drew  from  her  colourless  and 
trembling  lips  the  confession  of  her  weakness,  the  restored  and 
pervading  power  of  my  remembrance. 

“But  Caroline  was  a proud  and  virtnous  woman : even  while 
her  heart  betrayed  her,  her  mind  resisted ; and  in  the  very  avowal 
of  her  nnconqnered  attachment,  she  renounced  and  discarded  me 
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forever.  1 was  not  aa  ungeneroas , though  a vain,  man;  hntmj 
generosity  was  wayward,  tainted  and  imperfect.  I could  have 
borne  a separation ; I could  have  severed  myself  from  her;  I could 
have  down  to  the  uppermost  parts  of  the  earth ; I could  have 
hoarded  there  my  secret,  yet  unextinguished,  love,  and  never  dis- 
turbed her  quiet  by  a murmur;  but  then  the  fiat  of  separation  must 
have  come  from  me!  My  vanity  could  not  bearcat  her  lips 
should  reject  me;  that  my  part  was  not  to  be  the  nobility  of  sa- 
crifice, but  the  submission  of  resignation.  However,  my  better 
feelings  were  aroused,  and  though  I could  not  stifle,  I concealed 
my  selfish  repinings.  We  parted : she  returned  to  town , I buried 
myself  in  the  country ; and , amidst  the  literary  studies  to  which, 
though  by  fits  and  starts,  1 was  passionately  devoted,  I en- 
deavoured to  forget  my  ominous  and  guilty  love. 

“But  I was  Uien  too  closely  bound  to  the  world  not  to  be  per- 
petually reminded  of  its  events.  My  retreat  was  thronged  with 
occasional  migrators  from  London ; my  books  were  mingled  with 
the  news  and  scandal  of  the  day.  All  spoke  to  me  of  Lady  Merton ; 
not  as  I loved  to  picture  her  to  myself,  pale  and  sorrowful,  and 
brooding  over  my  image;  but  gay,  dissipated,  the  dispenser  of 
smiles,  the  prototype  and  deity  of  joy.  I contrasted  this  account 
of  her  with  the  melancholy  and  gloom  of  my  own  feelings,  and  I 
resented , as  an  insult  to  myself,  that  which  I ought  to  have  re- 
joiced  at,  as  an  engrossment  of  reflection,  for  her. 

“In  this  angry  and  fretful  mood,  I returned  to  London.  My 
empire  was  soon  resumed;  and  now,  Linden,  comes  the  most 
sickening  part  of  my  confessions.  Vanity  is  a growing  and  insatiable 
disease:  what  seems  to  its  desires  as  wealth  to-day,  to-morrow 
it  rejects  as  poverty.  I was  at  first  contented  to  know  that  I was 
beloved;  by  degrees,  slow,  yet  sore,  I desired  that  others  should 
know  it  also.  I longed  to  ^splay  my  power  over  the  celebrated 
and  courted  Lady  Merton ; and  to  pot  the  last  crown  to  my  repu- 
ution  and  importance.  The  envy  of  others  is  the  food  of  our  own 
self-love.  Oh,  you  know  not,  you  dream  not,  of  the  galling 
mortifications  to  which  a proud  woman,  whose  love  commands 
her  pride,  is  subjected!  I imposed  upon  Caroline  *ne  most 
humiliating,  the  most  painful  tasks;  I would  allow  her  to  see 
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none  bat  those  I pleased ; to  go  to  no  place  where  I withheld  iny 
consent ; and  1 hesitated  not  to  exert  and  testify  my  power  over  bei 
afTeclions,  in  proportion  to  the  publicity  of  the  opportunity. 

‘*Tet,  with  all  this  littleness,  would  you  believe  that  I loved 
Caroline  with  the  most  ardent  and  engrossing,  passion?  I have 
paused  behind  her,  in  order  to  kiss  the  ground  she  trod  on; 
I have  staid  whole  nights  beneath  her  window,  to  catch  one  glimpse 
of  her  passing  form , even  though  1 bad  spent  hours  of  the  day- 
time in  her  society ; and , tbongh  my  love  burned  and  consumed 
me,  like  a fire,  I would  not  breathe  a single  wish  against  her 
innocence , or  take  advantage  of  my  power  to  accomplish  what  I 
knew,  lYom  her  virtue  and  pride,  no  atonement  could  possibly 
repay.  Such  are  the  inconsistencies  of  the  heart,  and  such,  while 
they  prevent  our  perfection , redeem  us  from  the  uttemess  of  vice ! 
Never,  even  in  my  wildest  days,  was  1 blind  to  the  glory  of  virtue, 
yet  never,  till  my  latest  years,  have  I enjoyed  the  faculty  to  avail 
myself  of  my  perception.  1 resembled  the  mole , which  by  Boyle 
is  supposed  to  possess  the  idea  of  light,  but  to  be  unable  to  com- 
prehend the  objects  on  which  it  shines. 

‘‘Among  the  varieties  of  my  prevailing  sin,  was  a weakness, 
common  enough  to  worldly  men.  While  I ostentatiously  played 
off  the  love  I had  excited,  I could  not  bear  to  show  the  love  I 
felt.  In  our  country,  and  perhaps,  though  in  a less  degree,  in 
all  other  highly  artificial  states , enthusiasm , or  even  feeling  of 
any  kind,  is  ridiculous;  and  I could  not  endure  the  thought  that 
my  treasured  and  secret  affections  should  be  dragged  from  their 
retreat , to  be  cavilled  and  carped  at  by 

Every  beardlett , vain  comparative. 

“This  weakness  brought  on  the  catastrophe  of  my  love;  for, 
mark  me,  Clarence,  it  is  through  our  weaknesses  that  our 
vices  are  punished!  One  night  I went  to  a masquerade;  and, 
while  I was  sitting  in  a remote  comer,  three  of  my  acquaintances, 
whom  I recognised,  though  they  knew  it  not,  approached  and 
rallied  me  upon  my  romantic  attachment  to  Lady  Merton.  One 
of  them  was  a woman  of  a malicious  and  sarcastic  wit;  the  other 
two  were  men  whom  I disliked,  because  their  pretensions  interfered 
with  mine;  they  were  diners  out,  and  anecdote-mongers.  Stung 
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lo  the  quick  by  their  sarcasoas  and  laughter , I replied  in  a train  of 
mingled  arrogance  and  jest;  at  last  I spoke  slightingly  of  the  person 
in  question;  and  these  profane  and  false  lips  dared  not  only  to 
disown  the  faintest  love  to  that  being  who  was  more  to  me  than 
heaven  and  earth,  but  even  to  speak  of  herself  with  ridicule,  and 
her  affection  with  disdain. 

“In  the  midst  of  this,  I turned  and  beheld,  within  hearing, 
a figure  which  I knew  upon  the  moment.  0 God ! the  burning 
shame  and  agony  of  that  ^ance!  — It  raised  its  mask  — I saw  that 
blanched  cheek,  and  that  trembling  lip;  and  I knew  that  the  iron 
had  indeed  entered  into  her  soul. 

“Clarence,  I never  beheld  her  again  alive.  Within  a week 
from  that  time  she  was  a corpse.  She  had  borne  much , suffered 
much,  and  murmured  not;  but  this  shock  pressed  too  hard, 
came  too  home,  and  from  the  hand  of  him  for  whom  she  would 
have  sacrificed  all ! I stood  by  her  in  death;  I beheld  my  work ; 
and  I turned  away,  a wanderer  and  a pilgrim  upon  the  face  of  the 
earth.  Verily,  I have  bad  my  reward.” 

The  old  man  paused,  violently  affected;  and  Clarence,  who 
could  offer  him  no  consolation,  did  not  break  tbe  silence.  In  a 
few  minutes , Talbot  continued  — 

“From  that  time,  the  smile  of  woman  was  nothing  to  me;  1 
seemed  to  grow  old  in  a single  day.  Life  lo^  to  me  all  its  objects. 
A dreary  and  desert  blank  stretched  itself  before  me  — the  sounds 
of  creation  bad  only  in  my  ears  one  voice  — the  past,  the  future, 
one  image.  I left  my  country  for  twenty  years , and  lived  an  idle 
and  hopeless  man  in  tbe  various  courts  of  the  continent. 

“At  the  age  of  fifty  I returned  to  England ; the  wounds  of  the 
past  had  not  disappeared,  but  they  were  scarred  over;  and  I 
longed,  like  the  rest  of  my  species,  to  have  an  object  in  view. 
At  that  age,  if  we  have  seen  much  of  mankind,  and  possess  Uie 
talents  to  profit  by  our  knowledge , we  must  be  one  of  two  sects : 
a politician  or  a philosopher.  My  time  was  not  yet  arrived  for  tlie 
latter,  so  I resolved  to  become  Uie  former;  bnt  this  was  denied 
me,  for  my  vanity  had  assumed  a different  shape.  It  is  (rue  that 
1 cared  no  longer  for  the  reputation  women  can  bestow ; but  I was 
eager  for  tbe  applause  of  men , and  I did  not  like  the  long  labour 


Digitized  by  Google 


128 


necMsary  to  attain  it.  I wished  to  make  a short  road  to  my  object, 
and  I eagerly  followed  every  tarn  but  the  right  one , in  the  hopes  of 
its  leading  me  sooner  to  my  goal. 

“The  great  characteristic  of  a vain  man,  in  contradistinction 
to  an  ambitious  mao,  and  his  eternal  obstacle  to  a high  and 
honourable  fame,  is  this:  he  requires  for  any  expenditure  of 
trouble  too  speedy  a reward ; he  cannot  wait  for  years , and  climb, 
step  by  step,  to  a lofty  object:  whatever  he  attempts,  be  must 
seize  at  a single  grasp.  Added  to  this,  he  is  incapable  of  an 
exclusive  attention  to  one  end;  the  universality  of  his  cravings  is 
not  contented , unless  it  devours  all ; and  thus  he  is  perpetually 
doomed  to  fritter  away  his  energies  by  grasping  at  the  trifling 
baubles  within  bis  reach,  and  in  gathering  the  worthless  fruit, 
which  a single  sun  can  mature. 

“ This,  then,  was  my  fault,  and  the  cause  of  my  failure.  I could 
not  give  myself  up  to  finance , nor  puzzle  through  the  intricacies 
of  commerce : even  the  common  parliamentary  drudgeries  of  con- 
stant attendance  and  late  hours,  were  insupportable  to  me;  and 
so  after  two  or  three  “splendid  orations,”  as  my  friends  termed 
them,  I was  satisfied  with  the  pufis  of  the  pamphleteers,  and 
closed  my  political  career.  I was  now,  then,  the  wit  and  the 
conversationalist.  With  my  fluency  of  speech  and  variety  of 
information , these  were  easy  distinctions;  and  the  popularity  of  a 
dinner  table,  or  the  approbation  of  a literary  coterie , consoled  me 
for  the  more  public  and  more  durable  applause  I had  resigned. 

“But  even  this  gratification  did  not  last  long.  I fell  ill ; and  the 
friends  who  gathered  round  the  wit  fled  from  the  valetudinarian. 
This  disgusted  me , and  when  I was  sufficiently  recovered , I agaiu 
returned  to  the  continent.  But  I had  a fit  of  misanthropy  and 
solitude  upon  me,  and  so  it  was  not  to  courts  and  cities,  the  scenes 
of  former  gaieties,  that  I repaired;  on  the  contrary,  I hired  a 
house  by  one  of  the  most  sequestered  of  the  Swiss  lakes,  and, 
avoiding  the  living,  I surrendered  myself,  without  interruption 
or  control,  to  commune  with  the  dead.  I surrounded  myself  with 
books , and  pored , with  a curious  and  searching  eye , into  those 
works  which  treat  particularly  upon  ‘man.’  My  passions  were 
over,  my  love  of  pleasure  and  society  was  dried  op,  and  I had  now 


Digitized  by  Google 


129 


no  longer  the  obstacles  which  forbid  us  to  be  wise;  I unlearnt  the 
precepts  my  manhood  bad  acquired , and  in  my  old  age  I com- 
menced philosopher;  Religion  lent  me  her  aid,  and  by  her  holy 
lamp  my  studies  were  conned  and  my  hermitage  illumined. 

‘‘There  are  certain  characters  which,  in  the  world,  are  evil, 
and  in  seclusion  are  good:  Rousseau,  whom  I know  well,  is  one 
of  them.  These  persons  are  of  a morbid  sensitiveness,  which  is 
perpetually  galled  by  collision  with  others.  In  short,  they  are 
under  the  dominion  of  vamtv  ; and  that  vanity,  never  satisfied, 
and  always  restless  in  the  various  competitions  of  society,  prodnees 
‘envy,  malice,  hatred,  and  all  uncharitableness;’  but,  in  solitude, 
the  good  and  benevolent  dispositions  with  which  our  self-love  no 
lunger  interferes,  have  room  to  eipand  and  ripen,  without  being 
cramped  by  opposing  interests : this  will  account  for  many  seeming 
discrepancies  in  character.  There  are  also  some  men , in  whom 
old  age  supplies  the  place  of  solitude , and  Rousseau’s  antagonist 
and  mental  antipodes , Voltaire,  is  of  this  order.  The  pert,  the 
malignant,  the  arrogant,  the  lampooning  author,  in  his  youth  and 
manhood,  has  become,  in  his  old  age,  the  mild,  the  benevolent, 
and  the  venerable  philosopher.  Nothing  is  more  absurd  than  to 
receive  the  characters  of  great  men  so  implicitly  upon  the  word  of 
a biographer;  and  nothing  can  be  less  surprising  than  our  eternal 
disputes  upon  individuals ; for  no  man  throughout  life  is  the  same 
being,  and  each  season  of  our  existence  contradicts  the  characteris- 
tics of  the  last. 

“And  now,  in  my  solitude  and  my  old  age,  a new  spirit  entered 
within  me:  the  game  in  which  I bad  engaged  so  vehemently  was 
over  for  me;  and  I joined  to  my  experience  as  a player,  my  coolness 
as  a spectator;  I no  longer  struggled  with  my  species,  and  1 began 
insensibly  to  love  them.  I established  schools,  and  founded 
charities;  and,  in  secret,  but  active,  services  to  ipankind,  I 
employed  my  exertions,  and  lavished  my  desires. 

“From  this  amendment  I date  the  peace  of  mind  and  elasticity 
which  I now  enjoy:  and  in  my  later  years,  the  happiness  which  I 
pursued  in  my  youth  and  maturity  so  hotly,  yet  so  ineffectually, 
has  flown  unsolicited  to  my  breast. 

“About  five  years  ago,  I came  again  to  England,  with  the 

'i'ht  Uitowned.  9 
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intentioD  of  breathing  mj  last  in  the  country  which  gave  me  birth. 

I retired  to  my  family  home;  I endeavoured  to  divert  myself  in 
agricultural  improvements,  and  my  rental  was  consumed  in  specu- 
lation. This  did  not  please  me  long:  I sought  society  — society 
in  Yorkshire!  Too  may  imagine  the  result:  I was  out  of  my 
element;  the  mere  distance  from  the  metropolis,  from  all  genial 
companionship,  sickened  me  with  a vague  feeling  of  desertion 
and  solitude : for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I felt  my  age  and  my 
celibacy.  One  more  I returned  to  town , a complaint  attacked  my 
longs,  the  physicians  recommended  the  air  of  this  neighbourhood, 
and  I chose  the  residence  I now  inhabit.  'Without  being  exactly 
in  London,  I can  command  its  advantages , and  obtain  society  as 
a recreation,  without  buying  it  by  restraint.  I am  not  fond  of  new 
faces,  nor  any  longer  covetous  of  show;  my  old  servant  therefore 
contented  me:  for  the  future,  I shall,  however,  satisfy  your 
fears,  remove  to  a safer  habitation , and  obtain  a more  numerous 
guard.  It  is,  at  all  events,  a happiness  to  me  that  fate,  in  casting 
me  here,  and  exposing  me  to  something  of  danger,  has  raised  up, 
in  yon,  a friend  for  my  old  age,  and  selected  from  this  great 
universe  of  strangers , one  being  to  convince  my  heart  that  it  has 
not  outlived  affection.  Hy  tale  is  done;  may  yon  profit  by  its 
moral  1 ” 


When  Talbot  said  that  our  characters  were  undergoing  a per- 
petual change,  he  should  have  made  this  reservation;  the  one 
ruling  passion  remains  to  the  last : it  modifies , it  is  true , but  it 
never  departs ; and  it  is  these  modifications  which  do , for  the  most 
part,  shape  out  the  channels  of  our  change:  or,  asHelvetius  has 
beantiftally  expressed  it,  we  resemble  those  vessels  which  the  waves 
still  carry  towards  the  sooth , when  the  north  wind  has  ceased  to 
blow;  but,  in  our  old  age,  this  passion  having  little  to  feed  on, 
becomes  sometimes  dormant  and  inert,  and  then  our  good  qua- 
lities rise,  as  it  were  from  an  incubus,  and  have  their  sway. 

Yet  these  cases  are  not  common , and  Talbot  was  a remarkable 
instance,  for  he  was  a remarkable  man.  His  mind  had  not  slept 
while  the  age  advanced , and  thns  it  had  swelled  as  it  were  from 
the  bondage  of  its  earlier  passions  and  prejudices.  But  little  did 
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he  think , in  the  blindness  of  self-delnsion  — thon(^  it  was  so  oh- 
Tions  to  Clarence , that  he  conld  hare  smiled  if  he  had  not  rather 
inclined  to  weep  at  the  frailties  of  human  nature  — little  did  he 
think  that  the  vanity  which  had  cost  him  so  much  remained  **a 
monarch  still undeposed  alike  by  his  philosophy,  his  religion, 
or  his  remorse;  and  that,  debarred  by  circumstances  from  all 
wider  and  more  dangerous  field,  it  still  lavished  itself  upon  trifles 
unworthy  of  his  powers,  and  pnerilities  dishonouring  his  age. 
Folly  is  a courtezan  whom  we  ourselves  seek , whose  favours  we 
solicit  at  an  enormous  price;  and  who,  like  Lais,  finds  philoso- 
phers at  her  door,  scarcely  less  frequently  than  the  rest  of  man- 
kind] 


CHAPTER  XXL 

Mr».  Trinktt.  — What  d'ye  bny  — what  d’ye  lack,  Oentlement 
Glovei,  rihhoaa,  aad  eiieacee  — ribbent,  glovea,  and  eatencea. 

Etberege. 

“And  so,  my  love,"  said  Mr.  Copperas,  one  morning  at 
breakfast,  to  his  wife,  his  right  leg  being  turned  over  his  left, 
and  his  dexter  hand  conveying  to  his  month  a huge  morsel  of  but- 
tered cake,  — “and  so,  my  love,  Uiey  say  that  the  old  fool  is  going 
to  leave  the  jackanapes  all  his  fortune?** 

“They  do  say  so,  Mr.  C. ; for  my  part  I am  quite  out  of  patience 
with  the  art  of  the  young  man ; I dare  say  he  is  no  better  than  he 
should  be;  he  always  had  a sharp  look,  and,  for  aught  I know, 
there  may  be  more  in  that  robbery  than  you  or  I dreamt  of,  Mr. 
Copperas.  It  was  a pity  ,’*  continued  Mrs.  Copperas,  upbraiding 
her  lord  with  true  matrimonial  tenderness  and  justice,  for  the 
consequences  of  bis  having  acted  from  her  advice — “it  was 
a pity,  Mr.  C.,  that  you  should  have  refused  to  lend  him  the  pistols 
to  go  to  the  old  fellow’s  assistance , for  then  who  knows  but  — ” 

“I  might  have  converted  them  into  pocket  pistols,**  inter- 
rupted Mr.  C.,  **  and  not  have  overshot  the  mark , my  dear  — ha. 
ha,  he!** 

“Lord,  Mr.  Copperas,  yon  are  always  making  a joke  of  every 
thing.’* 

9* 
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*‘No,  my  dear,  for  once  1 ’m  making  a joke  of  nothing.” 
‘‘Well,  I declare  it’s  shameful,”  cried  Mrs.  Copperas,  still 
following  op  her  own  indignant  meditations,  *‘and  after  taking 
such  notice  of  Adolphus,  too , and  all ! ” 

“Notice,  my  dear!  mere  words,”  returned  Mr.  Copperas, 
“mere  words,  like  ventilators,  which  make  a great  deal  of  air, 
hat  never  raise  the  wind;  hut  don’t  put  yourself  in  a stew, 
my  love,  for  the  doctors  say  that  copperas  in  a stew  is 
poison ! ” 

At  this  moment,  Mr.  de  Warens,  throwing  open  the  door, 
announced  Mr.  Brown ; that  gentleman  entered , with  a sedate, 
hut  cheerful,  air.  “Well,  Mrs.  Copperas,  your  servant;  any 
table  linen  wanted?  Mr.  Copperas  how  do  you  do?  I can  give  you 
a bint  about  the  stocks.  Master  Copperas , you  are  looking  brave- 
ly; don’t  you  think  he  wants  some  new  pinbeforcs.  Ma’am?  But 
Mr.  Clarence  Linden , where  is  he?  not  up  yet,  I dare  say?  Ah, 
the  present  generation  is  a generation  of  sluggards , as  his  worthy 
aunt,  Mrs.  Minden,  used  to  say.” 

“lam  sure,”  said  Mrs.  Copperas,  with  a disdainful  toss  of  the 
head , “ I know  nothing  about  the  young  man.  He  has  left  us : a 
very  mysterious  piece  of  business  indeed,  Mr.  Brown;  and  now  I 
think  of  it,  I can’t  help  saying  that  we  were  by  no  means  pleased 
with  your  introduction : and , by  the  by , the  chairs  you  bought  for 
us  at  the  sale  were  a mere  take  in,  so  slight,  that  Mr.  Walruss 
broke  two  of  them  by  only  sitting  down.” 

“Indeed,  Ma’am!”  said  Mr.  Brown , with  expostulating  gra- 
vity; “but  then  Mr.  Walruss  is  so  very  corpulent.  But  the  young 
gentleman,  what  of  him?”  continued  the  broker,  artfully  turning 
from  the  point  in  dispute. 

“Lord,  Mr.  Brown,  don’taskme:  it  was  the  unluckiest  step 
we  ever  made  to  admit  him  into  the  bosom  of  our  family ; quite  a 
viper,  1 assure  you ; absolutely  robbed  poor  Adolphus.” 

“ Lord  help  us ! ” said  Mr.  Brown , with  a look  which  * cast  a 
browner  horror'  o’er  the  room,  “who  would  have  thought  it; 
and  such  a pretty  young  mao ! ” 

“Well,”  said  Mr.  Copperas,  who,  occupied  in  finishing  the 
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buttered  cake , had  hitherto  kept  silence,  *‘I  mast  be  off.  Tom 

— I mean  De  Warens  — have  joo  stopped  the  coach? * 

“Yees,  Sir.” 

“And  what  coach  is  it?” 

“It  be  the  Swallow,  Sir.” 

“Oh,  very  well.  And  now,  Mr.  Brown,  having  swallowed 
in  the  roll,  Iwille’en  roll  in  the  Swallow — Ha,  ha,  ha! 

— At  any  rate,”  thought  Mr.  Copperas,  as  be  descended  the  stairs, 
“he  has  not  heard  that  before.” 

“Ha,  ha!”  gravely  chuckled  Mr.  Brown ; “ what  a very  face- 
tious, lively  gentleman  Mr.  Copperas  is.  But  touching  this  un- 
grateful young  man,  Mr. Linden,  Ma’am?” 

“ Ob , don’t  teaze  me,  Mr.  Brown , I must  see  after  my  domes- 
tics : ask  Mr.  Talbot,  the  old  miser,  in  the  neit  house,  the  ha  var  r , 
as  the  French  say.” 

“Well,  now,”  said  Mr.  Brown , following  the  good  lady  down 
stairs  — “ how  distressing  for  me  — and  to  say  that  he  was  Mrs. 
Minden’s  nephew  too ! ” 

But  Mr.  Brown’s  curiosity  was  not  so  easily  satisfied,  and  find- 
ing Mr.  de  Warens  leaning  over  the  ‘front’  gate,  and  ‘pursuing 
with  wistful  eyes ’ the  departing ‘Swallow,’  he  stopped,  and,  ac- 
costing him , soon  possessed  himself  of  the  facts  that  “old  Talbot 
had  been  robbed  and  murdered , but  that  Mr.  Linden  had  brought 
him  to  life  again;  and  that  old  Talbot  had  given  him  a hundred 
thousand  pounds,  and  adopted  him  as  his  son ; and  that  bow  Mr. 
Linden  was  going  to  be  sent  to  foreign  parts , as  an  ambassador, 
or  governor,  or  great  person ; and  that  how  meester  and  meesess 
were  quite  ‘cutup’  about  it.” 

All  these  particulars  having  been  duly  deposited  in  the  mind  of 
Mr.  Brown , they  produced  an  immediate  desire  to  call  upon  the 
young  gentleman , who,  to  say  nothing  of  his  being  so  very  nearly 
related  to  his  old  customer,  Mrs.  Minden,  was  always  so  very  great 
a favourite  with  him,  Mr.  Brown. 

Accordingly,  as  Clarence  was  musing  over  bis  approaching  de- 
parture , which  was  now  very  shortly  to  take  place , he  was  some- 
what startled  by  the  apparition  of  Mr.  Brown  — “Charming  day. 
Sir  — charming  day,”  said  the  friend  of  Mrs.  Minden  — “just 
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called  in  to  eoagratalate  yon.  I have  a few  artides,  Sir,  to  present 
joo  with  — quite  rarities , I assure  yon  — quite  presents,  I may 
say.  1 picked  them  up  at  a sale  of  the  late  Lady  Waddilove’s  most 
valuable  effects.  They  are  just  the  things , Sir,  for  a gentleman 
going  on  a foreign  mission.  A most  curious  ivory  chest,  with  an 
Indian  padlock,  to  hold  confidential  letters  — belonged  formerly. 
Sir,  to  the  great  Mogul;  and  a beautiful  diamond  snuff-box,  Sir, 
with  a picture  of  Louis  XIY.  on  it,  prodigiously  fine,  and  will  look 
so  loyal  too:  and,  Sir,  if  yon  have  any  old  aunts  in  the  county,  to 
send  a farewell  present  to,  1 have  some  charmingly  fine  cambric, 
a superb  Dresden  tea  set,  and  a lovely  little  *ape,’  stuffed  by  the 
late  Lady  W.  herself.” 

“My  good  Sir,”  began  Clarence. 

“Oh,  no  thanks.  Sir  — none  at  ail  — too  happy  to  serve  a re- 
lation of  Mrs.  Minden  — always  proud  to  keep  up  family  connec- 
tions. Ton  wUl  be  at  home  to-morrow.  Sir,  at  eleven  — I will 
look  in  — your  most  humble  servant,  Mr.  Linden.”  And,  almost 
upsetting  Talbot,  who  bad  just  entered,  Mr.  Brown  bowed  him- 
self out. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

Wa  talked  with  »pen  heart  and  tongue, 

Affoetionate  and  tmo( 

A pair  af  friends,  tbongb  I was  jonng 
Aa4  Matthew  seraat/'two. 

W ordswortb. 

MR4NWHII.B  the  young  artist  proceeded  rapidly  with  his  pic- 
ture. Devoured  by  his  enthusiasm,  and  utterly  engrossed  by  the 
sanguine  anticipation  of  a fame  which  appeared  to  him  already  won, 
be  allowed  himself  no  momentary  interval  of  relaxation;  his  food 
was  eaten  by  starts,  and  without  stirring  from  his  easel ; his  sleep 
was  broken  and  brief  by  feverish  dreams;  he  no  longer  roved  with 
Clarence,  when  the  evening  threw  her  shade  over  bis  labours,  all 
air  and  exercise  he  utterly  relinquished;  shut  up  in  his  narrow 
chamber,  he  passed  the  hours  in  a fervid  and  passionate  self-com- 
mune, which,  even  in  suspense  from  his  work,  rivetted  his 
thoughts  the  closer  to  Its  (AjeeU  All  companionship,  all  intrusion. 
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he  bore  viUi  an  irritability  and  impatience  that  had  hitherto  seemed 
perfectly  opposite  to  his  gentle  and  pensive  nature.  Even  Clarence 
found  himself  excluded  from  the  presence  of  bis  friend ; even  his 
nearest  relation,  who  doated  on  the  very  ground  which  he  hallowed 
with  bis  footstep , was  banished  from  the  haunted  sanctuary  of  the 
painter;  from  the  most  placid  of  human  beings,  Warner  seemed 
to  have  grown  the  most  morose. 

Want  of  rest,  abstinence  from  food,  the  impatience  of  the 
strained  spirit  and  jaded  nerves,  all  contributed  to  waste  the 
health,  while  they  excited  the  genius,  of  the  artist.  A crimson 
spot,  never  before  seen  there,  burnt  in  the  centre  of  his  pale  cheek ; 
his  eye  glowed  with  a brilliant,  but  unnatural  fire;  his  features 
grew  sharp  and  attenuated ; his  bones  worked  from  bis  whitening 
and  transparent  skin ; and  the  soul  and  frame,  turned  from  their 
proper  and  kindly  onion,  seemed  contesting,  with  fierce  struggles, 
which  should  obtain  the  mastery  and  the  triumph. 

But  neither  his  new  prospects,  nor  the  coldness  of  his  friend, 
diverted  the  warm  heart  of  Clarence  from  meditating  how  he 
could  most  effectually  serve  the  artist  before  be  departed  from  the 
country.  It  was  a peculiar  object  of  desire  to  Warner  that  the  most 
celebrated  painter  of  the  day,  who  was  in  terms  of  intimacy  with 
Talbot,  and  who  with  the  benevolence  of  real  superiority  was 
known  to  take  a keen  interest  in  the  success  of  more  youthful  and 
inexperienced  genius ; — it  was  a peculiar  object  of  desire  to  War- 
ner, that  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  should  see  his  picture  before  it  was 
completed;  and  Clarence,  aware  of  this  wish,  easily  obtained 
from  Talbot  a promise  that  it  should  be  effected.  That  was  the 
least  service  of  his  zeal : touched  by  the  earnestness  of  Linden’s 
friendship,  anxious  to  oblige  in  any  way  his  preserver,  and  well 
pleased  himself  to  be  the  patron  of  merit,  Talbot  readily  engaged 
to  obtain  for  Warner  whatever  the  attention  and  favour  of  high 
rank  or  literary  distinction  could  bestow.  “As  for  his  picture," 
said  Talbot,  (when,  the  evening  before  Clarence’s  departure,  the 
latter  was  renewing  the  subject,)  “I  shall  myself  become  the 
purchaser,  and  at  a price  which  will  enable  our  friend  to  afford 
leisure  and  study  for  the  completion  of  his  next  attempt;  but  even 
at  the  risk  of  offending  your  friendship,  and  disappointing  your 
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eipectatioDS,  I will  frankly  tell  you,  that  I think  Warner  overrates, 
perhaps  not  his  talents , but  his  powers ; not  his  ability  for  doing 
something  great  hereafter,  but  his  capacity  of  doing  it  at  present. 
In  the  pride  of  his  art , he  has  shown  me  many  of  his  designs , and 
I am  somewhat  of  a judge : they  want  experience,  cultivation,  taste, 
and  above  all,  a deeper  study  of  the  Italian  masters.  They  all 
have  the  defects  of  a feverish  colouring,  an  ambitious  desire  of  ef- 
fect, a wavering  and  imperfect  outline , an  ostentatious  and  unna- 
tural strength  of  light  and  shadow ; they  show,  it  is  true,  a genius 
of  no  ordinary  stamp , but  one  ill  regulated , inexperienced , and 
utterly  left  to  its  own  suggestions  for  a model.  However,  I am  glad 
he  wishes  for  the  opinion  of  one  necessarily  the  best  judge ; let 
him  bring  the  picture  here  by  Thursday,  on  that  day  my  friend  has 
promised  to  visit  me ; and  now  let  os  talk  of  you  and  your  departure." 

The  intercourse  of  men  of  different  ages  is  essentially  unequal : 
it  must  always  partake  more  or  less  of  advice  on  one  side  and  de- 
ference on  the  other ; and  although  the  easy  and  unpedantic  turn 
of  Talbot’s  conversation  made  bis  remarks  rather  entertaining  than 
obviously  admonitory,  yet  they  were  necessarily  tinged  by  his  ex- 
perience, and  regulated  by  bis  interest  in  the  fortunes  of  his  young 
friend. 

My  dearest  Clarence,”  said  he,  affectionateiy,  “we  are  about 
to  bid  each  other  a long  farewell.  I will  not  damp  your  hopes  and 
anticipations  by  insisting  on  the  little  chance  there  is  that  you 
should  ever  see  me  again.  Too  are  about  to  enter  upon  the  great 
world , and  have  within  yon  the  desire  and  the  power  of  success ; 
let  me  flatter  myself  that  you  can  profit  by  my  experience.  Among 
the  Colloquia  of  Erasmus,  there  is  a very  entertaining  dialogue  be- 
tween Apicins  and  a man  who , desirous  of  giving  a feast  to  a very 
iarge  and  miscellaneous  party,  comes  to  consult  the  epicure  what 
will  be  the  best  means  to  give  satisfaction  to  all.  Now  yon  shall  be 
this  Spudoeus , (so  I think  he  is  called,)  and  I will  be  Apicins; 
for  the  world,  after  all,  is  nothing  more  than  a great  feast  of  dif- 
ferent strangers , with  different  tastes , and  of  different  ages , and 
we  most  learn  to  adapt  ourselves  to  their  minds , and  our  temp- 
tations to  their  passions , if  we  wish  to  fascinate  or  even  to  content 
them.  Let  me  then  call  your  attention  to  the  hints  and  maxims 
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which  I have  Id  this  paper  amused  myself  with  drawing  up  for  jour 
instmetion:  Write  to  me  from  time  to  time , and  I will,  in  reply- 
ing to  your  letters , give  you  the  best  advice  in  my  power.  For  the 
rest,  my  dear  boy,  I have  only  to  request  that  you  will  be  frank, 
andl,  inmyturn,  will  promise  that,  when  I cannot  assist,  I will 
never  reprove.  And  now,  Clarence,  as  the  hour  is  late,  and  you 
leave  us  early  to-morrow , I will  no  longer  detain  you.  God  bless 
you  and  keep  you.  Tou  are  going  to  enjoy  life  — I to  anticipate 
death;  so  that  yon  can  find  in  me  little  congenial  to  yourself;  but, 
as  the  good  Pope  said  to  our  Protestant  countryman,  ‘Whatever 
the  difference  between  os,  I know  well  that  an  old  man’s  blessing 
is  never  without  its  value.’” 

As  Clarence  clasped  his  benefactor’s  hand , the  tears  gushed 
from  his  eyes.  Is  there  one  being,  stubborn  as  the  rock  to  mis- 
fortune, whom  kindness  does  not  affect?  For  my  part,  it  seems 
to  me  to  come  with  a double  grace  and  tenderness  from  the  old ; it 
seems  in  them  the  hoarded  and  long  purified  benevolence  of  years; 
as  f it  bad  survived  and  conquered  the  baseness  and  selfishness  of 
the  ordeal  it  had  passed ; as  if  the  winds , which  bad  broken  the 
form , had  swept  in  vain  across  the  heart , and  the  frosts , which 
had  chilled  the  blood  and  whitened  the  thin  locks , bad  possessed 
no  power  over  the  warm  tide  of  the  affections.  It  is  the  triumph  of 
nature  over  art ; it  is  the  voice  of  the  angel  which  is  yet  within  us. 
Nor  is  this  all ; the  tenderness  of  age  is  twice  blessed  — blessed  in 
its  trophies  over  the  obduracy  of  encrusting  and  withering  years, 
blessed  because  it  is  tinged  with  the  sanctity  of  the  grave ; because 
it  tells  us  that  the  heart  will  blossom  even  upon  the  precincts  of 
the  tomb,  and  flatters  us  with  the  inviolacy  and  immortality 
oflove. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 


Cannot  I create. 

Cannot  1 form , rannot  I fai hlon  forth 
Another  vorlil , another  univeree 

Keates. 

Thr  neat  morning  Clarence , in  his  way  out  of  town , directed 
his  carriage  (the  last  and  not  the  least  acceptable  present  from 
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Talbot)  to  stop  A Warner's  door.  Although  it  was  scarcely  snn- 
rise,  the  aged  grandmother  of  the  artist  was  stirring,  and  opened 
the  door  to  the  early  fisitor.  Garence  passed  her  with  a brief  sa> 
Intation  — hnrried  up  the  narrow  stairs,  and  found  himself  in  the 
artist’s  chamber.  The  windows  were  closed , and  the  air  of  the 
room  was  confined  and  hot.  A few  books,  chiefly  of  history  and 
poetry,  stood  in  confused  disorder  upon  some  shelves  opposite 
the  window.  Upon  a table  beneath  them  lay  a flute,  once  the 
cherished  recreation  of  the  young  painter,  but  now  long  neglected 
and  disused.  His  dressing-gown  (the  only  garb  he  had  worn  for 
weeks)  lay  upon  a chair  beside  the  bed : and , placed  exactly  op- 
posite to  Warner,  so  that  his  eyes  might  open  upon  his  work, 
was  the  high -prized  and  already  more  than  htJf- finished  picture. 

Garence  bent  over  the  bed ; the  cheek  of  the  artist  rested  upon 
his  arm  in  an  attitude  unconsciously  picturesque;  the  other  arm 
was  tossed  over  the  coverlid,  and  Clarence  was  shocked  to  see 
how  wan  and  emaciated  it  bad  become.  But  ever  and  anon  the 
lips  of  the  sleeper  moved  restlessly,  and  words,  low  and  inar- 
ticulate, broke  out.  Sometimes  he  started  abruptly,  and  a 
bright,  but  evanescent  flush,  darted  over  his  faded  and  hollow 
cheek;  and  once  the  fingers  of  the  thin  hand,  which  lay  upon  the 
bed , expanded,  and  suddenly  closed  in  a firm  and  almost  paioM 
grasp;  it  was  then  that,  for  ^e  first  time , the  words  of  the  artist 
became  distinct. 

“Ay,  ay,"  said  he,  “I  have  thee,  I have  thee,  at  last. 
Long,  very  long,  thou  bast  burnt  up. my  heart  like  fuel,  and 
mocked  me,  and  laughed  at  my  idle  efforts;  but  now,  now,  1 
have  thee.  Fame,  Honour,  Immortality,  whatever  thou  art  called, 
I have  thee , and  thou  canst  not  escape ; but  it  is  almost  too  late ! " 
And  , as  if  wrung  by  some  sodden  pain,  the  sleeper  turned  heavily 
round,  groaned  audibly,  and  awoke. 

“My  friend,"  said  Clarence,  soothingly,  and  taking  his  band, 
“I have  come  to  bid  you  farewell.  I am  just  setting  off  for  the 
continent,  but  I could  not  leave  England  without  once  more  seeing 
yon.  1 have  good  news,  too,  for  you.”  And  Clarence  proceeded 
to  repeat  Talbot’s  wish  ^at  Warner  should  bring  the  picture  to  his 
bouse  on  the  following  Thursday,  that  Sir  Joshua  might  inspect 
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it.  He  added  also,  in  terms  the  flattery  of  which  his  friendship 
could  not  resist  exaggerating,  Talbot’s  desire  to  become  the 
purchaser  of  the  picture. 

**Tes,”  said  the  artist,  as  his  eye  glanced  delightedly  oxer  bis 
labour;  “yes,  1 believe  when  it  is  once  seen  there  will  be  many 
candidates!” 

“No  doubt,”  answered  Clarence;  “and  for  that  reason  you 
cannot  blame  Talbot  for  wishing  to  forestall  all  other  competitors 
for  the  prize;  ” and  then  continuing  the  encouraging  nature  of  the 
conversation , Clarence  enlai^d  upon  the  new  hopes  of  his  friend, 
besought  him  to  take  time,  to  spare  his  health,  and  not  to  injure 
both  himself  and  his  performance  by  over  anxiety  and  burry. 
Clarence  concluded,  by  retailing  Talbot’s  assurance  that  in  ail 
cases  and  circumstances  he  (Talbot)  considered  himself  pledged 
to  be  Warner’s  supporter  and  friend. 

With  something  of  impatience,  mingled  with  pleasure,  the 
painter  listened  to  all  these  details  of  the  warm-hearted  and  afiec- 
tionate  Clarence;  nor  was  it  to  Linden’s  zeal,  or  to  Talbot’s  ge- 
nerosity, but  rather  to  the  excess  of  his  own  merit,  that  he  secretly 
attributed  the  brightening  prospect  afforded  him. 

*1110  indifference  which  Warner,  though  of  a disposition  na- 
turally kind,  evinced  at  parting  with  a friend  who  had  always  taken 
so  strong  an  interest  in  his  behalf,  and  whose  tears  at  that  moment 
contrasted  forcibly  enough  with  the  apathetic  coldness  of  his  own 
farewell,  was  a remarkable  instance  bow  acute  vividness  on  a 
single  point  will  deaden  feeling  on  all  others.  Occupied  solely 
and  burningly  with  one  intense  thought,  which  was  to  him  — 
love,  friendship,  lualth,  peace,  wealth,  Warner  could  not  excite 
feelings,  languid  and  exhausted  with  many  and  fiery  conflicts,  to 
objects  of  minor  interest,  and  perhaps  be  inwardly  rejoiced  that 
his  musings  and  his  study  would  henceforth  be  sacred  even  from 
friendship. 

Deeply  affected , for  his  nature  was  exceedingly  unselfish,  ge- 
nerous and  susceptible,  Clarence  tore  himself  away,  placed  in 
the  grandmother’s  hand  a considerable  portion  of  the  sum  he  bad 
received  from  Talbot,  hurried  into  his  carriage,  and  found  himself 
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on  the  high  road  to  fortune,  pleasure,  distinction,  and  the  con- 
tinent. 

But  while  Clarence,  despite  of  every  advantage  before  him, 
hastened  to  a court  of  dissipation  and  pleasure,  with  feelings,  in 
which  regretful  affection  for  those  he  had  left  darkened  his  worldly 
hopes,  and  mingled  with  the  sanguine  anticipations  of  youth, 
Warner,  poor,  low-born,  wasted  with  sickness,  destitute  of 
friends,  shut  out  by  his  temperament  from  the  pleasures  of  his 
age,  burned  with  hopes  far  less  alloyed  than  those  of  Clarence, 
and  found  in  them , for  the  sacrifice  of  all  else , not  only  a recom- 
pense, but  a triumph. 

Thursday  came.  Warner  had  made  one  request  of  Talbot, 
which  had  with  diflaculty  been  granted : it  was  that  hehimselfmight, 
unseen,  be  the  auditor  of  the  great  painter’s  criticisms , and  that 
Sir  Joshua  should  be  perfectly  unaware  of  his  presence.  It  had 
been  granted  with  difficulty,  because  Talbot  wished  to  spare 
Warner  the  pain  of  hearing  remarks  which  he  felt  would  be  likely 
to  fall  far  short  of  the  sanguine  self-elalion  of  the  young  artist;  and 
it  bad  been  granted,  because  Talbot  imagined  that,  even  should 
this  be  the  case , the  pain  would  be  more  than  counterbalanced  by 
the  salutary  effect  it  might  produce.  Alas ! vanity  calculates  but 
poorly  upon  the  vanity  of  others ! What  a virtue  we  should  distil 
from  frailty , what  a world  of  pain  we  should  save  our  brethren , if 
we  would  suffer  our  own  weakness  to  be  the  measure  of  theirs ! 

Thursday  came ; the  painting  was  placed  by  the  artist’s  own 
hand  in  the  most  favourable  light;  a curtain,  hung  behind  it, 
served  as  a screen  for  Warner,  who,  retiring  to  his  hiding-place, 
surrendered  his  heart  to  delicious  forebodings  of  the  critic’s  wonder, 
and  golden  anticipations  of  the  future  destiny  of  his  darling  work. 
Not  a fear  dashed  the  full  and  smooth  cup  of  his  self- enjoyment. 
He  had  lain  awake  the  whole  of  the  night,  in  restless  and  joyous 
impatience  for  the  morrow.  At  day-break  he  had  started  from  his 
bed,  he  had  unclosed  his  shutters,  he  had  hung  over  his  picture 
with  a fondness  greater,  if  possible,  than  he  had  ever  known 
before;  like  a mother,  he  felt  as  if  his  own  partiality  was  but  a 
part  of  an  universal  tribute:  and,  as  his  aged  relative  turned  her 
dim  eyes  to  the  painting,  and,  in  her  innocent  idolatry,  rather 
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of  the  artist  than  his  work,  praised,  and  expatiated , and  foretold, 
his  heart  whispered  — **If  it  wring  this  worship  from  ignorance, 
what  will  be  the  homage  of  science?” 

He  who  first  laid  down  the  now  hacknied  maxim  that  diffidence 
is  the  companion  of  genius  knew  very  little  of  the  workings  of  the 
human  heart.  True,  there  may  have  been  a few  such  instances, 
and  it  is  probable  that  in  this  maxim , as  in  most,  the  exception 
made  the  rule.  But  what  could  ever  reconcile  genius  to  its  suffer- 
ings, its  sacrifices,  its  fevered  inquietudes,  the  intense  labour 
which  can  alone  produce  what  the  shallow  world  deems  the  giant 
offspring  of  a momentary  inspiration ; what  could  ever  reconcile 
it  to  these  but  the  haughty  and  unqnenchable  consciousness  of  in- 
ternal power;  the  hope  which  has  the  fulness  of  certainty  that  in 
proportion  to  the  toil  is  the  reward ; the  sanguine  and  impetuous 
anticipation  of  glory,  which  bursts  the  boundaries  of  time  and 
space,  and  ranges  with  a prophet’s  rapture  the  immeasurable 
regions  of  immortality?  Rob  Genius  of  its  confidence , of  its  lofty 
self-esteem , and  you  clip  the  wings  of  the  eagle : you  domesticate, 
it  is  true,  the  wanderer  you  could  not  hitherto  comprehend,  in 
the  narrow  bounds  of  your  household  affections ; you  abase  and 
tame  it  more  to  the  level  of  yourordinary  judgments  — the  walied- 
in  and  petty  circumference  of  your  little  and  common-place  mora- 
lities — but  you  take  from  it  the  power  to  soar;  the  hardihood 
which  was  content  to  brave  the  thunder-cloud  and  build  its  eyrie 
on  the  rock , for  the  proud  triumph  of  rising  above  its  kind , and 
contemplating  with  a nearer  eye  the  majesty  of  heaven. 

But  if  something  of  presumption  is  a part  of  the  very  essence  of 
genius,  in  Warner  it  was  doubly  natural,  for  he  was  still  in  the 
heat  and  flush  of  a design , whose  defects  be  had  not  yet  had  the 
leisure  to  examine;  and  bis  talents,  self-taught,  and  self-mo- 
delled , had  never  received  either  the  excitement  of  emulation  or 
the  chill  of  discouragement  from  the  study  of  the  master-pieces  of 
bis  art. 

The  painter  bad  not  been  long  alone  in  his  concealment  before 
he  heard  steps ; his  heart  beat  violently , the  door  opened , and  he 
saw,  through  a small  hole  which  he  had  purposely  made  in  the 
curtain,  a man  with  a benevolent  and  prepossessing  countenance, 
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whom  he  iostantlf  recognised  as  Sir  Joshna  Reynolds,  enter 
the  room , accompanied  by  Talbot.  They  iralked  np  to  the  picture ; 
the  painter  examined  it  closely,  and  in  perfect  silence.  *‘8ilence,” 
thought  Warner,  **is  the  best  homage  of  admiration;**  but  he 
trembled  with  impatience  to  hear  the  admiration  confirmed  by 
words , ^those  words  came  too  soon. 

“It  is  the  work  of  a clever  man,  certainly,  ’*  said  Sir  Joshua ; 
“but”  (terrible  monosyllable,)  “of  one  utterly  unskilled  in  the 
grand  piinciples  of  his  art:  look  here,  and  here,  and  here,  for 
instance ; ” and  the  critic , perfectly  unconscious  of  the  torture  he 
inflicted , proceeded  to  point  out  the  errors  of  the  work.  Oh ! the 
agony,  the  withering  agony  of  that  moment  to  the  ambitions  Artist! 
— In  vain  he  endeavoured  to  bear  np  against  the  judgment  — in 
vain  he  endeavoured  to  persuade  himself  that  it  was  the  voice  of 
envy  which  in  those  cold,  measured,  defining  accents,  fell 
like  drops  of  poison  upon  his  heart.  He  felt  at  once,  and  as  if 
by  a magical  inspiration,  the  truth  of  the  v«rdict;  the  scales  of 
self-delusion  fell  from  his  eyes ; by  a hideous  mockery,  a kind  of 
terrible  pantomime,  his  goddess  seemed  at  a word,  a breath, 
transformed  into  a monster:  iife,  which  had  been  so  lately  con- 
centred into  a sin^e  hope,  seemed  now,  at  once  and  for  ever, 
cramped,  curdled,  blistered  into  a single  disappointment. 

“But,**  said  Talbot,  who  Bad  in  vain  attempted  to  arrest  the 
criticisms  of  the  painter,  (who,  very  deaf  at  all  times,  was,  at 
that  time , in  particular , engrossed  by  the  self-satisfaction  always 
enjoyed  by  one  expaUating  on  his  favourite  topic),  — “but," 
said  Talbot,  in  a louder  voice,  **yon  own  there  is  great  genius  in 
the  design?" 

“Certainly,  there  is  genius,’*  replied  Sir  Joshua,  In  a tone  of 
calm  and  complacent  good-nature.  “But  what  is  genius  without 
culture?  Ton  say  the  artist  is  young,  very  young;  let  him  take 
time  — I do  not  say  let  him  attempt  a humbler  walk , let  him  per- 
severe in  the  lofty  one  he  has  chosen , but  let  him  first  retrace  every 
step  he  has  taken ; let  him  devote  days , months , years , to  the 
most  diligentstndy  of  theimmortal  masters  ofUie  divine  art,  before 
he  attemps  (to  exhibit,  at  least,)  another  historical  picture.  He 
has  mistaken  altogether  the  nature  of  invention : a fine  invention 


Digitized  by  Coogle 


143 


is  nothing  more  than  a fine  deviation  from , or  enlargement  on,  a 
6ne  model : imitation , if  noble  and  general , ensures  the  best  hope 
ef  originality.  Above  all,  let  your  young  friend,  if  he  can  afford 
it,  visit  Italy. 

*‘He  shall  afford  it,"  said  Talbot,  kindly,  “for  he  shall  have 
whatever  advantages  I can  procure  him ; but  you  see  the  picture  is 
only  half  completed  — be  could  alter  it ! " 

“He  had  better  burn  itl"  replied  the  painter,  with  a 
gentle  smile. 

And  Talbot,  in  benevolent  despair,  hnrried  his  visitor  out  of 
the  room.  He  soon  returned  to  seek  and  console  the  artist,  but 
the  artist  was  gone;  the  despised,  the  fatal  picture,  the  blessing 
and  curse  of  so  many  aniions  and  wasted  hours,  had  vanished  also 
with  its  creator. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

Whet  is  this  tool,  theat  WbeBce 
Came  Itt  — It  does  aot  sesia  aijr  owa,  ud  I 
Here  ne  self  passion  or  identitv! 

Some  fearfnl  and  mast  bo 
• • • • • 

There  never  IWad  a mortal  man,  who  heat 
His  appetite  beyond  his  aatnral  sphere. 

Bat  starred  and  dicA 

Koato’s  Endymion. 

Ox  entering  his  home , Warner  pushed  aside , for  the  first  time 
in  his  life  with  disrespect,  his  aged  and  kindly  relation , who,  as 
if  in  mockery  of  the  unfortunate  artist,  stood  prepared  to  welcome 
and  congratulate  bis  return.  Bearing  his  picture  in  his  arms , he 
rushed  up  stairs,  hurried  into  his  room,  and  locked  the  door. 
Hastily  be  tore  aside  the  cloth  which  had  been  drawn  over  the 
picture ; hastily  and  tremblingly  he  placed  it  upon  the  frame  ac- 
customed to  support  it,  and  then,  with  a long,  long,  eager, 
searching,  semfinizing  glance,  he  surveyed  the  once  beloved  mis- 
tress of  his  worship.  Presumption,  vanity,  exaggerated  self- 
esteem, are,  in  their  punishment,  supposed  to  excite  ludicrous, 
not  sympathetie,  emotion;  but  there  is  an  excess  of  feeling, 
produced  by  whatever  cause  it  may  be,  into  which  we  are,  in 
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despite  of  ourselves,  forced  to  enter.  Even  fear,  the  most  con>. 
lemptible  of  the  passions,  becomes  tragic  directly  it  becomes  an. 
agony. 

“Well,  well!”  said  Warner  at  last,  speaking  very  slowly, 
“ it  is  over  — it  was  a pleasant  dream  — but  it  is  over  — I onght 
to  be  thankful  fur  the  lesson.”  Then  suddenly  changing  his  mood 
and  tone,  he  repeated,  “Thankful!  for  what?  that  I am  a wretch 
— a wretch  more  utterly  hopeless,  and  miserable,  and  abandoned, 
than  a man  who  freights  with  all  his  wealth,  his  children,  his  wife, 
the  hoarded  treasures  and  blessings  of  an  existence , one  ship,  one 
little,  frail,  worthless  ship , and,  standing  himself  on  the  shore, 
sees  it  suddenly  go  down!  Oh,  was  I not  a fool  — a right  noble 
fool  — a vain  fool  — an  arrogant  fool  — a very  essence  and  con- 
centration of  all  things  that  make  a fool,  to  believe  such  delicious 
marvels  of  myself ! What,  man!  — (here  his  eye  saw  in  the  oppo- 
site glass  his  features,  livid  and  haggard  with  disease,  and  the 
exhausting  feelings  which  preyed  within  him)  — what,  man! 
would  nothing  serve  thee  but  to  be  a genius  — thee,  whom  Na- 
ture stamped  with  her  curse!  Dwarf-like  and  distorted,  mean  in 
stature  and  in  lineament , thou  wert,  indeed,  a glorious  being  to 
perpetuate  grace  and  beauty , the  majesties  and  dreams  of  art ! 
Fame  for  thee , indeed  — ha  — ha ! Glory  — ha  — ha ! a place 
with  Titian,  Corregio,  Raphael  — ha  — ha  — ha ! 0,  thrice  modest, 
thrice  reasonable  fool!  But  this  vile  daub;  this  disOgurement  of 
canvas;  this  loathed  and  wretched  mooument  of  disgrace;  this 
notable  candidate  for  — ha  — ha — immortality!  — this  I have, 
at  least,  in  ray  power.”  And  seizing  the  picture,  he  dashed  it  to 
the  ground,  and  trampled  it  with  his  feet  upon  the  dusty  boards, 
till  the  moist  colours  presented  nothing  but  one  confused  and 
dingy  stain. 

This  sight  seemed  to  recall  him  for  a moment.  He  paused, 
lifted  up  the  picture  once  more,  and  placed  it  on  the  table.  “But,” 
he  muttered , “might  not  this  critic  be  envious?  am  I sure  that  he 
judged  rightly  — fairly?  The  greatest  masters  have  looked  askant 
and  jealous  at  their  pupil’s  works.  And  then,  how  slow,  how 
cold,  how  damned  cold,  how  indifferently  he  spoke;  why,  the 
very  art  should  have  warmed  him  more.  Could  he  have  — No, 
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no,  no:  it  was  true,  it  was!  I felt  the  conviction  thrill  through 
me  like  a barb  — a barb  of  searing  iron.  Bum  it  — did  he  say  — 
ay  — burn  it  — it  shall  be  done  this  instant.” 

And,  hastening  to  the  door,  he  undid  the  bolt.  He  staggered 
back  as  he  beheld  his  old  and  nearest  surviving  relative,  the 
mother  of  his  father,  seated  upon  the  ground  beside  the  door,  and 
listening  with  terror  to  the  broken  exclamations  of  the  solitude  she 
durst  not  interrupt.  She  rose  slowly,  and  with  difficulty,  as  she 
saw  him;  and,  throwing  around  him  the  withered  arms  which  had 
nursed  his  infancy,  exclaimed,  “My  child!  my  poor  — poor 
child  ! what  has  come  to  you  of  late?  you , who  were  so  gentle , so 
mild , so  quiet  — you  are  no  longer  the  same  — and , oh,  my  son, 
how  ill  you  look : your  father  looked  so  just  before  he  died  1 ” 
“III!”  said  he,  with  a sort  of  fearful  gaiety,  “111  — no  — 1 
never  was  so  well  — I have  been  in  a dream  till  now  — but  I have 
woke  at  last.  Why , it  is  true  that  1 have  been  silent  and  shy , but 
I will  be  so  no  more.  1 will  laugh , and  talk,  and  walk,  and  make 
love,  and  drink  wine,  and  be  all  that  other  men  are.  Oh,  we 
will  be  so  merry.  But  stay  here , while  I fetch  a light.” 

“Alight,  my  child,  for  what?” 

“For  a funeral !”  shouted  Warner,  and,  rushing  past  her, 
he  descended  the  stairs , and  returned  almost  in  an  instant  with  a 
light. 

Alarmed  and  terrified , the  poor  old  woman  bad  remained  mo- 
tionless, and  weeping  violently.  Her  tears  Warner  did  not  seem 
to  notice ; he  pushed  her  gently  into  the  room , and  began  deliber- 
ately, and  without  uttering  a syllable,  to  cut  the  picture  into 
shreds. 

“ What  are  you  about,  my  child?”  cried  the  old  woman ; “you 
are  mad , it  is  your  beautiful  picture  that  you  are  destroying ! ” 
Warner  did  not  reply,  but,  going  to  the  hearth,  piled  together, 
with  nice  and  scrupulous  care , several  pieces  of  paper,  and  stick, 
and  matches , into  a sort  of  pyre ; then , placing  the  shreds  of  the 
picture  upon  it,  be  applied  the  light,  and  the  whole  was  instantly 
in  a blaze. 

“Look,  look!”  cried  he,  in  an  hysterical  tone,  “how  it 
burns,  and  crackles,  and  blazes!  What  master  ever  equalled  it 
The  Disowned.  10 
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now?  — no  fault  now  in  those  colours  — no  false  tints  in  that  light 
and  shade ! See  how  that  flame  darts  up  and  soars!  — that  flame 
is  my  spirit ! Look  — is  it  not  restless?  — do^  it  not  aspire  brave- 
ly? — why,  all  its  brother  flames  arc  grovellers  to  it!  — and 
now  — why  don't  you  look ! — it  falters  — fades  — droops  — and 
— ha  — ha  — ha !' — poor  idler , the  fuel  is  consumed  — and  — 
it  is  darkness  I " 

As  Warner  uttered  these  words  his  eyes  reeled;  the  room 
swam  before  him ; the  excitement  of  his  feeble  frame  had  reached 
its  highest  pitch;  the  disease  of  many  weeks  had  attained  its  crisis  ; 
and,  tottering  back  a few  paces,  be  fell  upon  the  floor,  the  victim 
of  a delirious  and  raging  fever. 

But  it  was  not  thus  that  the  young  artist  was  to  die.  He  was 
reserved  for  a death,  that,  like  bis  real  nature,  bad  in  it  more  of 
gentleness  and  poesy.  He  recovered  by  slow  degrees , and  his 
mind,  almost  in  despite  of  himself,  returned  to  that  profession 
from  which  it  was  impossible  to  divert  the  thoughts  and  musings 
of  many  years.  Not  that  be  resumed  the  pencil  and  the  easel : on 
the  contrary, he  could  not  endure  them  in  his  sight:  they  appeared, 
to  a mind  festered  and  sore,  like  a memorial  and  monument  of 
shame.  But  he  nursed  within  him  a strong  and  ardent  desire  to 
become  a pilgrim  to  that  beautiful  land  of  which  he  had  so  often 
dreamt,  and  which  the  innocent  destroyer  of  his  peace  had  pointed 
out  as  the  theatre  of  inspiration,  and  the  nursery  of  fbture  fame. 

The  physicians  who,  at  Talbot’s  instigation,  attended  him, 
looked  at  his  hectic  cheek  and  consumptive  frame , and  readily 
flattered  bis  desire;  and  Talbot,  no  less  interested  in  W’araer’s 
behalf  on  his  own  account,  than  bound  by  bis  promise  to  Clarence, 
generously  extended  to  the  Artist  that  bounty  which  is  the  most 
precious  prerogative  of  the  rich.  Notwithstanding  her  extreme 
age , his  grandmother  insisted  upon  attending  him : there  is  in  the 
heart  of  woman  so  deep  a well  of  love , that  no  age  can  freeze  it. 
They  made  the  voyage : they  reached  the  shore  of  the  myrtle  and 
the  vine , and  entered  the  imperial  city.  The  air  of  Rome  seemed 
at  first  to  operate  favourably  upon  the  health  of  the  English  Artist. 
His  strength  appeared  to  increase,  bis  spirit  to  expand;  and, 
though  be  had  relapsed  into  more  than  his  original  silence  and  re- 
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serve,  he  resumed,  with  apparent  energy,  the  labours  of  the 
easel;  so  that  they  who  looked  no  deeper  than  the  surface,  might 
have  imagined  the  scar  healed,  aod  the  real  foundation  of  future 
excellence  begun. 

But  while  Warner  most  humbled  himself  before  the  gods  of  the 
pictured  world;  while  the  true  principles  of  the  mighty  art  opened 
in  their  fullest  glory  on  his  soul;  precisely,  at  this  very  moment, 
shame  aod  despondency  were  most  bitter  at  his  heart;  and  while 
the  enthusiasm  of  the  painter  kindled,  the  ambition  of  the  man 
despaired.  But  still  he  went  on , transfusing  into  his  canvas  the 
grandeur  and  simplicity  of  the  Italian  school ; still , though  he  felt 
palpably  within  him  the  creeping  advance  of  the  deadliest  and 
surest  enemy  to  fame,  he  pui^ued,  with  an  unwearied  ardour,  the 
mechanical  completion  of  his  task;  still,  the  morning  found  him 
bending  before  the  easel , and  the  night  brought  to  his  solitary 
couch  meditation,  rather  than  sleep.  The  fire,  the  irritability 
which  he  had  evinced  before  his  illness , had  vasnisbed , and  the 
original  sweetness  of  bis  temper  had  returned;  he  ottered  no  com- 
plaint, he  dwelt  upon  no  anticipation  of  success , hope  and  regret 
seemed  equally  dead  within  him ; and  it  was  only  when  be  caught 
the  fond,  glad  eyes  of  his  aged  attendant  that  his  own  filled  with 
tears,  or  that  the  serenity  of  his  brow  darkened  into  sadness. 

This  went  on  for  some  months ; till  one  evening  they  found  the 
painter  by  his  window,  seated  opposite  to  an  unfinished  picture; 
the  pencil  was  still  in  bis  hand : the  quiet  of  settled  thought  was 
still  upon  bis  countenance ; the  soft  breeze  of  a southern  twilight 
waved  the  hair  livingly  from  his  forehead  — the  earliest  star  of  a 
southern  sky  lent  to  bis  cheek  something  of  that  subdued  lustre 
which,  when  enthusiasm  touched  it,  it  had  been  accustomed  to 
wear;  but  these  were  only  the  mockeries  of  life : life  itself  was  no 
more ! In  the  divine  land  which  he  had  so  yearned  to  tread  — in 
the  consecrated  city  where  the  majesty  of  his  sublime  art  reigned 
as  on  a throne  — in  the  purple  air  in  which  poesy  and  inspiration 
mingled  with  the  common  breath  and  atmosphere  of  life  — his 
restless  and  unworldly  spirit  sighed  itself  away;  and  the  heart, 
which  in  silence  and  concealment  had  been  long  breaking,  broke 
at  last! 
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There  are  two  tombs  close  to  each  otlier  in  the  strangers’  bu- 
rial-place at  Rome:  they  cover  those  for  whom  life,  unequally 
long,  terminated  in  the  same  month.  The  one  is  of  a woman, 
bowed  with  the  burthen  of  many  years ; the  other  darkens  over  the 
humble  dust  of  the  ambitious  Artist. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

Think  npon  my  grief, 

And  on  the  jnitice  of  my  flying  hence , 

To  keep  me  from  a moft  unholy  match. 

Shakipeare. 

“But  are  you  quite  sure,”  said  General  St.  Leger,  a tall,  dis- 
agreeable looking  man,  with  a face  like  the  bed  on  which  “great 
Villiers  died,”  viz. 

Where  tawdry  yellow  strove  with  dirty  red; 

— “are  you  quite  sure  that  it  is  the  case?” 

“Sure ! ” cried  Miss  Diana  St.  Leger , a lady  of  about  fifty-five, 
with  a pale,  shrivelled  face , savage  black  eyes,  and  a magnificent 
ruby  crescent  set  in  a purple  bead-gear,  which  forcibly  resembled 
her  unto  Shakspeare’s  description  of  Adversity,  for  she. 

Like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomons. 

Wore  yet  a precious  jewel  in  her  head; 

— “ sure , General ! I saw  it  with  my  own  eyes.  They  were  stand- 
ing together  in  the  copse,  at  half-past  nine  o’clock  at  night,  when 
1 , who  had  long  had  my  suspicions , crept  up,  and  saw  and  over- 
heard them;  and  the  fellow  (oh,  Algernon  Mordannt,  that  ever 
thou  shouldst  be  called  fellow!)  — held  her  hand  and  kissed  it 
every  moment.  Nobody  ever  kissed  my  hand.  General  St.  Leger, 
at  half-past  nine  at  night.” 

“I  should  think  not,”  quoth  General  St.  Leger. 

“And,  by  and  by,  she  said  something  to  him  about  ns,  but 
the  girl  spoke  so  low  that  I did  not  hear;  but  he  answered,  in  a 
' voice  loud  enough  for  even  you  to  have  heard,  deaf  as  yon  are. 
General.”  — ( “I  am  not  deaf,  damn  yon ! ” growled  the  general, 
par  parenthise.)  — “He  said,  ‘let  them  go  back  to  their 
slaves ; I cannot  bear  that  you  should  any  longer  be  the  victim  of 


Digitized  by  Google 


149 


their  brutality.’  Do  you  hear  that,  General?  And  then  he 
called  me  — me,  Miss  Diana  St.  Leger,  on  old  hag!” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!  that  was  loo  bad,”  cried  the  general,  sinking 
back  into  bis  chair. 

“And  you  a tyrannical  plebeian.” 

“Damn  the  rascal ! ” shouted  General  St.  Leger,  springing  up 
in  spite  of  bis  gout ; “we  must  pot  a stop  to  (his ; we  must  trounce 
the  jade,  my  love!” 

“Yes,  my  dear  brother,  we  must.  To  call  you  a tyrannical 
plebeian ! ” — 

“And  you  an  old  hag,  my  dear!  Shall  we  lock  her  up,  or 
starve  her?” 

“No,  General,  something  better  than  that.” 

“What,  my  love?  Qogher!” 

“ She ’s  too  old  for  that , brother;  we ’ll  marry  her ! ” 

“Marry  her!” 

“Yes,  to  Mr.  Glumford;  you  know  that  be  has  asked  her 
several  times.” 

“But  she  cannot  bear  him.” 

“ We  ’ll  make  her  bear  him , General  St.  Leger.” 

“But  if  she  marries,  I shall  have  nobody  to  nurse  me  when  I 
have  the  gout.” 

“Yes,  brother : I know  of  a nice  little  girl,  Martha  Richardson, 
your  second  cousin’s  youngest  daughter;  you  know  he  has  fourteen 
children,  and  you  may  have  them  all,  one  alter  another,  if  you 
like.” 

“Very  true,  Diana  — let  the  jade  marry  Mr.  Glumford.” 

“She  shall,”  said  the  sister;  “and  I ’ll  go  about  it  this  very 
moment : meantime  1 ’ll  take  care  that  she  does  not  sec  her  lover 
any  more.” 

About  three  weeks  after  this  conversation , Mordaunt,  who  had 
in  vain  endeavoured  to  see  Isabel,  who  had  not  even  heard  from 
her,  whose  letters  bad  been  returned  to  him  unopened,  and  who, 
consequently,  was  in  despair,  received  the  following  note: 

“This is  the  first  time  I have  been  able  to  write  to  you , at  least 
to  get  my  letter  conveyed:  it  is  a strange  messenger  thatl  have  em> 
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ployed,  bull  happened  formerly  to  make  his  acquaintance,  and 
accidentally  seeing  him  to-day,  the  extremity  of  the  case  induced 
me  to  give  him  a commission  which  I could  trust  to  no  one  else. 
Algernon,  are  not  the  above  sentences  written  with  admirable 
calmness?  are  they  not  very  explanatory,  very  consistent,  very 
cool?  and  yet  do  you  know  thatl  firmly  believe  I am  going  mad. 

My  brain  turns  round  and  round,  and  my  hand  burns  so  that  I 
almost  think  that,  like  our  old  nurse’s  stories  of  the  fiend,  it  will 
scorch  the  paper  as  I write.  And  I see  strange  faces  in  my  sleep, 
and  in  my  waking,  all  mocking  at  me,  and  they  torture  and  haunt 
me ; and  when  I look  at  those  faces , I see  no  human  relenting, 
no!  though  I weep  and  throw  myself  on  my  knees,  and  implore 
them  to  save  me.  Algernon,  my  only  hope  is  in  you.  You  l^ow 
that  I have  always  hitherto  refused  to  ruin  you ; and  even  now, 
though  1 implore  you  to  deliver  me,  I will  not  be  so  selfish  as  — 
as  — I know  not  what  I write , but  I will  not  be  your  wife , Alger- 
non , that  is  too  noble , too  high  a lot  for  me ; I will  be  your  ser- 
vant, your  slave,  anything,  anything,  but  not  his  — oh,  God 
— not  his  wife!  No!  if  they  drag  me  to  church,  it  shall  be  to  my 
grave,  not  my  bridals.” 

“ISA.BE!.  St.  Leoeh.” 

When  Mordaunt  bad  read  this  letter,  which,  in  spite  of  its  in- 
coherence, his  fears  readily  explained,  he  rose  hastily,  his  eye 
rested  upon  a sober  - looking  man , clad  in  brown.  The  proud 
love  no  spectators  to  their  emotions. 

“Who  are  you.  Sir?”  said  Algernon,  quickly. 

“Morris  Brown,”  replied  the  stranger,  coolly  and  civilly. 

“ Brought  that  letter  to  you , Sir ; shall  be  very  happy  to  serve  you 
with  any  thing  else;  just  fitted  out  a young  gentleman  as  ambas- 
sador, a nephew  to  Mrs.  Minden — very  old  friend  of  mine.  Beau- 
tiful slabs  you  have  here.  Sir,  but  they  want  a few  nick-nacks; 
shall  be  most  happy  to  supply  you ; got  a lovely  little  ape , Sir, 
stuffed  by  the  late  Lady  Wadddove ; H would  look  charming  with 
this  old  fashioned  carving:  give  the  room  quite  the  air  of  a 
museum?” 

“And  so,”  said  Mordaunt,  for  whose  ear  the  eloquence  of  i 


Digitized  by  Google 


151 


Mr.  Brown  contained  only  one  sentence,  and  so  you  brought  this 
note , and  will  take  back  my  answer?  ” 

“Yes,  Sir;  anything  to  keep  up  family  connexions  — I knew 
a Lady  Morden  very  well  — very  well  indeed , Sir  — a relation  of 
yours , I presume , by  the  similarity  ot  the  name ; made  her  many 
valuable  presents ; shall  be  most  happy  to  do  the  same  to  you, 
vben  you  arc  married,  Sir.  You  will  refurnish  the  house,  I 
suppose?  Let  me  see  — fine  proportions  to  this  room.  Sir  — 
about  thirty-six  feet,  by  twenty-eight;  I ’ll  do  the  thing  twenty  per 
cent,  cheaper  than  the  trade ; and  touching  the  lovely  little  — ” 

“Here,”  interrupted  Mordaunt,  “you  will  take  back  this 
note , and  be  sore  that  Miss  Isabel  St.  Leger  has  it  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible; and  here,  my  friend,  oblige  me  by  accepting  this  bifle  — 
a trifle  indeed  compared  with  my  gratitude , if  tMs  note  reaches  its 
destination  safely.” 

“lam  sure,”  said  Mr.  Brown,  looking  with  surprise  at  the 
gift,  which  he  held  with  no  onwilUng  hand,  “I  am  sure,  Sir, 
that  you  are  very  generous , and  strongly  remind  me  of  your  rela- 
tion , Lady  Morden ; and  if  you  would  like  the  lovely  little  ape  as  a 
present  — I mean  really  a present  — you  shall  have  it,  Mr. 
Mordaunt.” 

But  Mr.  Mordaunt  had  left  the  room , and  the  sober  Morris, 
looking  round,  and  cooling  in  his  generosity,  said  to  himself, 
“ It  is  well  he  did  not  hear  me , however;  but  I hope  he  will  marry 
the  nice  young  lady , for  I love  doing  a kindness.  This  house  must 
be  refurnished  — no  lady  will  like  these  old-fashioned  chairs.” 

CHAPTER  XXVI. 

Sqnire  and  fool  are  toe  tame  thiog  here 

Farqohar. 

In  luch  a night 

Did  Jeaaica  ateal  from  the  wealthy  Jew, 

And,  with  an  unthrift  love,  did  run  from  Yentee 

Shakepeare. 

Thr  persecutions  which  Isabel  had  undergone  had  indeed 
preyed  upon  her  reason  as  well  as  her  health;  and,  in  her  brief 
intervals  of  respite  from  the  rage  of  the  uncle,  the  insults  of  the 
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aunt,  and,  worse  than  all,  the  addresses  of  the  intended  bride- 
groom, her  mind,  shocked  and  nnhinged,  reverted  with  such  in- 
tensity to  the  sufferings  she  endured  as  to  give  her  musings  the 
character  of  insanity.  It  was  in  one  of  these  moments  that  she  bad 
written  to  Mordaunt ; and  I verily  believe  that  had  the  contest  con- 
tinued much  longer  the  reason  of  the  unfortunate  and  persecuted 
girl  would  have  totally  deserted  her. 

She  was  a person  of  acute,  and  even  poignant,  sensibilities, 
and  these  the  imperfect  nature  of  her  education  had  but  little  serred 
to  guide  or  to  correct;  but  as  ber  habits  were  pure  and  good , the 
impulses  which  spring  from  habit  were  also  sinless  and  exalted, 
and,  if  they  erred,  “they  leant  on  virtue’s  side,”  and  partook 
rather  of  a romantic  and  excessive  generosity  than  of  the  weakness 
of  womanhood  or  the  selfishness  of  passion.  All  the  misery 
and  debasement  of  her  equivocal  and  dependant  situation  had  not 
been  able  to  drive  her  into  compliance  with  Mordaunt's  passionate 
and  urgent  prayers ; and  her  heart  was  proof  even  to  the  eloquence 
of  love,  when  that  eloquence  pointed  towards  the  worldly  injury  and 
depreciation  of  her  lover : but  this  new  persecution  was  utterly  un- 
foreseen in  its  nature , and  intolerable  from  its  cause.  To  marry 
another  — to  be  torn  for  ever  from  one  in  whom  her  whole  heart 
was  wrapped  — to  be  forced  not  only  to  forego  his  love  but  to  feel 
that  the  very  thought  of  him  was  a crime ; all  this,  backed  by  the 
vehement  and  galling  insults  of  her  relations , and  the  sullen  and 
unmoved  meanness  of  her  intended  bridegroom,  who  answered  her 
candour  and  confession  with  a stubborn  indifference  and  an  un- 
altered address,  made  a load  of  evil  which  could  neither  be  borne 
with  resignation  nor  contemplated  with  patience;  yet,  even  amidst 
all  the  bitterness  of  her  soul,  and  the  incoherent  desperation  in 
which  her  letter  to  Mordaunt  bad  been  penned , she  felt  a sort  of 
confused  resolution  that  he  should  not  be  the  sacriGce. 

In  extreme  youth,  and  still  preserving  more  than  childish  in- 
nocence , she  did  not  exactly  perceive  the  nature  of  her  trust  in 
Mordaunt;  nor  the  consequences  of  any  other  tie  with  him  than 
the  sacred  one  of  marriage;  but  she  bad  read  and  heard  of  women, 
in  their  noble  and  fond  devotedness,  sacrificing  all  for  love,  and 
she  had  internally  resolved  that  she  would  swell  their  number, 
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rather  than  cost  him  a single  loss  or  deprivation.  To  sacrifice  for 
Algernon  Mordaunt  — what  happiness,  what  pride  in  the  thought ! 
and  that  thought  reconciled  her  to  the  letter  she  wrote,  and  the 
prayer  which  it  contained.  Poor  girl ! little  did  she  conceive  that 
in  the  eyes  of  the  world , that  sacrifice,  that  self-devotion,  would 
have  been  the  greatest  crime  she  could  commit ! 

She  was  sitting,  after  she  had  sent  her  letter,  with  her  two  re- 
lations, for  they  seldom  trusted  her  out  of  their  sight,  when  Mr. 
Glumfurd  was  announced.  Now,  Mr.  George  Glumford  was  a 
country  gentleman , of  what  might  be  termed  a third-rate  family  in 
the  county:  he  possessed  about  twelve  hundred  a-year,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  odd  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence,  which,  how- 
ever, did  not  meet  with  such  contempt  in  his  memory  or  estima- 
tion ; was  of  a race  which  could  date  as  high  as  Charles  the  Second , 
had  been  educated  at  a country  school  with  sixty  others,  chiefly 
inferior  to  himself  in  rank ; and  had  received  the  last  finish  at  a 
very  small  hall  at  Oxford,  In  addition  to  these  advantages,  he 
had  been  indebted  to  nature  for  a person  five  feet  eight  inches  high, 
and  stout  in  proportion ; for  hair  very  short,  very  straight,  and  of 
a red  hue , which  even  through  powder  cast  out  a mellow  glow : 
for  an  obstinate  dogged  sort  of  nose,  beginning  in  snub,  and  end- 
ing in  bottle;  for  cold,  small,  grey  eyes,  a very  small  mouth, 
pinched  up  and  avaricious,  like  a carp’s,  or  a waistcoat  button- 
hole; and  very  large , very  freckled , yet  rather  white  hands,  the 
nails  of  which  were  punctiliously  cut  into  a point  every  other  day, 
( Friday  — diesirae  — excepted, ) with  a pair  of  scissors  which 
Mr.  Glumford  often  boasted  had  been  in  his  possession  since  his 
eighth  year;  viz.  for  about  thirty-two  legitimate  revolutions  of  the 
sun. 

He  was  one  of  those  persons  who  are  equally  close  and  adven- 
turous; who  love  the  ^clat  of  a little  speculation,  but  take  ex- 
ceeding good  care  that  it  should  be,  in  their  own  graceful  phrase, 
on  the  safe  side  of  the  hedge.”  In  pursuance  of  this  characteristic 
of  mind,  he  had  resolved  to  fail  in  love  with  Miss  Isabel  St.  Leger ; 
for  sbe  being  very  dependent,  he  could  boast  to  her  of  his  disinter- 
estedness, and  hope  that  she  would  be  economical  through  a 
principle  of  gratitude ; and  being  the  nearest  relation  to  the  opulent 
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General  St.  Leger , and  his  unmarried  sister,  there  seemed  to  he 
every  rational  probability  of  her  inheriting  the  bulk  of  their  for- 
tunes. Upon  these  hints  of  prudence  spake  Hr.  George  Glumford. 

Nov,  when  Isabel,  partly  in  her  ingenuous  frankness , partly 
from  the  passionate  promptings  of  her  despair,  revealed  to  him 
her  attachment  to  another,  and  her  resolution  never,  with  her  own 
consent,  to  become  his,  it  seemed  to  the  slow,  but  not  uncalcu- 
lating, mind  of  Mr.  Glumford  not  by  any  means  desirable  that  be 
should  forego  his  present  intentions , but  by  all  means  desirable 
that  he  should  make  this  reluctance  of  Isabel’s  an  excuse  for 
sounding  the  intentions  and  increasing  the  posthumous  liberality 
of  the  East  Indian  and  his  sister. 

“The  girl  is  of  my  nearest  blood,”  said  the  major-general, 
“and  ifl  don’t  leave  my  fortune  to  her,  who  the  devil  should  1 
leave  it  to.  Sir?”  and  so  saying,  the  speaker,  who  was  in  a fell 
paroxysm  of  the  gout,  looked  so  hcrcely  at  the  hinting  wooer,  that 
Mr.  George  Glumford,  who  was  no  Achilles,  was  somewhat 
frightened , and  thought  it  expedient  to  hint  no  more. 

“My  brother,”  said  Miss  Diana,  “is  so  odd;  but  be  is  the 
most  generous  of  men ; besides , the  girl  has  claims  upon  him.” 

Upon  these  speeches  Mr.  Glumford  thought  himself  secure, 
and  inly  resolving  to  punish  the  fool  for  her  sulkiness  and  bad 
taste,  as  soon  as  he  lawfully  could,  he  continued  his  daily  visits, 
and  told  his  sporting  acquaintance  that  bis  time  was  coming. 

Revenons  k nos  montons,  forgive  this  preliminary  de- 
tail , and  let  os  return  to  Mr.  Glumford  himself,  whom  we  left  at 
the  door,  pulling  and  fumbling  at  the  glove  which  covered  his 
right  hand , in  order  to  present  the  naked  palm  to  Miss  Diana  St. 
Leger.  After  this  act  was  performed , he  approached  Isabel , and 
drawing  his  chair  near  to  her,  proceeded  to  converse  with  her  as 
the  Ogre  did  with  Puss  in  Boots;  viz.  “as  civilly  as  an  Ogre  could 
do.” 

This  penance  had  not  proceeded  far,  before  the  door  was  again 
opened , and  Mr.  Morris  Brown  presented  himself  to  the  conclave. 

“Your  servant.  General;  your  servant.  Madam.  1 took 
the  liberty  of  coming  back  again.  Madam,  because  I forgot  to 
show  you  some  very  line  silks , the  most  extraordinary  bargain  in 
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Ihe  world  — quite  presents;  and  I have  a Sfevre  bowl  here,  a 
superb  article , from  the  cabinet  of  the  late  Lady  Waddilove.” 

Now  Mr.  Brown  was  a very  old  aquaintance  of  Miss  Diana  St. 
Leger,  for  there  is  a certain  class  of  old  maids  with  whom  our  fair 
readers  are  no  doubt  acquainted , who  join  to  a great  love  of  ex- 
pense a great  love  of  bargains,  and  who  never  purchase  at  the  re- 
gular place  if  they  can  find  any  i r regular  vendor.  They  are  great 
friends  of  Jews  and  itinerants,  hand-in-gtove  with  smugglers. 
Ladies  Bountiful  to  pedlars , are  diligent  readers  of  puffs  and  ad- 
vertisements , and  eternal  haunters  of  sales  and  auctions.  Of  this 
class  was  Miss  Diana  a most  prominent  individual ; judge,  then, 
how  acceptable  to  her  was  the  acquaintance  of  Mr.  Brown.  That 
indefatigable  merchant  of  miscellanies  had,  indeed,  at  a time 
when  brokers  were  perhaps  rather  more  rare  and  respectable  than 
now,  a numerous  country  acquaintance,  and  thrice  a-year  he 
performed  a sort  of  circuit  to  all  his  customers  and  connections ; 
hence  his  visit  to  St.  Leger  House , and  hence  Isabel’s  opportunity 
of  conveying  her  epistle. 

“Pray,”  said  Mr.  Glumford,  who  bad  beard  much  of  Mr. 
Brown’s  ‘ presents  ’ from  Miss  Diana  — “ pray,  don’t  you  furnish 
rooms,  and  things  of  that  sort?”  (a  very  favourite  phrase  of 
the  intellectual  speaker.) 

“Certainly,  Sir,  certainly,  in  the  best  manner  possible.” 
“Oh!  very  well,  I shall  want  some  rooms  furnished  soon ; a 
bed-room,  and  a dressing-room;  and  things  of  that  sort,  you 
know.  And  so  — perhaps  you  may  have  something  in  your  box 
that  will  suit  me,  gloves,  or  handkerchiefs,  or  shirts,  or  things 
of  that  sort.” 

“Yes,  Sir,  everything,  I sell  every  thing,”  said  Mr.  Brown, 
opening  bis  box.  — “I  beg  pardon , Miss  Isahei,  I have  dropt  my 
handkerchief  by  your  chair;  allow  me  to  stoop,”  and  Mr.  Brown, 
stooping  under  the  table,  managed  to  effect  his  purpose ; unseen 
by  the  rest,  a note  was  slipped  into  Isabel’s  hand,  and,  under 
pretence  of  stooping  too,  she  managed  to  secure  the  treasure. 
Love  need  well  be  honest  if , even  when  it  is  most  true,  it  leads  us 
into  so  much  that  is  false ! 

Mr.  Brown’s  box  was  now  unfolded  before  the  eyes  of  the 
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crafty  Mr.  Glumford , who , having  selected  three  pair  of  gloves, 
oiTered  the  exact  half  of  the  sum  demanded. 

Mr.  Brown  lifted  up  his  bands  and  eyes. 

“You  see,"  said  the  imperturbable  Glumford,  “that  if  you 
let  me  have  them  for  that , and  they  last  me  well , and  don’t  come 
unsewn,  and  stand  cleaning,  you’ll  have  my  custom  in  furnishing 
the  house,  and  rooms,  and  — things  of  that  sort.’’ 

Struck  with  the  grandeur  of  this  opening,  Mr.  Brown  yielded, 
and  the  gloves  were  bought. 

‘ ‘The  fool ! ’’  thought  the  noble  George,  laughing  in  his  sleeve, 
“as  if  I should  ever  furnish  the  house  from  his  box ! ’’ 

Strange  that  some  men  should  be  proud  of  being  mean. 

The  moment  Isabel  escaped  to  dress  for  dinner,  she  opened 
her  lover’s  note.  It  was  as  follows : 

“Be  in  the  room,  your  retreat,  at  nine  this  evening.  Let 
the  window  be  left  unclosed.  Precisely  at  that  hour  I will  be  with 
you.  I shall  have  every  thing  in  readiness  for  your  flight.  Be  sore, 
dearest  Isabel , that  nothing  prevents  your  meeting  me  there , even 
if  all  your  bouse  follow  or  attend  you.  I will  bear  you  from  all. 
Oh,  Isabel!  in  spite  of  the  mystery  and  wretchedness  of  your 
letter,  I feel  too  happy,  too  blest  at  the  thought  that  our  fates 
will  be  at  length  united,  and  that  the  onion  is  at  hand.  Re- 
member nine.  „ 

A M. 

Love  is  a feeling  which  has  so  little  to  do  with  the  world , a pas- 
sion so  little  regulated  by  the  known  laws  of  our  more  steady  and 
settled  emotions,  that  the  thoughts  which  it  produces  are  always 
more  or  less  connected  with  exaggeration  and  romance.  To  the 
secret  spirit  of  enterprise  which , however  chilled  by  his  pursuits 
and  habits,  still  burned  within  Mordaunt’s  breast,  there  was  a 
wild  pleasure  in  the  thought  of  bearing  off  bis  mistress  and  his 
bride  from  the  very  home  and  hold  of  her  false  friends  and  real 
foes ; while  in  the  contradictions  of  the  same  passion , Isabel , so 
far  from  exalting  at  her  approaching  escape,  trembled  at  her 
danger,  and  blushed  for  her  temerity;  and  the  fear  and  the  mo- 
desty of  woman  almost  triumphed  over  her  brief  energy  and  fluc- 
tuating resolve. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

We  haite  — the  choten  and  the  lovelj'  briaging; 

Love  (till  goei  with  her  from  her  place  of  birth 
Deep,  lilent  joy,  within  her  loul  i*  springing. 

Though  in  her  glance  the  light  no  more  it  mirth. 

Mrt.  Hemant. 

“Damn  it!”  said  the  general. 

‘ ‘ The  vile  creature ! ” cried  Miss  Diana. 

“1  don’t  understand  things  of  that  sort,”  ejaculated  the  be- 
wildered Mr.  Glumford. 

“She  has  certainly  gone,”  said  the  valiant  general. 

‘ ‘ Certainly ! ” grunted  Miss  Diana. 

“Gone!”  echoed  the  bridegroom , not  to  be? 

And  she  was  gone!  never  did  more  loving  and  tender  heart 
forsake  all , and  cling  to  a more  loyal  and  generous  nature.  The 
skies  were  darkened  with  clouds, 

And  the  dim  start  ruibed  through  them  rare  and  fast; 

and  the  winds  wailed  with  a loud  and  ominous  voice;  and  the 
moon  came  forth,  with  a faint  and  sickly  smile,  from  her  chamber 
in  the  mist,  and  then  shrunk  back,  and  was  seen  no  more;  but 
neither  omen  nor  fear  was  upon  Mordaunt’s  breast,  as  it  swelled 
beneath  the  dark  locks  of  Isabel , which  were  pressed  against  it. 

As  Faith  clings  the  more  to  the  cross  of  life,  while  the  wastes 
deepen  around  her  steps,  and  the  adders  creep  forth  upon  her 
path , so  Love  clasps  that  which  is  its  hope  and  comfort  the  closer, 
for  the  desert  which  encompasseth , and  the  dangers  which  harass 
its  way. 

They  had  fled  to  London,  and  Isabel  had  been  placed  with  a 
very  distant,  and  very  poor,  though  very  high-born  relative  of 
Algernon,  till  the  necessary  preliminaries  could  be  passed,  and 
the  final  bond  knit.  — Yet  still  the  generous  Isabel  would  have  re- 
fused — despite  the  injury  to  her  own  fame,  to  have  ratified  an 
union  which  filled  her  with  gloomy  presentiments  for  Mordaunt’s 
fate ; and  still  Mordaunt  by  little  and  little  broke  down  her  tender 
scruples  and  self- immolating  resolves  and  ceased  not  his  elo- 
quence and  his  suit  till  the  day  of  his  nuptials  was  set  and  come. 
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The  iDorDiDg  rose  bright  and  clear  — the  autumn  was  drawing 
towards  its  close,  and  seemed  willing  to  leave  its  last  remem- 
brance tinged  with  the  warmth  and  softness  of  its  parent  summer, 
rather  than  with  the  stern  gloom  and  severity  of  its  chilling  suc- 
cessor. 

And  they  stood  beside  the  altar,  and  their  vows  were  ex- 
changed. A slight  tremor  came  over  Algernon’s  frame , a slight 
shade  darkened  his  countenance;  for  even  in  that  bridal  hour  an 
icy  and  thrilling  foreboding  curdled  to  bis  beart;  it  passed  — the 
ceremony  was  over , and  Mordaunt  bore  his  blushing  and  weeping 
bride  from  the  church.  His  carriage  was  in  attendance ; for,  not 
knowing  how  long  the  home  of  bis  ancestors  might  be  bis , he  was 
impatient  to  return  to  it.  The  old  Countess  D’Arcy.  Mordaunt’s 
relation , with  whom  Isabel  had  been  staying , called  them  back  to 
bless  them;  for,  even  through  the  coldness  of  old  age,  she  was 
touched  by  the  singularity  of  their  love,  and  affected  by  their 
nobleness  of  heart.  She  laid  her  wan  and  shrivelled  hand  upon 
each,  as  she  bade  them  farewell,  and  each  shrunk  back  involun- 
tarily, for  the  cold  and  light  touch  seemed  like  the  lingers  of  the 
dead. 

Fearful  indeed  is  the  vicinity  of  death  and  life  — the  bridal 
chamber  and  the  charnel.  That  night  the  old  woman  died.  It  ap- 
peared as  if  Fate  had  set  its  seal  upon  the  union  it  had  so  long  for- 
bidden, and  had  woven  a dark  thread  even  in  the  manriage  bond. 
At  least , it  tore  from  two  hearts , over  which  the  cloud  and  the 
blast  lay  couched  in  a “grim  repose,”  the  last  shelter,  which, 
however  frail  and  distant,  seemed  left  to  them  upon  the  inhos- 
pitable earth ! 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

Lire  while  ye  may,  yet  happy  pair;  enjoy 
Short  pleaiurei,  'for  long  woei  are  to  lucceed. 

Milton. 

The  autumn  and  the  winter  passed  away ; Mordaunt’s  relation 
continued  implacable.  Algernon  grieved  for  this,  independent 
of  worldly  circumstances;  for,  though  he  had  seldom  seen  that 
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relation , yet  he  loTed  him  for  former  kindness  — rather  promised, 
to  be  sure , than  yet  shewn  — with  the  natural  warmth  of  an  affec- 
tion which  has  but  few  objects.  However,  the  old  gentleman , (a 
very  short,  very  fat  person  — very  short,  and  very  fat  people, 
when  they  are  surly,  are  the  devil  and  all;  for  the  humours  of 
their  mind , like  those  of  their  body,  have  something  corropt  and 
unpurgeable  in  them)  — wrote  him  one  bluff,  contemptuous 
letter,  in  a witty  strain  — for  he  was  a bit  of  a humourist  — dis- 
owned bis  connection , and  very  shortly  afterwards  died , and  left 
all  his  fortune  to  the  very  Mr.  Vavasour  who  was  at  law  with 
Mordaunt,  and  for  whom  he  had  always  openly  expressed  the 
strongest  personal  dislike  — spite  to  one  relation  is  a marvellous 
tie  to  another.  Meanwhile  the  law-suit  went  on  less  slowly  than 
law-suits  usually  do,  and  the  final  decision  was  very  speedily  to 
be  given. 

We  said  the  autumn  and  the  winter  were  gone;  and  it  was  in 
one  of  those  latter  days  in  March , when , like  a hoyden  girl  sub- 
siding into  dawning  womanhood , the  rode  weather  mellows  into  a 
softer  and  tenderer  month,  that,  by  the  side  of  a stream,  over- 
shadowed by  many  a brake  and  tree,  from  which  the  young 
blossoms  sent  “ a message  from  the  spring,"  sate  two  persons. 

“ 1 know  not,  dearest  Algernon,"  said  one , who  was  a female, 
**  if  this  is  not  almost  the  sweetest  month  in  the  year,  because  it  is 
the  month  of  H o p e." 

**  Ay,  Isabel ; and  they  did  it  wrong  who  called  it  harsh , and 
dedicated  it  to  Mars.  I exult  even  in  the  fresh  winds  which  hardier 
frames  than  mine  shrink  from , and  I love  feeling  their  wild  breath 
fan  my  cheek  as  I ride  against  it.  I remember,"  continued  Alger- 
non, musingly,  “that  on  this  very  day  three  years  ago,  I was 
travelling  through  Germany,  alone  and  on  horseback,  and  I 
stood , not  far  from  Ens , on  the  banks  of  the  Danube;  the  waters 
of  the  river  were  disturbed  and  fierce , and  the  winds  came  loud 
and  angry  against  my  face , dashing  the  spray  of  the  waves  upon 
me,  and  filling  my  spirit  with  a buoyant  and  glad  delight;  and  at 
that  time  I bad  been  indulging  old  dreams  of  poetry,  and  had  laid 
my  philosophy  aside;  and,  in  the  inspiration  of  the  moment, 
I lifted  up  my  hand  towards  the  quarter  whence  the  winds  came. 
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and  questioned  them  audibly  of  their  birth-place,  and  their 
bourne;  and,  as  the  enthusiasm  increased,  I compared  them  to 
our  human  life,  which  a moment  is,  and  then  is  n o t ; and,  pro- 
ceeding from  folly  to  folly,  I asked  them , as  if  they  were  the  weird 
interpreters  of  heaven , for  a type  and  sign  of  my  future  lot.” 

“And  what  said  they?”  inquired  Isabel , smiling,  yet  smiling 
timidly. 

“They  answered  not,”  replied  Mordaunt;  “ but  a voice  within 
me  seemed  to  say  — ‘Look  above ! ’ and  I raised  my  eyes,  — but  I 
did  not  see  thee,  love  — so  the  Book  of  Fate  lied.” 

“Nay,  Algernon,  what  did  you  see?”  asked  Isabel,  more 
earnestly  than  the  question  deserved. 

“I  saw  a thin  cloud,  alone  amidst  many  dense  and  dark  ones 
scattered  around ; and  as  I gazed  it  seemed  to  take  the  likenes  of  a 
funeral  procession  — coffin,  bearers,  priest,  all  — as  clear  in  the 
cloud  as  1 have  seen  them  on  the  earth:  and  I shuddered  as  I 
saw;  but  the  winds  blew  the  vapour  onwards , and  it  mingled  with 
the  broader  masses  of  cloud;  and  then,  Isabel,  the  sun  shone 
forth  for  a moment,  and  I mistook,  love,  when  I said  you  were 
not  there,  for  that  sun  was  you;  but  suddenly  the  winds  ceased, 
and  the  rain  came  on  fast  and  heavy : so  my  romance  cooled , and 
my  fever  slaked  — I thought  on  the  inn  at  Ens,  and  the  blessings 
of  a wood  fire , which  is  lighted  in  a moment,  and!  spurred  on  my 
horse  accordingly.” 

“It  is  very  strange,”  said  Isabel. 

“What,  love?”  whispered  Algernon , kissing  her  cheek. 

“Nothing,  dearest,  nothing.  See  what  a beautiful  butterfly 
has  settled  on  that  blossom,  just  at  your  feet;  it  has  brought  you 
.1  message  fromOberon,  that  you  are  not,  on  pain  of  his  express 
displeasure,  to  wander  out  so  late  in  these  damp  evenings.  His 
majesty  declares  that  you  brush  away  all  the  dew  from  his  own 
haunts , and  that  moreover  you  disturb  his  revels  by  your  unholy 
presense.  Be  sure , therefore , Algernon , that  you  do  not  stir  out 
after  night  fall,” 

Algernon  smiled  as  he  rose  — “I  think,  Isabel,  that  it  is 
rather  a herald  from  Titania  to  you,  begging  you  to  go  to  bed 
betimes,  and  leave  the  house  to  Puck  and  his  fellows , instead  of 
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sitting  up  all  night  for  a husband , who  loves  bis  star-lit  rambies 
and  moth-worn  volumes  better  than  you." 

“Ay,  but  be  does  not  love  them  better,  Algernon,  does  he?" 
said  Isabel,  seriously;  and  Algernon  laughed. 

At  that  instant,  the  deer,  which  lay  waving  their  lordly  antlers 
to  and  fro  beneath  the  avenue  which  sloped  upward  from  the  stream 
to  the  house,  rose  hurriedly  and  in  confusion , and  stood  gazing, 
with  watchful  eyes , upon  a man  advancing  towards  the  pair. 

It  was  one  of  the  servants  with  a letter.  Isabel  saw  a faint 
change  (which  none  else  could  have  seen)  in  Mordaunt’s  counte- 
nance, as  he  recognised  the  writing  and  broke  the  seal.  When  he 
had  read  the  letter,  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  ground , and  then,  with 
a slight  start,  he  lifted  them  up,  and  gazed  long  and  eagerly 
around.  Wistfully  did  be  drink,  as  it  were,  into  his  heart  the 
beautiful  and  expanded  scene  which  lay  stretched  on  either  side; 
the  noble  avenue  which  his  forefathers  had  planted  as  a shelter  to 
their  sons , and  which  now,  in  its  majestic  growth  and  its  waving 
boughs,  seemed  to  say,  “Lo!  ye  are  repaid!"  and  the  never 
silent  and  silver  stream,  by  which  bis  boyhood  had  sat  for  hours, 
lulled  by  its  music,  and  inhaling  the  fragrance  of  the  reed  and 
wild-flower  that  decoyed  the  bee  to  its  glossy  banks ; and  the  deer, 
to  whose  melancholy  belling  he  had  listened  so  often  in  the  grey 
twilight  with  a rapt  and  dreaming  ear;  and  the  green  fern  waving 
on  the  gentle  hill,  from  whose  shade  bis  young  feet  bad  startled 
the  bare  and  the  infant  fawn ; and  far  and  faintly  gleaming  through 
the  thick  trees , which  clasped  it  as  with  a girdle , the  old  Hall , so 
associated  with  vague  hopes  and  musing  dreams,  and  the  dim 
legends  of  gone  time , and  the  prejudiced , yet  high , inspiritings 
of  ancestral  pride;  all  seemed  to  sink  within  him,  as  he  gazed, 
like  the  last  looks  of  departing  friends ; and  when  Isabel , who  had 
not  dared  to  break  a silence  which  partook  so  strongly  of  gloom , at 
length  laid  her  hand  upon  his  arm,  and  lifted  her  dark,  deep, 
tender  eyes  to  his , he  said , as  he  drew  her  towards  him , and  a 
faint  and  sickly  smile  played  upon  bis  lips  — 

“ It  is  past,  Isabel : henceforth  we  have  no  wealth  but  in  each 
other.  The  cause  has  been  decided  — * and  — and  — we  are 
beggars ! " 

The  Uitowned.  J 1 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

We  ezpoie  our  life  to  a qaotidiaD  agae  of  frigid  impertinences, 
which  wonid  make  a w ise  man  tremble  to  think  of. 

Cowley. 

We  must  suppose  a lapse  of  four  years  from  the  date  of  those 
events  which  concluded  the  last  chapter;  and,  to  recompense  the 
reader,  who,  I know,  has  a little  penchant  for  “High  Life,"  even 
in  the  last  century,  for  having  hitherto  shown  him  human  beings  in 
a state  of  society  not  wholly  artificial , I beg  him  to  picture  to  him- 
self a large  room,  brilliantly  illuminated , and  crowded  “with  the 
magnates  of  the  land.”  Here  (some  in  saltatory  motion , some  in 
sedentary  rest)  are  dispersed  various  groups  of  young  ladies  and 
attendant  swains,  talking  upon  the  subject  of  Lord  Rochester’s 
celebrated  poem,  viz.:  “Nothing!”  — and,  lounging  around 
the  doors,  meditating,  probably,  upon  the  same  subject,  stand 
those  unhappy  victims  of  dancing  daughters,  denominated  “ Pa- 
pas.” To  them,  unless  our  grandfathers  differed  widely  from 
ourselves,  a ball  is  not  that  consummation  which  my  young  lady 
readers  may  suppose  it  to  be. 

For  my  part,  of  all  felicity,  to  come  to  the  present  day,  I who 
am  a quiet,  melancholy,  speculative  person  in  such  scenes,  love 
to  sit  in  an  obscure  comer,  and  mark  the  bright  gleam  of  sun- 
shine which  flashes  over  the  faces  of  these  paternal  sufferers , when 
the  subject  of  “the  next  Ascot,”  or  “T — 's  motion,”  or  “my 
country  farm ,”  is  suddenly  started.  How  instantaneously  their 
fancy  transports  them  from  the  doll  duties  of  their  present  situa- 
tion; how  gloatingly  the  middle-aged  gentlemen  dwell  upon  the 
merits  of  “Matilda,”  or  the  perfection  of  the  Game  Laws,  or  the 
singular  improvement  in  turnips ! 

But  we  return  to  our  ballnroom.  The  music  has  ceased  — the 
dancers  have  broken  up , and  there  is  a general  but  gentle  sweep 
towards  the  realm  of  refreshment.  In  the  crowd  — having  just 
entered  — there  glided  a young  man  of  an  air  more  distinguished 
and  somewhat  more  joyous  than  the  rest. 

“How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Linden?”  said  a tall  and  (though 
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somewhat  pass^e)  very  baodsome  woman,  blazing  with  dia- 
monds; “are  you  just  come?” 

And  here , by  the  way,  I cannot  resist  pausing  to  observe , that 
a friend  of  mine , meditating  a novel , submitted  a part  of  the  BfS. 
to  a friendly  publisher.  “ Sir,”  said  the  bookseller,  “your  book 
is  very  clever,  but  it  wants  dialogue.” 

“Dialogue?”  cried  my  friend  — “you  mistake  — it ’s  all  dia- 
logue.” 

“Ay,  Sir , but  not  what  w e call  dialogue ; we  want  a little  con- 
versation in  fashionable  life  — a little  elegant  chit-chat  or  so:  and, 
as  yon  must  have  seen  so  much  of  the  beau  monde,  you  could 
do  it  to  the  life:  we  must  have  something  light,  and  witty,  and 
entertaining.” 

“Light,  witty,  and  entertaining!”  said  our  poor  friend; 
“and  how  the  deuce  then  is  it  to  be  like  conversation  in  ‘fashion- 
able life?’  When  the  very  best  conversation  one  can  get  is  so  in- 
sufferably dull,  how  do  you  think  people  will  be  amused  by  reading 
a copy  of  the  very  worst?” 

“ They  are  amused , Sir,”  said  the  publisher , “and  works  of 
this  kind  sell!” 

“I  am  convinced,”  said  my  friend;  for  he  was  a man  of  a 
placid  temper:  he  took  the  hint,  and  bis  book  did  sell ! 

Now  this  anecdote  rushed  into  my  mind  after  the  penning  of 
the  little  address  of  the  lady  in  diamonds  — “How  do  you  do, 
Mr.  Linden?  Are  you  just  come?”  and  it  received  an  additional 
weight  from  my  utter  inability  to  put  into  the  mouth  of  Mr.  Linden 
— notwithstanding  my  desire  of  representing  him  in  the  most 
brilliant  colours  — any  more  happy  and  eloquent  answer  than  — 
“Only  this  instant!” 

However,  as  this  is  in  the  true  spirit  of  elegant  dialogue , I trust 
my  readers  find  it  as  light,  witty,  and  entertaining  as , according 
to  the  said  publisher,  the  said  dialogue  is  always  found  by  the 
Public. 

While  Clarence  was  engaged  in  talking  with  this  lady,  a very 
pretty,  lively,  animated  ^ri,  with  laughing  blue  eyes,  which, 
joined  to  the  dazzling  fairness  of  her  complexion , gave  a Hebe 
youth  to  her  features  and  expression , was  led  op  to  the  said  lady 

II* 
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by  a tall  young  man , and  consigned , with  the  ceremonious  bow 
of  the  vieille  cour,  to  her  protection. 

“Ah,  Mr.  Linden,”  cried  the  young  lady,  “I  am  very  glad  to 
see  you  — such  a beautiful  ball ! — Every  body  here  that  I most 
like.  Have  you  had  any  refreshments,  mamma?  But  I need  not 
ask,  for  I am  sure  you  have  not;  do  come,  Mr.  Linden  will  be  our 
cavalier.” 

“Well,  Flora,  as  you  please,”  said  the  elder  lady,  with  a 
proud  and  fond  look  at  her  beautiful  daughter;  and  they  proceeded 
to  the  refreshment  room. 

No  sooner  were  they  seated  at  one  of  the  tables,  than  they  were 
accosted  hy  an  old  acquaintance.  Lord  St.  George,  whom  our 
reader  may  remember  as  a silent,  thin  nobleman,  at  a supper  at 
Mr.  Talbot’s. 

“London,”  said  his  lordship,  to  her  of  the  diamonds , “has 
not  seemed  like  the  same  place  since  Lady  Westboniugb  arrived ; 
your  presence  brings  out  all  the  other  luminaries : and  therefore  a 
young  acquaintance  of  mine  — God  bless  me,  there  he  is,  seated 
by  Lady  Flora , — very  justly  called  you  the  evening  star.” 

“Was  that  Mr.  Linden’s  pretty  saying?”  said  Lady  West^ 
borough,  smiling. 

“It  was,”  answered  Lord  St.  George;  “and,  by  the  bye,  he 
is  a very  sensible,  pleasant  person,  and  greatly  improved  since 
be  left  England  last.” 

“What!”  said  Lady  Westborongh , in  a low  tone,  (for  Cla- 
rence, though  in  earnest  conversation  with  Lady  Flora,  was  within 
hearing),  and  making  room  for  Lord  St.  George  beside  her, 
“What!  did  you  know  him  before  he  went  to — ? You  can  pro- 
bably tell  me , then , who  — that  is  to  say  — what  family  he  is  ex- 
actly of  — the  Lindens’  of  Devonshire , or  — or  — ” 

“Why,  really,”  said  Lord  St  George,  a little  confused,  for 
no  man  likes  to  be  acquainted  with  persons  whose  pedigree  he 
cannot  explain,  “I  don’t  know  what  may  be  his  family:  I met  him 
at  Talbot’s  four  or  five  years  ago ; he  was  then  a mere  boy , but  be 
struck  me  as  being  very  clever,  and  Talbot  since  told  me  that  be 
was  a nephew  of  his  own.” 
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“Talbot,"  said  Lady  Westborougb , musingly,  “ vhal 
Talbot?" 

“Oh!  the  Talbot  — the  ci-devant  jeunc  homme!” 

“What,  thatcharming,  clever,  animated  old  gentleman,  irho 
used  to  dress  so  oddly,  and  had  been  so  celebrated  a beau 
garcoD  in  his  day?" 

“Exactly  so,"  said  Lord  St.  George,  taking  snuff,  and  de- 
lighted to  find  he  had  set  his  young  acquaintance  on  so  honourable 
a footing. 

“I  did  not  know  he  was  still  alive,"  said  Lady  Westborough; 
and  then,  turning  her  eyes  towards  Clarence  and  her  daughter, 
she  added  carelessly,  “Mr.  Talbot  is  very  rich,  is  he  not?" 

“ Rich  as  Croesus,"  replied  Lord  St.  George,  with  a sigh. 

“And  Mr.  Linden  is  his  heir , I suppose ? " 

“In  ail  probability,"  answered  Lord  St.  George;  “though  1 
believe  I can  boast  a distant  relationship  to  Talbot.  However,  I 
could  not  make  him  fully  understand  it  the  other  day,  though  I 
took  particular  pains  to  explain  it." 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on  between  tbe  Marchioness 
of  Westborough  and  Lord  St.  George,  a dialogue  equally  interest- 
ing to  the  parties  concerned,  and,  I hope,  equally  light,  witty, 
and  entertaining  to  readers  in  general,  was  sustained  between 
Clarence  and  Lady  Flora. 

“How  long  shall  you  stay  in  England?"  asked  the  latter, 
looking  down. 

“ I have  not  yet  been  able  to  decide ,"  replied  Clarence,  “ for  it 
rests  with  the  ministers , not  me.  Directly  Lord  Aspeden  obtains 
another  appointment,  I am  promised  the  office  of  Secretary  of 
Legation;  but  till  then,  lam  — 

A captire  in  Angaata’a  towen. 

To  Keaiitjr  and  her  train.  ” 

“Oh!"  cried  Lady  Flora,  laughing,  “you  mean  Mrs.  Dcs- 
borough  and  her  train ; see  where  they  sweep ! pray  go  and  render 
her  homage." 

“It  is  rendered,"  said  Linden,  in  a low  voice,  “without  so 
long  a pilgrimage , but  perhaps  despised." 

Lady  Flora's  laugh  was  hushed ; the  deepest  blushes  suffused 
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her  cheeks,  and  the  whole  character  of  that  face , before  so  plajfal 
and  joyous,  seemed  changed  as  by  a spell,  into  a graTe,  snbdued, 
and  eren  Umid  look. 

Linden  resumed,  and  his  voice  scarcely  rose  above  a whis- 
per. — A whisper!  O delicate  and  fairy  sound!  music  that 
speaketh  to  the  heart , as  if  loth  to  break  the  spell  that  binds  it 
while  it  listens!  Sigh  breathed  into  words,  and  freighting  love  in 
tones  languid , like  homeward  bees , by  the  very  sweets  with  which 
they  are  charged! 

“Do  you  remember,”  said  he,  “that  evening  at  — when  we 
last  parted?  and  the  boldness  which  at  that  time  you  were  gentle 
enough  to  forgive?” 

Lady  Flora  replied  not. 

“And,  do  you  remember,”  continued  Clarence,  “that  I told 
you  that  it  was  not  as  an  unknown  and  obscure  adventurer  that  I 
would  claim  the  hand  of  her  whose  heart,  as  an  adventurer , I 
had  won?” 

Lady  Flora  raised  her  eyes  for  one  moment,  and  encountering 
the  ardent  gaze  of  Oarence , as  instantly  dropped  them. 

“The  time  is  not  yet  come,”  said  Linden,  “for  the  fulfil- 
ment of  this  promise;  but  may  I — dare  I hope,  that  when  it  does 
I shall  not  be—” 

“Flora,  my  love,”  said  Lady  Westborough,  “let  me  introduce 
to  yon  Lord  Borodaile.” 

Lady  Flora  turned  — the  spell  was  broken ; and  the  lovers 
were  instantly  transformed  into  ordinary  mortals.  But,  as  Flora, 
after  returning  Lord  Borodaile’s  address,  glanced  her  eye  towards 
Clarence,  she  was  struck  with  the  sudden  and  singular  change  of 
his  countenance ; the  flush  of  youth  and  passion  was  fled , his 
complexion  was  deadly  pale,  and  his  eyes  were  fixed  with  a 
searching  and  unaccountable  meaning  upon  the  face  of  the  young 
nobleman,  who  was  alternately  addressing,  with  a quiet  and 
somewhat  haughty  fluency,  the  beautiful  mother,  and  the  more 
lovely,  though  less  commanding  daughter.  Directly  Linden 
perceived  that  he  was  obscncd,  he  rose,  turned  away,  and  was 
soon  lost  among  the  crowd. 

Lord  Borodaile,  the  son  and  heir  of  the  powerful  Earl  of  Uls- 
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water,  was  about  the  age  of  thirty,  small,  slight,  and  rather 
iiandsome  than  otherwise;  bis  complexion  was  dark  and  sallow; 
and  a very  aquiline  nose  gave  a stern,  and  somewhat  severe  air 
to  a countenance  otherwise  grave  and  harsh  in  its  expression.  He 
liad  been  for  several  years  abroad , in  various  parts  of  the  couti- 
nent,  and  (no  other  field  for  an  adventurous  and  Gerce  spirit 
presenting  itself)  had  served  with  the  gallant  Earl  of  ElGnghani, 
in  the  war  between  the  Turks  and  Russians , as  a volunteer  in  the 
armies  of  the  latter.  In  this  service  he  had  been  highly  distin- 
guished for  courage  and  conduct;  and,  on  his  return  to  England 
about  a twelvemonth  since,  had  obtained  the  command  of  a cavalry 
regiment.  Passionately  fond  of  his  profession , he  entered  into 
its  minutest  duties  with  a zeal  not  exceeded  by  the  youngest  and 
poorest  subaltern  in  the  army. 

His  manners  were  very  cold,  haughty,  collected,  and  self- 
possessed  , and  his  conversation  that  of  a man  who  has  cultivated 
his  intellect,  rather  in  the  world  than  the  closet.  Imean,  that, 
perfectly  ignorant  of  things , he  was  driven  to  converse  solely 
upon  persons,  and,  having  imbibed  no  other  philosophy  than 
that  which  worldly  deceits  and  disappointments  bestow,  his  re- 
marks, though  shrewd,  were  bitterly  sarcastic,  and  partook  of 
all  the  ill-nature  for  which  a very  scanty  knowledge  of  the  world 
gives  a sour  and  malevolent  mind  so  ready  an  excuse. 

“ How  very  disagreeable  Lord  Borodaile  is ! ” said  Lady  Flora, 
when  the  object  of  the  remark  turned  away,  and  rejoined  some 
idlers  of  his  corps. 

‘‘Disagreeable!”  said  Lady  Weslborough.  “I  think  him 
charming;  he  is  so  sensible.  How  true  his  remarks  on  the 
world  are ! ” 

Thus  is  it  always : the  young  judge  harshly  of  those  who  un- 
deceive or  revolt  their  enthusiasm ; and  the  more  advanced  in 
years,  who  have  not  learned , by  a diviner  wisdom,  to  look  upon 
the  human  follies  and  errors  by  which  they  have  suffered , with  a 
pitying  and  lenient  eye , consider  every  maxim  of  severity  on  those 
frailties  as  the  mark  of  a superior  knowledge,  and  praise  that  as  a 
profundity  of  thought  which  in  reality  is  but  an  infirmity  of  temper. 

Clarence  is  now  engaged  in  a minuet  dc  la  cour,  with 
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liie  beautiful  Countess  of  — , the  best  dancer  of  the  day  in  Eng- 
land. Lady  Flora  is  flirting  with  half  a dozen  *6Ugants’  the 
more  violently,  in  proportion  as  she  observes  the  animation  with 
which  Clarence  converses,  and  the  grace  with  which  his  partner 
moves:  and,  having  thus  left  our  two  principal  personages  oc- 
cupied and  engaged , let  us  turn  for  a moment  to  a room  which  we 
have  not  entered. 

This  is  a forlorn , deserted  chamber,  destined  to  cards , which 
are  never  played  in  this  temple  of  Terpsichore.  At  (he  far  end  of 
this  room , opposite  to  the  fire-plae , are  seated  four  men , en- 
gaged in  earnest  conversation. 

The  tallest  of  these  was  Lord  Quintown , a nobleman,  remark- 
able at  that  day  for  bis  personal  advantages , his  good  fortune  with 
the  beau  sexe,  his  attempts  at  parliamentary  eloquence,  in 
which  he  was  lamentably  unsuccessful , and  bis  adherence  to  Lord 
North.  Next  to  him,  sat  Mr.  St.  George , the  younger  brother  of 
Lord  St.  George,  a gentleman  to  whom  power  and  place  seemed 
married  without  hope  of  divorce,  for,  whatever  had  been  the 
changes  of  ministry  for  the  last  twelve  years,  be,  secure  in  a 
lucrative,  though  subordinate  situation , had  “smiled  at  the  whirl- 
wind, and  defied  the  storm;”  and,  while  all  things  shifted  and 
vanished  round  him , like  clouds  and  vapours , had  remained  fixed 
and  stationary  as  a star.  “ Solid  St.  George,”  was  his  appellative 
by  his  friends , and  his  enemies  did  not  grudge  him  the  title.  The 
third  was  the  minister  for — ; and  the  fourth  was  Clarence’s  friend. 
Lord  Aspeden.  Now  this  nobleman , blest  with  a benevolent, 
smooth , calm  countenance , valued  himself  especially  upon  his 
diplomatic  elegance  in  turning  a compliment. 

Having  a great  taste  for  literature  as  well  as  diplomacy , this  re- 
spected and  respectable  peer  also  possessed  a curious  felicity  for 
applying  quotation;  and  nothing  rejoiced  him  so  much  as  when, 
in  the  same  phrase , he  was  enabled  to  set  the  two  jewels  of  his 
courtliness  of  flattery  and  his  profundity  of  erudition.  Unhappily 
enough,  his  compliments  were  seldom  as  well  taken  as  they  were 
meant;  and,  whether  from  the  ingratitude  of  the  persons  com- 
plimented, or  the  ill  fortune  of  the  noble  adulator,  seemed  some- 
times to  produce  indignation  in  place  of  delight.  It  has  been  said 
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that  his  civilities  had  cost  Lord  Aspeden  four  duels  and  one  beat- 
ing; but  these  reports  were  probably  the  malicious  invention  of 
those  who  had  never  tasted  the  delicacies  of  his  flattery. 

Now  these  four  persons  being  all  members  of  the  JMvy  Council, 
and  of  his  Majesty’s  Government,  and  being  thus  engaged  in  close 
and  earnest  conference,  were,  you  will  suppose,  employed  in 
discussing  the  gravities  and  secrets  of  state  — no  such  thing : that  ■ 
whisper  from  Lord  Quintown,  the  handsome  nobleman,  to  Mr. 
St.  George  is  no  hoarded  and  valuable  information  which  would  re- 
joice the  heart  of  the  editor  of  an  opposition  paper,  no  grave  su- 
surrum,  ‘’perplexing  monarchs  with  the  dread  of  change;  ” itis 
only  a recent  piece  of  scandal , touching  the  virtue  of  a lady  of  the 
court,  which  (albeit  the  sage  listener  seems  to  pay  so  devout  an 
attention  to  the  news)  is  far  more  interesting  to  the  gallant  and 
handsome  informant  than  to  his  brother  statesman;  and  that  em- 
phatic and  vehement  tone  with  which  Lord  Aspeden  is  assuring 
the  minister  for  — of  some  fact , is  merely  an  angry  denunciation 
of  the  chicanery  practised  at  the  last  Newmarket. 

“By  the  by,  Aspeden,”  said  Lord  Quintown,  “who  is  that 
good-looking  fellow  always  flirting  with  Lady  Flora  Ardenne  — an 
attach  6 of  yours,  is  he  not?” 

“Oh,  Linden,  I suppose  you  mean?  a very  sensible,  clever 
young  fellow , who  has  a great  genius  for  business , and  plays  the 
flute  admirably.  I must  have  him  for  my  secretary,  my  dear  lord, 
mind  that.” 

“ With  such  a recommendation.  Lord  Aspeden ,”  said  the  mi- 
nister, with  a bow,  “the  state  would  be  a great  loser  did  it  not 
elect  your  attach^,  who  plays  so  admirably  on  the  flute,  to  the 
office  of  your  secretary.” 

“Ah!  your  lordship  always  does  pay  such  beautiful  compli- 
ments. What  lines  were  those  somebody  applied  to  you  — 

Here  liei  the  minion  of  the  king, 

Whofe  word  no  man  relied  oni 
Who  aometime*  said  a fooliah  thing, 

Bnt  nerer  did 

— How  does  it  go  on,  St.  George?” 

‘ ‘ Let  us  join  the  dancers ,”  said  the  minister. 
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“Ah,  they  are  very  pretty  lines , ‘Minion  of  a king,’  — ‘ Some- 
times said  a foolish  thing,’  — ‘But  never’ — I wish  1 could  recollect 
the  rest.” 

“I  shall  go  and  talk  with  Count  B — ,”  quoth  Mr.  St.  George. 

“And  I shall  make  my  court  to  his  beautiful  wife,”  said  the 
minister,  sauntering  into  the  ball-room , to  which  his  One  person 
and  graceful  manner  were  much  better  adapted  than  was  his  genius 
to  the  cabinet,  or  his  eloquence  to  the  senate.  So  essentially  dif- 
ferent are  the  talents  requisite  for  the  man  who  is  to  shine  in  the 
world  from  those  who  are  calculated  for  shining  in  the  saloon , that 
history  scarcely  furnishes  us  with  six  examples  of  men  who  have 
united  both. 

The  morning  had  long  dawned , and  Clarence,  for  whose  mind 
pleasure  was  more  fatiguing  than  business,  lingered  near  the  door, 
to  catch  one  last  look  of  Lady  Flora  before  he  retired.  He  saw  her 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  Lord  Borodaile,  and,  hastening  to  join  the 
dancers , witn  her  usual  light  step  and  laughing  air ; for  Clarence’s 
short  conference  with  her  had,  in  spite  of  bis  subsequent  flirtations, 
rendered  her  happier  than  she  had  ever  felt  before.  Again  a change 
passed  over  Garence’s  countenance  — a change  which  I find  it 
difficult  to  express  without  borrowing  from  those  celebrated  Ger- 
man dramatists  who  could  portray  in  such  exact  colours  “ a look  of 
mingled  joy,  sorrow,  hope,  passion,  rapture,  and  despair,"  for 
the  look  was  not  that  of  jealousy  alone , although  it  certainly  par- 
took of  its  nature,  but  a little  also  of  interest,  and  a little  of  sorrow ; 
and  when  he  turned  away,  and  slowly  descended  the  stairs,  his 
eyes  were  full  of  tears , and  bis  thoughts  far  — far  away ; — 
whither? 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

Quae  fert  adoleicentia 
£a  ne  me  celet  contuefeci  filium. 

Tereat. 

Thk  next  morning  Clarence  was  lounging  over  his  breakfast, 
aud  glancing  listlessly  now  at  the  pages  of  the  newspapers , now  at 
the  various  engagements  for  the  week , which  lay  confusedly  upon 
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his  table,  when  he  received  a note  from  Talbot , requestiog  to  see 
him  as  soon  as  possible. 

“Had  it  not  been  for  that  man,”  said  Clarence  to  himself, 
“what  should  I have  been  now?  When  my  own  kin  cast  me  off, 
when  I stood  alone  and  friendless  in  the  wide  world,  it  was  a stran- 
ger’s hand  which  raised  and  guided  me.  But  (and  here  the  natural 
and  somewhat  excusable  pride  of  Clarence  broke  out),  but,  at 
least,  I have  not  disgraced  his  friendship.  I have  already  ascended 
the  roughest,  because  the  lowest,  steps,  on  the  hill  where  For- 
tune builds  her  temple.  I have  already  won  for  the  name  I have 
chosen  some  ‘golden  opinions,’  to  gild  its  obscurity.  One  year 
more  may  confirm  my  destiny,  and  ripen  hope  into  success : then 
— then,  I may  perhaps  throw  off  a disguise  that,  while  it  be- 
friended , has  not  degraded , me , and  avow  myself  to  her ! Yet, 
if  1 did,  it  is  but  an  exchange  of  names;  my  own  is  neither  pre- 
faced by  titles , nor  hallowed  by  wealth.  No : better  that  I should 
continue  to  advance  that  name , which  I require  no  ancestors  to 
ennoble,  and  which  none  have  authority  to  question,  than  recur 
to  one  which  I have  been  deemed  unworthy  to  bear.  Well , well, 
these  are  bitter  and  as  yet  vain,  thoughts;  let  me  turn  to  others. 
How  beautiful  Flora  looked  last  night!  and,  he  — he  — but 
enough  of  this : I must  dress , and  then  to  Talbot.” 

Muttering  these  wayward  fancies , Clarence  rose,  completed 
his  toilet,  sent  for  his  horses,  and  repaired  to  a village  about  seven 
miles  from  London,  where  Talbot,  having  yielded  to  Clarence's 
fears  and  solicitations,  and  left  his  former  insecure  tenement, 
now  resided  under  the  guard  and  care  of  an  especial  and  private 
watchman. 

It  was  a pretty,  quiet  villa,  surrounded  by  a plantation  and 
pleasure  ground  ^ some  extent  for  a suburban  residence,  in  which 
the  old  philosopher  (for  though,  in  some  respects,  still  frail  and 
prejudiced,  Talbot  deserved  that  name)  held  bis  home.  The 
ancient  servant,  on  whom  four  years  had  passed  lightly  and  favour- 
ingly , opened  the  door  to  Clarence,  with  his  usual  smile  of  greet- 
ing, and  familiar,  yet  respectful,  salutation,  and  ushered  our 
hero  into  a room,  furnished  with  the  usual  fastidious  and  rather 
feminine  luxury  which  charecterized  Talbot’s  tastes.  Sitting  with 
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his  back  studiously  luraed  to  the  light,  which  was  only  ad- 
mitted through  curtains  of  crimson  velvet,  and  propped,  io  a 
large  easy  chair , by  cushions  of  the  same  costly  material , Clarence 
found  the  wreck  of  what  once  was  the  gallant,  gay  Lothario  of  the 
mode  and  mon de. 

There  was  not  much  alteration  in  his  countenance,  since  we 
(viz.  you,  dear  Reader,  and  ourself  — not  Clarence)  last  saw 
him ; the  lines,  it  is  true  were  a little  more  decided,  and  the  cheeks 
a little  more  sunken , but  the  dark  eye  beamed  with  all  its  wonted 
vivacity,  and  the  delicate  contour  of  the  mouth  preserved  all  its 
physiognomical  characteristics  of  the  inward  man.  He  rose  with 
somewhat  more  difficulty  than  he  was  formerly  wont  to  do , and  his 
limbs  bad  lost  much  of  their  symmetrical  proportions ; yet  the  kind 
clasp  of  his  band  was  as  firm  and  warm  as  when  it  had  pressed  that 
of  the  boyish  attache  four  years  since;  and  the  voice,  which  ex- 
pressed his  salutation , yet  breathed  its  unconquered  suavity  and 
distinctness  of  modulation.  After  the  customary  greetings  and  in- 
quiries were  given  and  returned,  the  young  man  drew  his  chair 
near  to  Talbot’s,  and  said  — 

“You  sent  for  me,  dear  Sir;  have  you  any  thing  more  impor- 
tant than  usual  to  impart  to  me?  ^ — or  — and  I hope  this  is  the 
case  — have  you  at  last  thought  of  any  commission,  however 
trifling,  in  the  execution  of  which  I can  be  of  use?" 

“Yes,  Clarence,  I wish  your  judgment  to  select  me  some 
strawberries  — you  know  that  I am  a great  epicure  in  fruit  — and 
get  me  the  new  thing  Dr.  Johnson  has  just  published.  There , are 
you  contended?  And  now,  tell  me  all  about  your  horse , does  he 
step  well?  Has  he  the  true  English  head  and  shoulder?  Are  bis 
legs  fine,  yet  strong?  Is  he  full  of  spirit  and  devoid  of  vice?  the 
rich  wine  without  the  hot  adulteration : just  sufficient  to  make  you 
feel  life  without  reminding  you  of  death." 

“He  is  all  this.  Sir,  thanks  to  you  for  him.” 

“Ah!"  cried  Talbot  — 

“Old  ai  I am,  for  riding  feats  unfit. 

The  shape  of  horses  1 rememher  yet. 

— And  now  let  us  hear  how  you  like  Ranelagh?  and,  above  all 
how  you  liked  the  ball  last  night?  " 
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And  (he  vivacious  old  man  listened  with  the  profoundcst  ap> 
pcarance  of  interest  to  all  the  particulars  of  Clarence's  animated 
detail.  His  vanity,  which  made  him  wish  to  be  loved,  had  long 
since  taught  him  tlie  surest  method  of  becoming  so ; and  with  him, 
every  visitor,  old,  young,  the  man  of  books,  or  the  disciple  of 
the  world,  was  sure  to  find  the  readiest  and  even  eagerest  sympathy 
in  every  amusement  or  occupation.  But  for  Clarence , this  interest 
lay  deeper  than  in  the  surface  of  courtly  breeding.  Gratitude  had 
first  bound  to  him  his  adopted  son,  then  a tie,  yet  unexplained, 
and  lastly,  but  not  least,  the  pride  of  protection.  He  was  vain  of 
the  personal  and  mental  attractions  of  his  prot6g6,  and  eager  for 
the  succ6s  de  soci^td  of  one  whose  honours  would  reflect  cre- 
dit on  himself. 

But  there  was  one  part  of  Clarence’s  account  of  the  last  night  to 
which  the  philosopher  paid  a still  deeper  attention , and  on  which 
he  was  more  minute  in  his  advice;  what  this  was,  1 cannot,  as 
yet , reveal  to  the  Reader. 

The  conversation  then  turned  on  light  and  general  matters. 
The  scandal,  the  literature,  the  politics,  the  on  dits  of  the 
day;  and  lastly  upon  women;  thence  Talbot  dropped  into  his 
office  of  Mentor. 

“A  celebrated  cardinal  said,  very  wisely,  that  few  ever  did  any 
thing  among  men  until  women  were  no  longer  an  object  to  them. 
That  is  the  reason,  by-the-by,  why  I never  succeeded  with  the 
former,  and  why  people  seldom  acquire  any  reputation,  except 
fur  a hat  or  a horse , till  they  marry.  Look  round  at  the  various 
occupations  of  life.  How  few  bachelors  are  eminent  in  any  of 
them ! Su  you  sec , Clarence , you  will  have  my  leave  to  marry 
Lady  Flora  as  soon  as  you  please." 

Clarence  coloured,  and  rose  to  depart.  Talbot  followed  him 
to  the  door,  and  then  said,  in  a careless  way,  “By-the-by,  I 
had  almost  forgotten  to  tell  you  that,  as  you  have  now  many  new 
expenses , you  will  find  the  yearly  sum  you  have  hitherto  received 
doubled.  To  give  you  this  information  is  the  chief  reason  why  I 
sent  for  you  this  morning.  God  bless  you , my  dear  boy." 

And  Talbot  shut  the  door,  despite  his  polilesse,  in  the  face 
and  thanks  of  his  adopted  son. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

Tbere  U a great  ilifference  between  seeking  to  raiie  a laugb 
from  ererj  thing,  and  teeking,  in  every  thing,  what  justly  may 
be  laughed  at. 

Lord  Shaftesbury. 

Behold  our  hero,  now  in  the  foil  flush  and  zenith  of 
distinguished  dissipations!  Courteous,  attentive,  and  animated, 
the  women  did  not  esteem  him  the  less  for  admiring  them  rather 
than  himself;  while,  by  the  gravity  of  his  demeanour  to  men  — 
the  eloquent,  yet  unpretending  flow  of  bis  conversation,  whenever 
topics  of  intellectual  interest  were  discussed  — the  plain  and  solid 
sense  which  he  threw  into  his  remarks — and  the  avidity  with  which 
he  courted  the  society  of  all  distinguished  for  literary  or  political 
eminence,  he  was  silently,  but  surely,  establishing  himself  in 
esteem  as  well  as  popularity,  and  laying  the  certain  foundation  ol 
future  honour  and  success. 

Thus,  although  he  had  only  been  four  months  returned  to 
England,  he  was  already  known  and  courted  in  every  circle,  and 
universally  spokenof  as  among  “the  most  rising  young  gentlemen” 
whom  fortune  and  the  administration  bad  marked  for  their  own. 
His  history , during  the  four  years  in  which  we  have  lost  sight  of 
him,  is  briefly  told. 

He  soon  won  his  way  into  the  good  graces  of  Lord  Aspeden ; 
became  his  private  secretary,  and,  occasionally  his  confidant. 
Universally  admired  for  his  attraction  of  form  and  manner,  and, 
though  aiming  at  reputation,  not  averse  to  pleasure,  he  established 
that  sort  of  name  which  a good  person  and  a little  success  with  the 
Fair  Sex  readily  obtains ; and  thus  when  (a  year  before  his  return 
to  England)  Lady  Westborough  and  her  beautiful  daughter,  then 
only  sixteen,  came  to  — , in  the  progress  of  a continental  tonr, 
he  bad  become  rather  a lion , and  consequently  a fit  person  to  flirt 
with  the  marchioness  and  dance  with  the  daughter.  Hence  bis 
love  to  the  latter,  and  the  secret  but  treasured  vows  to  which 
Clarence  had  alluded  in  the  ball-room. 

Lord  Aspeden  being  recalled,  Clarence  accompanied  him  to 
England ; and  the  ex-minister,  really  liking  much  one  who  was  so 
useful  to  him,  had  faithfully  promised  to  procure  him  the  office  and 
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honour  of  Secretary  whenever  his  lordship  should  be  re-appointed 
Minister. 

Three  intimate  acquaintances  had  Clarence  Linden.  The  one 
was  the  Honourable  Henry  Trollolop , the  second  Mr.  Callytborpe, 
and  the  third  Sir  Christopher  Findlater.  We  will  sketch  them  to 
you  in  an  instant.  Mr.  Trollolop  was  a short,  stout  gentleman,  with 
a very  thoughtful  countenance, — that  is  to  say,  he  wore  spectacles, 
and  took  snuff.  Mr.  Trollolop  — we  delight  in  pronouncing  that 
soft  liquid  name  — was  eminently  distinguished  by  a love  of 
metaphysics  — metaphysics  were  in  a great  measure  the  order  of 
the  day;  but  fate  bad  endowed  Mr.  Trollolop  with  a singular  and 
felicitous  confusion  of  idea.  Reid,  Berkeley,  Cudworth,  Hobbes, 
all  lay  jumbled  together  in  most  edifying  chaos  at  the  bottom  of 
Mr.  Trollolop’s  capacious  mind;  and  whenever  he  opened  his 
mouth,  the  imprisoned  enemies  came  rushing  and  scrambling 
out,  overturning  and  contradicting  each  other,  in  a manner  quite 
astounding  to  the  ignorant  spectator.  Mr.  Callytborpe  was  meagre, 
thin,  sharp,  and  yellow.  Whether  from  having  a great  propensity 
for  nailing  stray  acquaintances , or  being  particularly  heavy  com- 
pany, or  from  any  other  cause  better  known  to  the  wits  of  the 
period  than  to  us,  be  was  occasionally  termed  by  his  friends  the 
“yellow-hammer.”  The  peculiar  characteristics  of  this  gentleman 
were  his  sincerity  and  friendship.  These  qualities  led  him  into 
saying  things  the  most  disagreeable , with  the  civilest  and  coolest 
manner  in  the  world  — always  prefacing  them  with , “ You  know, 
my  dear  so  and  so , / am  your  true  friend.”  If  this  proof  of  amity 
was  now  and  then  productive  of  altercation,  Mr.  Callytborpe,  who 
was  a great  patriot,  had  another  and  a nobler  plea  — “Sir,” 
he  would  say,  putting  his  hand  to  his  heart  — “Sir,  I ’m  an 
Englishman  — I know  not  what  it  is  to  feign.”  Of  a very  different 
stamp  was  Sir  Christopher  Findlater.  Little  cared  he  for  the 
subtleties  of  the  human  mind,  and  not  much  more  for  the 
disagreeable  duties  of  “an  Englishman.”  Honest  and  jolly  — red 
in  the  cheeks  — empty  in  the  head  — born  to  twelve  thousand 
a-year  — educated  in  the  country , and  heir  to  an  earldom , Sir 
Christopher  Findlater  piqued  himself,  notwithstanding  his  worldly 
advantages,  usually  so  destructive  to  the  kindlier  affections,  on 
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having  the  best  heart  in  the  world,  and  this  good  heart,  having 
a very  bad  head  to  regulate  and  support  it,  was  the  perpetual  cause 
of  error  to  the  owner  and  evil  to  the  public. 

One  evening  when  Clarence  was  alone  in  his  rooms,  the 
Honourable  Mr.  Trollolop  entered. 

“My  dear  Linden,”  said  the  visitor,  “how  are  you?” 

“lam,  as  I hope  you  are,  very  well,”  answered  Clarence. 

“The  human  mind,”  said  Trollolop,  taking  off  bis  great  coat — 

“Sir  Christopher  Findlater,  and  Mr.  Callythorpe , Sir,”  said 
the  valet. 

“Pshaw ! What  has  Sir  Christopher  Findlater  to  do  with  the 
human  mind?”  muttered  Mr.  Trollolop. 

Sir  Christopher  entered  with  a swagger  and  a laugh.  “ Well, 
old  fellow , how  do  you  do?  deuced  cold  this  evening.” 

“Though  it  is  an  evening  in  May,”  observed  Clarence ; “but 
then,  this  cursed  climate.” 

“Climate,”  interrupted  Mr.  Callythorpe , “it ’s  no  climate  at 
all ; I am  an  Englishman , and  I never  abuse  my  country. 

England,  witii  all  thy  faults,  1 Inve  thee  itill!" 

“Very  true,”  murmured  Trollolop,  who  had  only  heard  one 
part  of  the  sentence;  “there  is  no  climate,  neither  here,  nor 
elsewhere : the  climate  is  in  your  mind,  the  chair  is  in  your  mind, 
and  the  table  too , and  I dare  say  you  are  stupid  enough  to  think 
the  two  latter  are  in  the  room;  the  human  mind,  my  dear  Find- 
later—” 

“Don’t  mind  me,  Trollolop,”  cried  the  baronet,  “I  can’t 
bear  your  clever  beads ; give  me  a good  heart  — that ’s  worth  all 
the  heads  in  the  world , d — n me  if  it  is  not ! Eh , Linden ! ” 

“Your  good  heart,”  cried  Trollolop,  in  a passion  — (for 
all  your  self-called  philosophers  are  a little  choleric)  — “your 
good  heart  is  all  cant  and  nonsense  — there  is  no  heart  at  all  — 
we  are  all  mind.” 

“ I ’ll  be  hanged  if  1 ’m  all  mind ,”  said  the  baronet : 

“At  least,”  quoth  Linden,  gravely,  “no  one  ever  accused 
you  of  it  before.” 

“We  are  all  mind,”  pursued  the  reasouer;  “ we  are  all  mind, 
un  moulin  h raisonnement.  Our  ideas  arc  derived  from 
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two  sources,  sensatioD,  or  memory.  That  neither  our  thoughts, 
nor  passions,  nor  ideas  formed  by  the  imagination , exist  without 
the  mind,  every  body  will  allow;*  therefore,  you  see,  the 
human  mind  is  — in  short,  there  is  nothing  in  the  world  but 
the  human  mind!” 

“Nothing  could  be  better  demonstrated,”  said  Clarence. 

“I  don’t  believe  it,”  quotb  the  baronet. 

“But  you  do  believe  it,  and  you  must  believe  it,”  cried 
Troilolop;  “for  ‘the  Supreme  Being  has  implanted  within  us  the 
principle  of  credulity,’  and  therefore  you  do  believe  it.” 

“Bull  don’t,”  cried  Sir  Christopher. 

“You  are  mistaken,”  replied  the  metaphysician,  calmly; 
“because  I must  speak  truth.” 

“Why  must  you,  pray?”  said  the  baronet. 

“Because,”  answered  Troilolop,  taking  snuff,  “there  is  a 
principle  of  veracity  implanted  in  our  nature.” 

“1  wish  I were  a metaphysician ,”  said  Clarence  with  a sigh. 

“lam  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  for  you  know,  my  dear  Lin- 
den,” said  Callythorpe , “that  I am  your  true  friend,  and  I must 
therefore  tell  you  that  you  are  shamefully  ignorant.  You  are  not 
offended?” 

“Not  at  all!”  said  Clarence,  trying  to  smile. 

“And  yon,  my  dear  Findlater,”  (turning  to  the  baronet,) 
“ you  know  that  1 wish  you  well  — you  know  that  I never  flatter, 
I ’m  your  real  friend,  so  you  must  not  be  angry;  but  you  really  are 
not  considered  a Solomon.” 

“Mr.  Callythorpe!”  exclaimed  the  baronet,  in  a rage,  [the 
best  hearted  people  can’t  always  bear  truth,]  “what  do  you 
mean?" 

“ You  must  not  be  angry,  my  good  Sir  — you  must  not,  really. 
I can’t  help  telling  you  of  your  faults , for  I am  a true  Briton , Sir, 
a true  Briton , and  leave  lying  to  slaves  and  Frenchmen.” 

“You  are  in  an  error,”  said  Troilolop;  “Frenchmen  don’t 
lie,  at  least  not  naturally,  for  in  the  human  mind,  as  I before 
said,  the  Divine  Author  has  implanted  a principle  of  veracity 
which  — ” 

* Berkeley  i Sect.  iii.  Principle*  of  Human  Knowledge. 

The  Uuowntd.  12 


Digitized  by  Coogle 


17S 


“My  dear  Sir,"  ioterrupted  Callylhorpe,  very  affectionately, 
“yon  remind  me  of  what  people  say  of  you." 

“Memory  may  be  reduced  to  sensation,  since  it  is  only  a 
weaker  sensation,"  quoth  Troliolop ; “but  proceed." 

“You  know,  Troliolop,"  said  Callylhorpe,  in  a singularly 
endearing  intonation  of  voice,  “you  know  that  I never  flatter, 
flattery  is  unbecoming  a true  friend  — nay,  more,  it  is  unbeco- 
ming a native  of  our  happy  isles,  and  people  do  say  of  you  that  you 
know  nothing  whatsoever,  no,  not  an  iota,  of  all  that  nonsensical, 
worthless  philosophy,  of  which  you  are  always  talking.  Lord  St. 
George  said  the  other  day  ‘ that  you  were  very  conceited’  — ‘No, 
lot  conceited,’  replied  Dr. — , ‘only  ignorant,’  so  if  I were  you, 
Troliolop,  I would  cut  metaphysics  — you’re  not  offended?” 

“By  no  means,"  cried  Troliolop,  foaming  at  the  mouth. 

“For  my  part,”  said  the  good-hearted  Sir  Christopher,  whose 
wrath  had  now  subsided,  rubbing  a pair  of  large,  well-fed 
looking  bands — “for  my  part,  I see  no  good  in  any  of  those 
things ; I never  read  — never  — and  I don’t  see  bow  1’  m a bit  tho 
worse  for  it.  A good  man.  Linden,  in  my  opinion,  only  wants 
to  do  his  duty,  and  that  is  very  easily  done." 

“A  good  man!  — and  what  is  good?"  cried  the  metaphy- 
sician, triumphantly.  “Is  it  implanted  within  us?  Hobbes, 
according  to  Reid,  who  is  our  last,  and  consequently  best, 
philosopher,  endeavours  to  demonstrate  that  there  is  no  difference 
between  right  and  wrong.” 

“I  have  no  idea  of  what  you  mean,”  cried  Sir  Christopher. 

“Idea!”  exclaimed  the  pious  philosopher.  “Sir,  give  me 
leave  to  tell  you  that  no  solid  proof  has  ever  been  advanced  of  the 
existence  of  ideas ; they  are  a mere  fiction  and  hypothesis.  Nay, 
Sir,  ‘hence  arises  that  scepticism  which  disgraces  our  philosophy 
of  the  mind.’  Ideas!  — Findlater,  yon  are  a sceptic  and  an 
idealist." 

“I?"  cried  the  affrighted  baronet;  “upon  my  honour  I am  no 
such  thing.  Every  body  knows  that  I am  a Christian,  and  — ’’ 

“Ah!"  interrupted  Callylhorpe,  with  a solemn  look,  “every 
body  knows  that  yon  are  one  of  those  horrid  persons  — those 
atrocious  deists,  and  atheists,  and  sceptics,  from  whom  the 
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church  and  freedom  of  old  England  have  suffered  such  danger.  I 
am  a true  Briton  of  the  good  old  school ; and  I confess,  Mr.  Trol- 
lolop,  that  I do  not  like  to  hear  any  opinions  but  the  right  ones.” 

“Right  ones,  being  only  those  which  Mr.  Callythorpe  profes- 
ses,” said  Clarence. 

“ Exactly  so ! ” rejoined  Mr.  Callythorpe. 

“The  human  mind.”  commenced  Mr.  Trollolop,  stirring  the 
fire;  when  Clarence,  who  began  to  be  somewhat  tired  of  this  con- 
versation, rose.  — “You  will  excuse  me,”  said  he,  “butlam 
particularly  engaged , and  it  is  time  to  dress.  Harrison  will  get 
you  tea,  or  whatever  else  you  are  inclined  for.” 

“The  human  mind,”  renewed  Trollolop , not  heeding  the  in- 
terruption ; and  Clarence  forthwith  left  the  room. 

CHAPTER  XXXII. 

You  blame  Marciiia  for  being  prond. 

Coriolanut. 

Here  ia  another  fellow,  a marvelloui  pretty  band  at  faihioning 
a compliment. 

The  Tanner  of  Tyburn. 

Tiirrr  was  a brilliant  ball  at  Lady  T — ’s,  a personage  who, 
every  one  knows , did,  in  the  year  17 — , give  the  best  balls , and 
have  the  best  dressed  people  at  them , in  London.  It  was  about 
half  past  twelve,  when  Clarence,  released  from  his  three  friends, 
arrived  at  the  countess’s.  When  he  entered,  the  first  thing  which 
struck  him  was  Lord  Borodaile  in  close  conversation  with  Lady 
Flora. 

Clarence  paused  for  a few  moments;  and  then,  sauntering 
towards  them,  caught  Flora’s  eye  — coloured,  and  advanced. 
Now,  if  there  was  a haughty  man  in  Europe,  it  was  Lord  Borodaile. 
He  was  not  proud  of  his  birth,  nor  fortune,  but  he  was  proud  of 
himself;  and,  next  to  that  pride,  he  was  prond  of  being  a gentle- 
man. He  had  an  exceeding  horror  of  all  common  people ; a Cla- 
verhoHse-sort  of  supreme  contempt  to  “puddle  blood;”  his  lip 
seemed  to  wear  scorn  as  a garment;  a lofty  and  stern  self-admira- 
tion , rather  than  self-love,  sat  upon  his  forehead  as  on  a throne. 
He  had,  as  it  were,  an  awe  of  himself;  his  thoughts  were  so  many 
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mirrors  of  Viscount  Borodaile , dressed  eo  dieu.  His  mind  was 
a little  Versailles,  in  which  self  sate  like  Louis  XTV.,  and  saw 
nothing  but  pictures  of  its  self,  sometimes  as  Jupiter,  and  some- 
times as  Apollo.  What  marvel , then , that  Lord  Borodaile  was  a 
very  unpleasant  companion ; for  every  human  being  he  had  “ some- 
thing of  contempt.”  His  eye  was  always  eloquent  in  disdaining: 
to  the  plebeian  it  said  — “You  are  not  a gentleman;”  to  the 
prince,  “You  are  not  Lord  Borodaile.” 

Yet,  with  all  this,  he  had  his  good  points.  He  was  brave  as  a 
lion ; strictly  honourable,  even  in  play ; and  though  very  ignorant, 
and  very  self-sufficient,  had  that  sort  of  dogged  good  sense  which 
one  very  often  finds  in  men  of  stern  hearts,  who,  if  they  have  many 
prejudices , have  little  feeling,  to  overcome. 

Very  stiffly,  and  very  haughtily , did  Lord  Borodaile  draw  up, 
when  Clarence  approached,  and  addressed  Lady  Flora ; much  more 
stiffly,  and  much  more  haughtily,  did  he  return,  though  with  old 
fashioned  precision  of  courtesy,  Clarence’s  bow,  when  Lady 
Weslborough  introduced  them  to  each  other.  Not  that  this  hauteur 
was  intended  as  a particular  affront : it  was  only  the  agreeability  of 
his  lordship’s  general  manner. 

‘ ‘ Are  you  engaged  ? ” said  Clarence , to  Flora. 

“lam,  at  present,  to  Lord  Borodaile.” 

“After  him,  may  I hope?” 

Lady  Flora  nodded  assent,  and  disappeared  with  Lord  Boro- 
daile. 

His  Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  — came  up  to  Lady  West- 
borough  ; and  Clarence,  with  a smiling  countenance , and  an  ab- 
sent heart,  plunged  into  the  crowd.  There  he  met  Lord  Aspeden, 
in  conversation  with  the  Earl  of  Holdenworth , one  of  the  adminis- 
tration. 

“Ah,  Linden!”  said  the  winning  diplomatist,  shaking  Cla- 
rence cordially  by  the  hand,  “how  are  you?  You  have  been 
dancing  of  course?  Ah!  how  wonderfully  you  accomplish  a cotil- 
lon — nay ! ’t  is  true,  upon  my  honour  it  is ! You  always  remind 
me  of  the  beautiful  lines  of  the  poet  — 

We  tiinnght  tliy  beail  nnequnlled;  now  we  greet 
That  head  a*  far  less  iieavy  than  thy  feet.” 
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Clarence  bowed.  “Your  lordship’s  compliments  are  beyond 
all  hope  of  relurn.” 

•‘Nay,  nay,  my  dear  boy,  never  despair!  consider  I have  been 
twenty  years  in  diplomacy.” 

“You  forget,”  said  Lord  Uoldenwortb , “that  yon  promised 
to  introduce  me  to  your  friend,  Mr.  Linden.” 

“Ah!  so  I did.  Linden,  let  me  introduce  you  to  Lord  Hol- 
denworth.  I do  assure  your  lordship  that  you  will  And  my  young 
friend  exceedingly  clever;  he  plays  the  flute  beautifully;  and  your 
friend.  Lord  Quinlown,  when  1 told  him  of  it  the  other  night,  very 
justly  said,  that  — that  — well,  I quite  forget  what  he  said;  but, 
however  rude  it  may  seem  in  me  to  do  so , I do  assure  your  lord- 
ship  that  it  is  nothing  more  than  my  constant  custom.  I never  can 
remember  a single  word  of  what  our  friend  says.  But  he  is  so 
eloquent.  His  oratory  always  reminds  me  of  the  poet’s  6ne  line 
on  a stream  — 

Wliicli  runs,  and  as  it  runs,  for  ever  shall  run  on.’* 

And  at  this  flattering  quotation , Lord  Aspeden  ceased , and 
looked  round  for  applause.  Meanwhile,  Lord  Holdenworih  en- 
tered into  conversation  with  Clarence , in  a familiar  tone  and  man- 
ner, not  usually  exercised  by  men  in  power  towards  young  gen- 
tlemen of  twenty-three.  “You  will  dine  with  me,  then,  to-morrow, 
Mr.  Linden?”  said  the  great  man,  as  he  moved  away. 

Clarence  bowed;  and,  turning,  beheld  Lady  Flora,  whose 
band  he  immediately  claimed. 

CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

'T  is  true  Lis  nature  may  with  faults  abound ; 

But  who  will  cavil  when  the  heart  is  sound! 

Stephen  Montague. 

Dnm  vitant  stulti  vitia,  in  contraria  currunt. 

H or. 

Thr  next  day  Sir  Christopher  Findlater  called  on  Clarence. 

• “Let  us  lounge  into  the  park,”  said  he. 

“With  pleasure,”  replied  Clarence;  and  into  the  park  they 
lounged. 
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By  the  way  they  met  a crowd,  who  were  hurrying  a man  to 
prison.  The  good-hearted  Sir  Christopher  stopped  — “Who  is 
that  poor  fellow?"  said  he. 

“It  is  the  celebrated,”  — (in  England  all  criminals  are  cele- 
brated. Thurtell  was  a hero,  Thistlewood  a patriot,  and  Faun- 
tleroy  was  discovered  to  be  exactly  like  Buonaparte!)  — “it  is  the 
celebrated  robber,  John  Jefferies,  who  broke  into  Mrs.  Wilson’s 
house,  and  cut  the  throats  of  herself  and  her  husband , wounded 
the  maid  servant,  and  split  the  child's  skull  with  the  poker." 

Clarence  pressed  forward ; — “I  have  seen  that  man  before," 
thought  he.  He  looked  again,  and  recognised  the  face  of  the 
robber  who  had  escaped  from  Talbot’s  house,  on  the  eventful  night 
which  had  made  Clarence’s  fortune.  It  was  a strongly  marked, 
and  rather  handsome  countenance , which  would  not  be  easily  for- 
gotten : and  a single  circumstance  of  excitement  will  stamp  features 
on  the  memory,  as  deeply  as  the  common-place  intercourse  of 
years. 

“John  Jefferies!”  exclaimed  the  Baronet,  “let  us  come  away.” 

“Linden,”  continued  Sir  Christopher,  “that  fellow  was  my 
servant  once.  He  robbed  me  to  some  considerable  extent.  I 
caught  him.  He  appealed  to  my  heart,  and  you  know,  my  dear 
fellow,  that  was  irresistible,  so  1 let  him  off.  Who  could  have 
thought  be  would  have  turned  out  so?”  And  the  baronet  pro- 
ceeded to  eulogize  his  own  good  nature,  by  which  it  is  just  neces- 
sary to  remark  that  one  miscreant  had  been  saved  for  a few  years 
from  transportation,  in  order  to  rob  and  murder  ad  libitum, 
and,  having  fulfilled  the  office  of  a common  pest,  to  suffer  on  the 
gallows  at  last.  What  a fine  thing  it  is  to  have  a good  heart ! 

Both  our  gentlemen  now  sunk  into  a reverie,  from  which  they 
were  awakened,  at  the  entrance  of  the  park,  by  a young  man  in 
rags,  who,  with  a piteous  tone,  supplicated  charity.  Clarence, 
who,  to  bis  honour  be  it  spoken,  spent  an  allotted  and  considerable 
part  of  his  income  in  judicious  and  laborious  benevolence,  had 
read  a little  of  political  morals,  then  beginning  to  be  understood, 
and  walked  on.  The  good-hearted  baronet  put  his  hand  in  his 
pocket,  and  gave  the  beggar  half  a guinea,  by  which  a young, 
strong  man,  who  had  only  just  commenced  the  trade,  was  con- 


Digitized  by  Coogle 


183 


firmed  in  his  imposition  for  the  rest  of  his  life ; and , instead  of  the 
useful  support,  became  the  pernicious  incumbrance,  of  society. 

Sir  Christopher  had  now  recovered  his  spirits.  — “'What’s 
like  a good  action?"  said  he  to  Clarence,  with  a swelling  breast. 

The  park  was  crowded  to  excess ; our  loungers  were  joined  by 
Lord  St.  George.  His  lordship  was  a staunch  Tory.  He  could 
not  endure  Wilkes , liberty,  or  general  education.  He  launched 
out  against  the*  enlightenment  of  domestics. 

“What  has  made  you  so  bitter?  said  Sir  Christopher. 

“My  valet,”  cried  Lord  St.  George,  — “he  has  invented  a 
new  toasting  fork , is  going  to  take  out  a patent,  make  his  fortune, 
and  leave  me;  that 's  what  I call  ingratitude , Sir  Christopher ; 
for  I ordered  his  wages  to  be  raised  five  pounds  but  last  year." 

“It  was  very  ungrateful,"  said  the  ironical  Clarence. 

“~Very ! " reiterated  the  good-hearted  Sir  Christopher. 

“You  cannot  recommend  me  a valet,  Findlater,"  renewed  bis 
lordship,  “a  good,  honest,  sensible  fellow,  who  can  neither  read 
nor  write?” 

“N  — 0 — 0 — that  is  to  say,  yes!  I can;  my  old  servant, 
Collard,  is  out  of  place,  and  is  as  ignorant  as  — as  — " 

“I  — or  you  are?”  said  Lord  St.  George,  with  a laugh. 

“ Precisely,"  replied  the  baronet. 

“Well,  then,  I take  your  recommendation : send  him  to  me 
to-morrow  at  twelve.” 

“1  will,”  said  Sir  Christopher. 

“Hy  dear  Findlater,"  cried  Clarence,  when  Lord  St.  George 
was  gone,  “did  you  not  tell  me,  some  time  ago,  that  Collard  was 
s great  rascal , and  closely  1 i 6 with  Jefferies  ? and  now  you  recom- 
mend him  to  Lord  St.  George ! ” 

“Hush,  bush,  hush!"  said  the  baronet;  “he  was  a great 
rogue  to  be  sure ; but,  poor  fellow,  he  came  to  me  yesterday  with 


• The  anceiton  of  onr  preient  footmen,  if  vre  may  beliere  Sir  Wil- 
liam Temple,  aeem  to  have  been  to  the  full  at  intellectual  at  their 
detcendanU.  *' 1 have  had,”  obtervei  the  philntophic  itateaman,  “te> 
veral  tervantt  far  gone  in  divinity,  othert  in  poetry}  have  known  in  the 
families  of  tome  friends,  a keeper  deep  in  the  Roticrutian  mysteries, 
and  a laondrets  firm  in  those  of  Epicumt.” 
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tears  in  his  eyes,  and  said  he  should  starve  if  I would  not  give  him 
a character;  so  what  could  I do?” 

“At  least,  tell  Lord  St.  George  the  truth,”  observed  Clarence. 
“ But  then  Lord  St.  George  would  not  take  him ! ” rejoined  the 
good-hearted  Sir  Christopher , with  forcible  naivete.  “No,  no. 
Linden,  we  must  not  be  so  hard-hearted;  we  must  forgive  and 
forget ; ” and  so  saying,  the  baronet  threw  out  hist  chest,  with  the 
conscious  exultation  of  a man  who  has  uttered  a noble  sentiment. 
The  moral  of  this  little  history  is  that  Lord  St.  George,  having  been 
pillaged  “ through  thick  and  thin as  the  proverb  has  it,  for  two 
years , at  last  missed  a gold  watch , and  Monsieur  Collard  finished 
his  career,  as  his  exemplary  tutor,  Mr.  John  Jeiferies , had  done 
before  him.  Ah ! what  a fine  thing  it  is  to  have  a good  heart. 

But  to  return,  just  as  our  wanderers  bad  arrived  at  the  farther 
end  of  the  park.  Lady  Westborough  and  her  daughter  passed 
them.  Clarence  excusing  himself  to  his  friend , hastened  towards 
them , and  was  soon  occupied  in  saying  the  prettiest  things  in  the 
world  to  the  prettiest  person , at  least  in  his  eyes ; while  Sir  Chri- 
stopher , having  done  as  much  mischief  as  a good  heart  well  can 
do  in  a walk  of  an  hour,  returned  home  to  write  a long  letter  to  his 
mother,  against  “learning,  and  all  such  nonsense,  which  only 
served  to  blunt  the  affections  and  harden  the  heart.” 

“Admirable  young  man!”  cried  the  mother , with  tears  in  her 
eyes : “ a good  heart  is  better  than  all  the  heads  in  the  world.” 
Amen. 

CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

Arbactt.  — Why  nn\r  yon  flatter. 

Mardoniui.  — 1 never  underetood  the  word. 

A King  and  no  King. 

Punctuai.lv  at  the  appointed  dinner  hour,  did  Clarence  find 
himself  at  the  house  of  Lord  Holdenworth.  Two  persons  only  had 
yet  arrived.  The  one  was  Mr.  Trollolop , the  other  Lord  Aspeden ; 
Lady  Holdenworth,  a meek,  mild,  matronly  woman , was  silting 
by  the  window,  and  his  lordship  standing,  kl’Anglaise,  with 
his  back  to  the  grate,  even  though  there  was  no  fire  from  which 
to  exclude  the  rest  of  the  party. 
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In  all  houses,  it  was  Clarence’s  great  rule,  for  which  he  was 
indebted  to  the  precepts  of  Talbot,  to  make  friends  with  the  mis- 
tress, cost  what  it  might  with  the  rest.  Accordingly,  he  lost  no 
time  in  paying  bis  court  to  Lady  Holdenwortb , a person  who, 
being  neither  young,  handsome,  nor  greatly  k la  mode,  was 
very  little  accustomed  to  such  attention,  and  par  consequence, 
very  easily  pleased.  Just  as  Clarence  had  succeeded  in  winning 
his  way  into  the  good  graces  of  the  Countess,  the  door  was  thrown 
open,  and  Lord  Quintown  entered.  Then  came  another  nobleman 
— then  another  - then  a lady  — then  another;  — the  party  in- 
creased — the  daylight  waned  — the  number  was  completed  — 
and  the  dinner  began. 

Lord  Aspeden  sat  next  to  Madame  de  Crumenbach , one  of  the 
plumpest  (plumpness  is  a beauty)  women  in  all  Austria , and  wife 
of  one  of  the  thinnest  men  in  the  same  empire;  les  extremes 
se  touchent;  below  him,  though  not  immediately,  sat  Cla- 
rence; and  opposite  to  Clarence,  Mr.  Henry  Trollolop , a person 
whom  Callytborpe , rather  humorously  than  (according  to  Cicero’s 
and  Berkeley’s  application  of  the  epithet)  justly , designated  by  the 
title  of  “The  Minute  Philosopher.” 

“Were  you  at  LadyT.'s  ball  last  night?”  said  Lord  Aspeden 
to  Madame  de  Crumenbach,  with  his  most  insinuating  air. 

“Yes,”  replied  Madame,  in  French,  “ what  a charming  ball 
it  was!” 

“Ah,”  observed  Lord  Aspeden,  inclining  his  face  close  to 
Madame  de  Crumenbach  with  the  air  of  one  going  to  make  a 
charming  remark,  “I  knew  you  would  think  so.  you  must  be 
very  fond  of  dancing.” 

It  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  poor  Madame  de  Crumenbach 
could  descend  the  stairs;  judge  then  of  the  peculiar  appositeness 
of  the  diplomatist’s  polite  observation. 

“Lord  Aspeden,”  said  the  handsome  Lord  Quintown,  “suffer 
me  to  take  wine  with  you ! ” 

What  the  diplomatist  replied  escaped  every  ear  but  that  for 
which  it  was  intended;  but,  by  the  courtly  bow  and  smile  which 
accompanied  his  words,  and  the  hurried  look  of  discomhture  with 
which  Quintown  turned  to  renew  his  conversation  with  his  next 
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neighbour,  we  imagine  that  Lord  Aspeden’s  answer  was  made 
with  his  usual  happiness  of  expression. 

The  dinner  past  — the  dessert  appeared  — the  Duchess  of 
Cosmowell  sat  opposite  to  Lord  Aspeden  — she  painted  more 
systematically  than  any  woman  in  London,  since  the  death  of  Lady 
E — , who  kept  a “Repairer.” 

Lord  Aspeden,  who  took  every  thing  for  ia  belle  nature, 
and  particularly  admired  a flue  complexion,  had  long  watched  his 
opportunity.  It  came  — he  seized  it. 

“Your  grace  must  allow  me,”  said  he,  with  his  sweetest 
smile,  “to  send  you  a peach.” 

The  duchess  shook  her  head  — (you  may  be  sure  it  was  very 
gently,  “for  gentle  motions  are  required  by  art.”) 

“No!  well,  then,”  said  Lord  Aspeden,  with  a sentimental 
sigh , “I  must  lake  one  for  y o u r sake.” 

“And  why  for  my  sake?”  asked  the  duchess , smiling. 

“Because,”  answered  Lord  Aspeden,  with  a profound  bow, 
“ it  reminds  me  of  your  grace’s  complexion ; for,  as  the  dramatist 
has  said  — 

In  her  cheek  the  huei 
Were  painted  in  the  faihion  of  a peach." 

The  duchess  drew  back  — and  Lord  Aspeden  looked  the  pic- 
ture of  vanity  at  a dinner  table  smiling  on  itself. 

The  ladies  withdrew — the  men  drew  nearer  to  each  other; 
presently  all  was  silence,  and  then  the  great  deeps  w’ere  broken 
up,  and  all  was  the  “ flow  of  soul.”  Sir  John  Seaford , a prodi- 
gious eater,  and  a particularly  good  fellow,  found  himself  next  to 
Lord  Aspeden  — 

Mantua  vae  miierae  nimiiim  vicina  Cremonae. 

Now,  all  the  world  knows  that  Sir  John  Seaford  bad,  in  17  — , 
one  of  the  prettiest  wives  possible.  We  say  all  the  world  knows, 
for  it  was  not  poor  Lady  Seaford’s  fault,  if  all  the  world  did  not 
know  it;  and  at  that  particular  time,  Mr.  Tarleton,  the  Gram- 
mont  of  the  day,  flattered  himself  that  he  knew  more  about  the 
matter  than  all  the  rest. 

“A  splendid  woman,  the  duchess  of  Cosmowell,”  said  Lord 
Aspeden,  emphatically,  to  Sir  John. 
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“llumph!  a miserable  confiture  this!"  said  the  particularly 
good  fellow. 

“And  what  is  more,"  resumed  Lord  Aspeden,  with  a confi- 
dential air,  “I  think  she  is  very  much  like  Lady  Seaford.” 

“You  do,  do  you,  my  lord,”  said  Sir  John.  “ May  I request 
you  to  pass  the  wine." 

“I  do  declare,"  resumed  the  flattering  diplomatist,  “that 
Lady  Seaford  is  the  ‘ Paragon’  of  London ; and  when  I told  Mr. 
Tarletonso,  the  other  night,  he  said,  very  prettily,  that  then  you 
were  the  ‘Crescent;’  meaning  I suppose,  that  you  were  always 
coupled  together.” 

“ My  dear  lord ,’’  cried  Sir  John , across  the  table,  “just  make 
room  for  me  beside  you.  1 have  something  to  speak  to  you  about." 
And  the  baronet  rising  with  a most  unwonted  celerity,  Lord  Aspe- 
den was  “ left  alone  in  his  glory.’’ 

“How  rude  some  people  are,"  said  he  to  Clarence  sol  to 
voce.  “It ’s  only  we  of  the  corps  diplomatique  who  know  any 
thing  des  petites  moeurs  et  des  grdees  de  la  cour." 

Politics  were  now  touched  upon.  A severe  attack  had  been 
made  on  the  administration  about  three  nights  ago,  and  Lord 
Quintown  was  a little  sore  on  the  subject. 

“We  must  depend  on  your  vote  to-morrow  night,”  said  he  to 
Lord  Aspeden,  “for  it’s  absolutely  necessary  that  we  should 
muster  strong,  and  set  a good  face  on  the  matter." 

“True,  my  lord,”  said  Lord  Aspeden , en  souriant  aini- 
ablement,  “ for  Machiavel  well  observes  that  ‘a  good  face  is 
thought  the  sign  of  a good  conscience,’  and  I may  therefore  well 
say  to  your  lordship , in  the  beautiful  lines  of  Pope : 

That’!  thy  wall  of  brats; 

Compared  to  tbit,  a minister  ’■  an  ass!” 

There  was  a general  smile.  Lord  Asped'en  smiled  more  than 
all  the  rest.  It  was  the  sweetest  compliment  he  had  ever  paid, 
and  two  quotations  into  the  bargain. 

“ Few  people ,’’  said  he,  in  a whisper  to  Clarence,  “combine 
wit  and  learning : that  union  is  reserved  for  us.” 

But  if  Lord  Aspeden  had  so  well  availed  himself  of  his  op- 
portunities, his  attach^  had  been  no  less  on  the  alert.  He  had 
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quoted  Swift  to  a Whig  who  had  ratted , and  his  own  speeches  to 
the  handsome  minister.  He  had  talked  without  ceasing  to  the 
silent  Mr.  Mumford,  and  listened  without  speaking  to  the  loqua- 
cious Earl  Chatterton.  The  party  rose,  and  Clarence  left  the 
room  first. 

‘‘What  a wonderful  young  man ! ” said  Lord  Quintown. 

“ Wonderful ! ” said  the  Whig  who  had  ratted. 

“So  modest,”  said  Mr.  Mumford. 

“And  so  eloquent,”  added  the  Earl  of  Chatterton. 

“He  is  indeed  prodigiously  clever,”  observed  LordAspeden, 
“ and  very  musical  too.  You  must  hear  him  play  the  Oute.” 

“While  his  minister  plays  the  fool,”  muttered  Lord  Quintown. 

“Chacun  k son  metier!”  answered  Lord  Holdenworth, 
who  overheard  him.  “Will  your  lordship  join  the  ladies?  ” * 

CHAPTER  XXXV. 

What  lay  you  to  the  men  of  witt  1 ho|ie  their  eonveraation  is 
of  a higher  degree  in  your  esteem. 

The  HutnouTt  and  Conversa/ioiit  of  the  Toton. 

“Mv  dear  Linden,”  said  Mr.  Trollolop  (how  the  name  glides 
off  my  pen!),  “this  is  unworthy  a philosopher.  We  are  both 
asked  to  Mrs.  Mossop’s  — all  the  literati  will  be  there.  It  is  not 
yet  too  late  — let  us  go.  The  human  mind  — ” 

“We  will  go!”  interrupted  Clarence. 

They  passed  Lord  Aspeden.  He  was  whispering  little  melo- 
dies into  the  ear  of  the  Duchess  of  Cosmowell.  “ To  your  Grace,” 
said  he,  raising  bis  voice,  in  order  that  the  two  voung  men  might 
hear,  to  admire  and  to  proGt  by  his  appropriate  flattery  — “to 
your  Grace  may  indeed  be  applied  the  lines  of  our  great  poet  — 
You  are  all 

'That  painting  can  express. 

Or • 

The  closing  door  shut  out  the  concluding  line  from  the  ears  of  our 
adventurer  and  philosopher. 

* It  lias  been  objected  to  tbe  character  of  Lord  Aspeden  that  no 
English  diplomatist  could  be  such  a fool}  — Have  all  our  ambassadors 
been  Solomons  i 
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The  Mrs.  Mossop  of  that  day  was  the  Lydia  of  this.  Is  there  a 
man  of  wit,  taste,  notoriety  in  England,  who  has  not  heard  of 
Lydia?  If  so,  let  him,  for  a punishment  (the  moral  legislation  of 
the  present  age  punishes  our  misfortunes,  notour  faults),  go 
and  drink  tea  with  Lady  D — e.  He  will  then  know',  by  contrast, 
the  value  of  Lydia.  Poor  Lydia ! who  among  all  thy  friends  mourns 
while  he  misses  thee ! But  thou  wast  a philosopher  in  thy  patience, 
and  didst  know  the  depth  and  breadth  of  all  worldly  friendships. 
Thou  didst  know  that  while  the  tie  lasts  there  is  union , and  when 
death  divides  it  Forgetfulness  flings  the  broken  strings  into  her  pan- 
niers, where  all  the  loves,  hatreds,  hopes,  and  fears  of  our  an- 
cestors lie  “with  the  things  before  the  flood."  How  unjust  are  we 
in  our  selfishness , when  we  ask  from  our  summer  acquaintances 
that  strength  and  fidelity  of  fondness  which  we  find  not  in  the  loves 
wherein  we  have  huilt  our  shelter  from  the  winds,  and  anchored 
our  refuge  in  the  storm ! How  often  the  wounds  of  our  vanity 
make  the  secret  of  our  pathos.  We  sigh  because  we  grave  no  last- 
ing character  in  the  very  hearts  which,  while  we  repine  that  they 
cannot  bless  us , we  own  that  we  cannot  bless ; and  we  breathe  our 
mortifications  into  music,  because  the  minions  we  despise  are 

None  that,  with  kindred  conicioninet*  endued, 

If  we  were  not,  would  aeeni  to  imile  the  lei*. 

Happy,  perhaps,  for  us,  that  our  poetry  decreases  as  our  know- 
ledge advances.  Happy,  even  though  we  regret  the  change , that 
the  over  keenness  of  the  sword  is  blunted,  that  it  gains  in  its 
strength  what  it  loses  in  its  edge,  and  is  no  longer  too  sharp  for 
the  sheath , and  too  brittle  for  resistance. 

When  Clarence  and  the  “Minute  Philosopher”  arrived  at  Mrs. 
Mossop’s , they  found  about  a dozen  people  assembled.  The  lady 
herself  reclined  on  a sofa , and  was  not  the  least  animated  of  the 
party , nor  altogether  forgetful  of  the  day  when  she  was  more  an- 
xious for  the  distinction  of  the  belle  than  the  reputation  of  the 
savante. 

The  conversation  turned  upon  painting.  “ Have  you  seen  Sir 
Joshua’s  last  picture?”  said  a Mr.  Nettletop , usually  termed  Nose 
Nettletop , a great  literary  character,  for  he  had  seen  the  pyramids, 
contemplated  answering  Junius , wore  a loose  neckcloth , and  had 
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a nose , to  which  that  of  the  stranger  in  Slawkeobergius’s  tale  was 
a snnb. 

“No,”  answered  Trollolop,  with  contempt,  for,  like  all  false 
pretenders  to  science,  he  affected  to  despise  the  arts,  — “no, 
such  trifles  I hold  to  be  unworthy  of  the  human  mind ! ” 

“And  pray,”  said  LadyDryaden,  who  was  a bit  of  a humourist, 
“ do  you  so  very  highly  estimate  the  human  mind?” 

“Estimate  it.  Madam!  — by  no  means:  we  are  only  better 
than  the  brutes,  because  of  our  exterior  organization.” 

“You  do  well  to  despise  the  One  arts,  then,”  said  Lady 
Dryaden. 

“ Sir  Joshua,”  observed  some  one,  sagely,  “is  a very  tolerable 
painter.” 

“In  the  human  mind,”  said  Trollolop , taking  snuff  emphati- 
cally, and  see-sawing  himself  to  and  fro  in  his  chair — “in  the 
human  mind  , wc  may  resolve  our  original  perceptions  into  parti- 
cular principles  of  the  human  constitution  — ” 

When,  at  that  instant,  the  chair,  not  being  accustomed  to  be 
see-sawed  by  a philosopher,  gave  way,  and  Mr.  Trollolop  fell 
with  a sudden  violence  on  the  floor. 

“It  was  a very  heavy  fall ,”  cried  Lady  Dryaden , pityingly. 

“It  was  a law  of  nature,”  said  the  philosopher,  rising,  and 
rubbing  himself,  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

“The  chair  was  in  fault,”  observed  Mrs.Mossop;  “it  is  an 
easy  chair.” 

“I  should  think,  rather,”  said  Mr.  Nose  Nettletop,  wisely, 
“that  the  floor  was  in  fault;  it  is  a hard  floor.” 

“You  are  both  mistaken,”  said  Mr.  Trollolop;  “my  constitu- 
tion was  in  fault:  hardness  and  motion  are  particnlar  principles 
of  the  human  constitution.  ” 

“I  cannot  think  so,”  said  Nose  Nettletop,  crossing  his  legs 
with  the  determined  manner  of  one  who  is  about  to  contest  a point. 

“You  cannot  think  so!”  cried  the  philosopher,  who  being 
still  in  pain,  was  naturally  inclined  to  be  testy;  “then  give  me 
leave  to  tell  you , Sir,  that  you  violate  one  of  the  most  sacred  laws 
of  Nature.  In  the  human  mind,  Mr.  Nettletop,”  (and  here  Trollo- 
lop looked  round  with  a serious  air)  — “there  is  an  original  prin- 
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ciple,  implanted  by  the  Supreme  Being,  to  cooGde  in  the  veracity 
of  others,  and  to  believe  what  they  tell  us.” 

“How  learned  Mr.  Trollolop  is!”  said  a gentleman,  more 
credulous  than  wise,  to  Mr.  Perrivale. 

“Yes,”  growled  the  wit;  “ he  is  what  Etherege  calls  ‘a  person 
of  great  acquired  follies.’  ” 

Clarence  moved  away  towards  another  group : he  was  stopped 
by  a gentleman , who  appeared  to  him  somewhat  inspired  by  the 
rosy  god : a very  ludicrous  air  of  self-importance  sat  upon  a counte- 
nance naturally  a little  pert,  and  somewhat  insignificant.  Walk- 
ing on  his  tiptoes  up  to  Clarence,  with  whom  he  was  very  slightly 
acquainted,  this  gentleman  said  — “I  congratulate  you,  I con- 
gratulate you  heartily,  Mr.  Linden.” 

“Pardon  me,  Mr.  Boswell,  for  what?" 

“For  what.  Sir!”  answered  Mr.  Boswell,  elevating  his  eye- 
brows, “for  what?  — do  you  not  see,  Sir,  that  you  are  in  the 
same  room,  nay,  within  a few  feet  of  the  Colossus  of  the  Age? 
Doy  you  not  feel  elated  as  it  were  — now  that  you  are  breathing 
the  Johnsonian  ethereality!  ” 

“Is  that  indeed  the  celebrated  Dr.  Johnson?”  said  Clarence, 
looking  towards  a large  and  singular  figure,  in  whom  he  recognised 
the  truth  of  the  usual  description  given  of  the  great  lexicographer. 

“Itis  indeed.  Sir!”  said  Mr.  Boswell,  staring  at  him,  with 
eyes  so  ludicrously  dilated  that  Clarence  could  scarcely  forbear 
laughing;  “it  is  indeed.  How  do  you  feel , Sir?  Somewhat  awe- 
stricken, eh!  But  never  mind  it.  Had  you,  like  me,  the  ex- 
treme happiness  to  be  intimately  acquainted  with  that  illustrious 
sage , you  would  grow  accustomed  to  the  air  of  greatness  — nay, 
you  would  partake  of  its  nature.  I will  tell  you  a wonderful  anec- 
dote of  my  immortal  friend.  As  we  were  driving  the  other  day  to 
Ashbourne,  Dr.  Johnson  recommended  me  to  drink  water  only; 
‘for,’  said  he,  with  his  usual  intelligence,  and  unrivalled  pro- 
fundity of  observation  — ‘for  if  you  drink  water  only,  you  are  sure 
never  to  get  drunk;  whereas  if  you  drink  wine,  you  are  never 
sure!’”* 


* Literally  in  Boiv-ell’a  Life,  Vol.  111.  p.  165. 
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“Admirable,  indeed!”  said  Clarence,  drily,  “I  wonder  yon 
do  not  give  such  notable  sayings  to  the  world;  it  would  be  ten 
thousand  pities,  if  in  the  existence  of  type  and  paper,  the  public 
were  deprived  of  so  much  of  the  “Johnsonian  ethereality ! ” 

“ But  the  public  sha ’n 't.  Sir,  itsha’n’t,”  said  Mr.  Boswell, 
with  great  vivacity.  “I  have  them  all  down  in  a book  already.” 

“I  suppose,”  said  Clarence,  “that  I dare  not  venture  to  ask 
an  introduction  to  your  extraordinary  friend.” 

“Why  — yes,  Sir!  he  is  the  most  affable  of  beings  — a little 
rough  or  so;  may  tell  you,  you  are  a knave  or  a fool;  but  be  is 
really  the  gentlest  of  moralists.  I will  give  you , Sir,  a memorable 
instance.  I thought  I had  had  reason  to  complain  of  my  illustrious 
friend,  at  a dinner  party  at  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds's , upon  the  12  th 
of  April  last;  and  some  time  afterwards  I told  him  he  had  been  too 
hard  upon  me.  ‘Sir,’  said  the  enlightened  sage,  ‘you  are  an 
unnatural  Scotchman,  ignorant  of  your  own  interest.  You  re- 
semble a drum,  and  it  is  only  by  being  too  hard  upon  you  that  I 
can  arouse  you  from  your  empty  inanity  into  the  distinction  of 
making  a noise.’  There  was  something  truly  dignified  in  this 
benevolent  rebuke;  and  it  is  the  more  remarkable  because  it  con- 
tains a sort  of  pun,  a species  of  wit  generally  odious  to  my  illus- 
trious friend ! ” 

“ Good  heavens ! ” thought  Clarence,  in  astonishment,  “can 
any  man  be  such  a simpleton  as  to  boast  of  beingabutt.”  Poor  Cla- 
rence ! he  knew  nut  that  it  was  reserved  tor  Mr.  Boswell  to  be  the 
Dogberry  of  the  age,  and  to  feel  proud  “of  writing  himself  an  ass.” 
“But  come.  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Boswell,  “I  will  just  whisper 
your  wish  to  my  illustrious  friend , and  I do  not  doubt  that  he  will 
render  you  happy  for  life , by  suffering  you  to  spend  a few  minutes 
in  listening  to  the  profound  wisdom  of  the  great  Dr.  Johnson.” 
Clarence  bowed ; the  whisper  was  made;  an  introducton  took 
place;  and  Clarence,  drawing  a chair  into  the  verge  of  the  John- 
sonian vicinity,  was,  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Boswell,  rendered 
happy  for  life. 

With  the  person  who  sat  next  to  him  Clarence  was  greatly 
struck.  This  was  a stout  and  somewhat  clumsily  built  man,  taw- 
drily dressed , and  of  rather  an  affected  manner;  but  Clarence  had 
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already  learot  that  great  men  are  not  altogether  free  from  thepecn- 
liarities  of  little  men , and  did  not , on  account  of  a few  innocent 
coxcombries , do  as  Mr.  Boswell  was  inclined  to  do,  and  set  down 
his  neighbour  as  a fool ; on  the  contrary , he  imagined  that  he  saw 
in  a forehead  remarkably  broad,  and  Gnely  developed , and  in  an 
eye,  which , while  the  rest  of  the  countenance  seemed  supine  and 
heavy,  never  relaxed  in  a quick , though  half  careless,  observation 
of  all  around  — something  not  only  contradicting  the  clownish 
stupidity  usually  supposed  to  characterize  the  air  of  the  person  in 
question,  but  strongly  indicative  of  genius. 

“Who  is  my  neighbour  to  the  right?”  whispered  Clarence  to 
Boswell. 

“Oh!  ouIyGoIdy!”  said  Boswell,  with  a tone  of  indifferent 
contempt. 

“Goldy!”  repeated  Clarence ; “who  is  he?” 

“Why,  Sir,  he  is  the  author  of  the ‘Traveller,’ and  the ‘His- 
tory of  England and  some  other  very  ingenious  pieces.” 

“What!  is  that  the  great  Goldsmith,  the  Grst  poet,  comic 
writer,  and  novelist  (without  the  most  distant  comparison  ) of  the 
day?”  said  Clarence,  in  surprise  that  Mr.  Boswell,  having  so 
much  admiration  for  the  author  of  the  ‘Rambler,’  and  ‘London,’ 
had  none  for  the  author  of  the  ‘Traveller’  and  the  ‘Vicar  of 
Wakefield.’ 

“The  same.  Sir,”  said  Boswell,  blowing  his  nose. 

“ He  does  not  like  the  great  Johnson  to  call  him  Goldy , though 
that  illustrious  personage  calls  even  me  Bozzy.” 

“You  surprise  me ! ” said  Clarence. 

“ Hist ! ” said  Boswell , “ the  doctor  is  about  to  speak.” 

And  Clarence  listened,  and  was  indeed  delighted  and  sur- 
prised. The  doctor  was  a little  excited  by  a home  thrust  from 
Beauclerk  (who,  secure  in  the  courage  and  ready  wit  of  a mao  who 
had  made  his  intellect  live  for  the  world , appears  to  have  been  the 
boldest  of  Johnson’s  coterie),  and  excited  into  warmth  without 
reaching  rudeness,  bis  eloquence  rioted  in  one  of  its  happiest  and 
most  luxuriant  displays. 

After  a speech , rather  of  oratorical  than  conversational  length, 
Johnson  concluded  by  observing  that  “Truth,  requiring  unwearied 
The  Ditottmed.  13 


Digitized  by  Google 


194 


solicitation,  frequently  yielded  to  the  modesty  of  patience  what 
she  bad  denied  to  the  arrogance  of  wisdom  or  the  impetuosity  of 
genius.” 

“Then,”  said  Goldsmith  — who  bad  for  some  time  been  in 
vain  endeavouring  to  speak,  and  who  now  retaliated  by  a reproof 
joined  to  a compliment — “then,  doctor,  the  lady  is  more  likely 
to  favour  your  listeners  than  yourself.” 

“Sir,”  said  Doctor  Johnson,  “ you  are  politely  uncivil ! ” 

“ What  a pity,”  said  Mr.  Boswell,  with  an  air  of  contemp- 
tuous superiority,  “what  a pity  that  poor  Goldy  should  attempt  to 
shine!  ” * 

And  forthwith  Mr.  Boswell  blazed  off  in  an  harangue. 

“Bozzy ,”  said  the  doctor  with  a paternal  air,  interrupting  his 
disciple  in  a most  luminous  period  — “Bozzy,  you  certainly  ex- 
hibit a singular  ostentation  of  colloquial  volubility.” 

The  delighted  Laird  of  Auchinleck  bowed. 

“Such  praise  from  the  illustrious  Johnson  is  more  valuable 
than  degrees  from  all  the  universities  of  Europe.” 

“Why,  yes.  Sir,”  resumed  the  sage , more  gravely:  “your 
talk  is  to  your  intellect  what  extravagance  is  to  poverty:  the  naked- 
ness of  the  reality  is  not  concealed  by  the  glitter  of  the  show ; and, 
while  the  spendthrift  imagines  he  is  attracting  applause  by  his  pro- 
fusion, he  is  exciting  only  ridicule  for  bis  pretensions,  or  com- 
passion for  his  folly.” 

“ What  a pity  poor  Bozzy  should  attempt  to  shine ,"  said  Beau- 
clerk,  drily;  andthedoctor  rising  with  a chuckle,  the  group  was 
broken  up. 

Clarence  lounged  away,  and  found  himself  by  TroIIolop. 

“The  human  mind,”  said  the  would-be-metaphysician,  “I 
think  I have  now  proved  to  your  satisfaction,  is  a substance,  unex- 
tended and  indivisible;  and,  consequently,  a mere  bundle  of 
ideas.  It  is , you  perceive , incapable  of  attaining  above  a certain 
pitch , and  is  therefore  enabled  to  arrive  at  the  highest  perfection ; 
and,  consequently,  before  many  centuries  arc  past,  all  the  world 

* A very  common  complaint  with  Mr.  Boiwell.  See  hit  life  of 
Johnson. 
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will  be  philosophers,  and,  as  nothing  exists  to  a phUosopber,  the 
philosophers  will  be  all  the  world ! ” 

“I  understand  you,  then,”  said  Lady  Dryaden.  “In  a few 
centuries , as  there  will  be  nothing  but  philosophers , who  are  no- 
thing, every  thing  will  be  nothing.” 

“Clearly  so!”  said  Trollolop , taking  snuff. 

‘ ‘ What  a fine  thing  for  philosophers ! ” cried  Lady  Dryaden. 
“By  no  means!”  said  Mr.  Nose  Nettletop,  gravely;  “for 
when  they  have  reduced  every  thing  into  nothing,  they  will  only 
fall  to  work  again , and  make  every  thing  o u t o f nothing ! ” 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 


“ Make  way , Sir  Geoffrey  Peveril,  or  yon  will  compel  me  to  do 
that  1 may  be  sorry  fori” 

“ Yon  shall  make  no  way  here  but  at  yonr  peril,*’  said  Sir  Geof- 
frey; “this  is  my  gronnd.’’ 

Peveril  of  the  Peak. 


When  Clarence  left  Mrs.  Mossop's  house,  why,  instead  of 
returning  home,  like  a rational  man,  did  he  go  exactly  in  the  op- 
posite direction?  Because,  my  dear  reader,  in  Hanover-square 
lived  Lady  Westborough , and  it  was  Clarence’s  nightly  custom  to 
watch  at  a certain  hour  beneath  the  windows  of  that  boose  which 
held  the  lady  of  his  love , until  be  had  caught  one  glimpse  of  her 
form,  or,  sometimes,  for  she  appreciated  the  gallantry,  though 
she  reproached  the  indiscretion , tiil  he  received  some  token  in  re- 
turn — a look,  a gesture,  a flower,  dropped  from  the  window, 
or  a kiss  of  the  hand , committed  to  the  heraldry  of  the  air. 

It  was  a beautiful,  still  night,  and  the  stars  looked  out  upon 
the  deserted  streets , making  even  cities  holy.  Clarence  walked 
on , calmly  and  musingly , yielding  himself  up  to  the  mellow  and 
tender  melancholy  which  such  nights  instil  into  all  hearts , not  yet 
grown  too  chilled  and  stubborn  for  romance.  When  he  came  to 
the  house,  all  was  sUent ; the  shutters  were  closed,  and  the  lights 
veiled.  With  a sickening  and  disappointed  heart,  he  turned  away. 

As  he  entered  George-street,  he  observed  a man  before  him 
walking  with  an  uneven  and  agitated  step.  His  right  baud  was 
clenched,  and  he  frequently  raised  it  as  with  a sodden  impulse, 
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and  struck  fiercely  as  if  at  some  imagined  enemy.  He  is  one  of 
the  magazine  poets,  thought  Clarence,  or  possibly  the  Laureate 
himself. 

The  stranger  slackened  his  pace.  Clarence  passed  him , and, 
turning  round  to  satisfy  a curiosity  which  his  supposition  had  in- 
spired, his  eye  met  a dark , lowering,  iron  countenance,  which, 
despite  the  lapse  of  four  years , he  recognised  on  the  moment  — 
it  was  Wolfe , the  republican. 

Clarence  moved , involuntarily,  with  a quicker  step;  but,  in 
a few  minutes,  Wolfe,  who  was  vehemently  talking  to  himself, 
once  more  passed  him : the  direction  he  took  was  also  Clarence’s 
way  homeward,  and  he  therefore  followed  the  republican,  though 
at  some  slight  distance , and  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way.  A 
gentleman  on  foot,  apparently  returning  from  a party,  met  Wolfe, 
and,  with  an  air,  half  haughty,  half  unconscious,  took  the  wall; 
though,  according  to  old  fashioned  rules  of  street  courtesy,  he 
was  on  the  wrong  side  for  asserting  the  claim.  The  stem  republi- 
can started,  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  and  sturdily  and 
doggedly  placed  himself  directly  in  the  way  of  the  unjust  claimant. 
Clarence  was  now  nearly  opposite  to  the  two , and  saw  all  that  was 
going  on. 

With  a motion,  a little  rade  and  very  contemptuous,  the  pas- 
senger attempted  to  put  Wolfe  aside , and  win  his  path.  Little 
did  he  know  of  the  unyielding  nature  he  had  to  do  with ; the  next 
instant,  the  republican,  with  a strong  hand,  forced  him  from  the 
pavement  into  the  very  kennel , and  silently  and  coldly  continued 
his  way. 

The  wrath  of  the  discomfited  passenger  was  vehemently 
kindled 

‘ ‘ Insolent  dog ! ” cried  he , in  a loud  and  arrogant  tone , “your 
baseness  is  your  protection.”  Wolfe  turned  rapidly,  and  made 
but  two  strides  before  he  was  once  more  by  the  side  of  his  defeated 
opponent. 

“What  were  you  pleased  to  observe?”  said  he,  in  his  low, 
deep , hoarse  voice. 

Clarence  stopped.  There  will  be  mischief  done  here , thought 
iie , as  he  called  to  mind  the  stern  temper  of  the  republican. 
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“Merely,”  said  the  other,  struggling  with  his  rage,  “that  it 
Is  not  for  men  of  my  rank  to  avenge  the  insults  offered  us  by  those 
of  yours ! ” 

“Your  rank,”  said  Wolfe,  bitterly  retorting  the  contempt  of 
the  stranger,  in  a tone  of  the  loftiest  disdain;  “your  rank,  poor 
changeling!  And  what  are  yon,  that  you  should  lord  it  over  me? 
Are  your  limbs  stronger?  your  muscles  firmer?  your  proportions 
juster?  or,  if  you  disclaim  physical  comparisons,  are  your  mental 
faculties  of  a higher  order  than  his  who  now  mocks  at  your  preten- 
sions, and  challenges  you  to  prove  them?  Are  the  treasures  of 
science  expanded  to  your  view?  Are  you  lord  of  the  elysium  of 
poetry,  or  the  thunderbolts  of  eloquence?  Have  you  wit  to  illu- 
mine, or  judgment  to  combine,  or  energy  to  control?  or  are  you, 
what  in  reality  you  appear , dwindled  and  stunted  in  the  fair  size 
and  sinews  of  manhood  — overbearing,  yet  impotent  — tyranni- 
cal, yet  ridiculous?  Fool!  fool! — (and  here  Wolfe’s  voice  rose, 
and  his  dark  countenance  changed  its  expression  of  mockery  into 
fierceness)  — go  home,  and  revenge  yourself  on  your  slaves,  for 
the  reproof  you  have  drawn  down  upon  yourself!  Go!  — goad! 
gall ! trample ! the  more  you  grind  your  minions  now  the  more 
terrible  will  be  their  retribution  hereafter;  excite  them  beyond 
endurance,  with  your  weak  and  frivolous  despotisms , the  de- 
bauched and  hideous  abortions  of  a sickly  and  unnatural  state  of 
civilisation!  Go!  every  insult,  every  oppression,  you  heap  on 
those  whom  God  has  subjected  to  your  hand  but  accelerates  the 
day  of  their  emancipation  — but  files  away,  link  by  link,  the  iron 
of  their  bondage  — but  sharpens  the  sword  of  justice , which , in 
the  first  wrath  of  an  incensed  and  awakened  people , becomes  also 
for  their  conquered  oppressors  the  weapon  of  revenge ! ” 

The  republican  ceased,  and,  pushing  the  stranger  aside, 
turned  slowly  away.  But  this  last  insult  enraged  the  passenger 
(who,  during  the  whole  of  the  reformer’s  harangue,  had  been 
almost  foaming  with  passion)  beyond  all  prudence.  Before  Wolfe 
had  proceeded  two  paces,  he  muttered  a desperate,  but  brief, 
oath , and  struck  the  reformer  with  a strength  so  much  beyond 
what  his  slight  and  small  figure  appeared  to  possess  that  the  pow- 
erful and  gaunt  frame  of  Wolfe  recoiled  backward  several  steps, 
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and , had  it  not  been  for  the  iron  railing  of  Uie  neighbouring  area, 
would  have  fallen  to  the  ground. 

Clarence  pressed  forward ; the  face  of  the  rash  aggressor  was 
turned  towards  him ; the  features  were  Lord  Borodaile’s.  He  had 
scarcely  time  to  make  this  discovery,  before  Wolfe  had  recovered 
himself.  With  a wild  and  savage  cry,  rather  than  exclamation, 
he  threw  himself  upon  his  antagonist,  twined  his  sinewy  arms 
round  the  frame  of  the  struggling,  but  powerless,  nobleman, 
raised  him  in  the  air,  with  the  easy  strength  of  a man  lifting  a 
child,  held  him  aloof  for  one  moment,  with  a bitter,  and  scorn- 
ful laugh  of  wrathful  derision , and  then  dashed  him  to  the  ground, 
and , planting  his  foot  upon  Borodaile’s  breast,  said  — 

“So  shall  it  be  with  all  of  you:  there  shall  be  but  one  instant 
between  your  last  offence  and  your  first  but  final  debasement.  Lie 
there  I it  is  your  proper  place ! By  the  only  law  which  you  yourself 
acknowledge,  the  law  which  gives  the  right  divine  to  the  strongest; 
if  you  stir  limb  or  muscle,  I will  crash  the  breath  from  your 
body.” 

But  Clarence  was  now  by  the  side  of  Wolfe , a new  and  more 
powerful  opponent. 

“Look  yon,”  said  he:  “you  have  received  an  insult,  and 
yon  have  done  justice  yourself.  I condemn  the  offence,  and 
quarrel  not  with  you  for  the  punishment;  but  that  punishment  is 
now  past:  remove  your  foot , or — ” 

“What?”  shouted  Wolfe,  fiercely,  every  vein  in  his  coun- 
tenance swelling,  and  his  lurid  and  vindictive  eye , from  its  black 
and  shaggy  brow,  flashing  with  the  released  fire  of  long-pent  and 
cherished  passions. 

“Or,”  answered  Clarence,  calmly,  “I  will  hinder  you  from 
committing  murder.” 

At  that  instant,  the  watchman’s  voice  was  heard,  and  the 
night’s  guardian  himself  was  seen  hastening  from  the  far  end  of  the 
street  towards  the  place  of  contest.  Whether  this  circumstance, 
or  Clarence’s  answer,  somewhat  changed  the  current  of  the  re- 
publican’s thoughts , or  whether  his  anger,  suddenly  raised,  was 
now  as  suddenly  subsiding , it  is  not  easy  to  decide ; but  he  slowly 
and  deliberately  moved  bis  foot  from  the  breast  of  his  baffled  foe, 
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and , bending  down , seemed  endeavouring  to  ascertain  the  mis- 
chief he  had  done.  Lord  Borodaile  was  perfectly  insensible. 

“You  have  killed  him!”  cried  Clarence,  in  a voice  of  horror, 
“but  you  shall  not  escape;”  and  he  placed  a desperate  and 
nervous  band  on  the  republican. 

“Stand  off,”  said  Wolfe,  “my  blood  is  up!  I would  not  do 
more  violence  to-night  than  I have  done.  Stand  off!  the  man 
moves ; his  hour  is  not  yet  come.” 

And  Lord  Borodaile  uttering  a long  sigh  and  attempting  to  rise, 
Clarence  released  his  hold  of  the  republican , and  bent  down  to 
assist  the  fallen  nobleman.  Meanwhile,  Wolfe,  muttering  to 
himself,  turned  from  the  spot,  and  strode  haughtily  away. 

The  watchman  now  came  op,  and,  with  his  aid,  Clarence 
raised  Lord  Borodaile.  Bruised , stunned , half  insensible  as  he 
was,  that  personage  lost  none  of  bis  characteristic  stateliness;  he 
shook  off  the  watchman’s  arm , as  if  there  was  contamination  in 
the  touch;  and  hi^  countenance,  still  menacing  and  defying  in  its 
expression , turned  abruptly  towards  Clarence  as  if  be  yet  expected 
to  meet,  and  struggle  with , a foe. 

“How  are  you,  my  lord?”  said  Linden;  “no!  severely  hurt, 
I trust?” 

“Well,  quite  well,”  cried  Borodaile.  “Mr.  Linden,  I think?— 
I thank  you  cordially  for  your  assistance ; but  the  dog  — the  ras- 
cal — where  is  he?” 

“Gone,”  said  Clarence. 

“Gone!  Where  — where?”  cried  Borodaile;  “ that  living  man 
should  insult  me , and  yet  escape ! ” 

“Which  way  did  the  fellow  go?”  said  the  watchman , antici- 
pativc  of  half  a crown.  “I  will  run  after  him  in  a trice,  your 
honour  — / warrant  I nab  him,” 

“No  — no  — ” said  Borodaile,  haughtily;  “ I leave  my  quarrels 
to  no  man;  if  I could  not  master  him  myself,  no  one  else  shall  do 
it  for  me.  Mr.  Linden , excuse  me , but  1 am  perfectly  recovered, 
and  can  walk  very  well  without  your  polite  assistance.  Mr.  Watch- 
man, I am  obliged  to  you:  there  is  a guinea  to  reward  your 
trouble.” 

With  these  words,  intended  as  a farewell,  the  proud  patri- 


Digitized  by  Google 


200 


cian,  smothering  his  pain,  bowed  with  extreme  courtesy  to  Cla- 
rence — again  thanked  him,  and  walked  on  unaided,  and  alone. 

‘^He  is  a game  blood,”  said  the  watchman,  pocketing  the 
guinea. 

“He  is  worthy  his  name,”  thought  Clarence;  “though  he  was 
in  the  wrong,  my  heart  yearns  to  him.” 

CHAPTER  XXXVIl. 

Things  wear  a vizard  which  1 think  to  like  not. 

Tanner  of  Tyburn. 

Clarence,  from  that  night,  appeared  to  have  formed  a 
sudden  attachment  to  Lord  Borodaile.  He  took  every  opportunity 
of  cultivating  bis  intimacy,  and  invariably  treated  him  with  a 
degree  of  consideration  which  his  knowledge  of  the  world  told  him 
was  well  calculated  to  gain  the  good  will  of  his  haughty  and  ar- 
rogant acquaintance;  but  all  this  was  inelTcctual  in  conquering 
Borodaile’s  coldness  and  reserve.  To  have  been  once  seen  in  a 
humiliating  and  degrading  situation  is  quite  sufficient  to  make  a 
proud  man  hate  the  spectator,  and,  with  the  confusion  of  all  pre- 
judiced minds,  to  transfer  the  sore  remembrance  of  the  event  to 
the  association  of  the  witness.  Lord  Borodaile,  though  always 
ceremoniously  civil,  was  immoveably  distant;  and  avoided,  as 
well  as  he  was  able,  Clarence’s  insinuating  approaches  and 
address.  To  add  to  his  indisposition  to  increase  his  acquaintance 
with  Linden , a friend  of  his,  a captain  in  the  Guards,  once  asked 
him  who  that  Mr.  Linden  was?  and,  on  his  lordship’s  replying 
that  he  did  not  know,  Mr.  Percy  Bobus,  the  son  of  a wine  mer- 
chant, though  the  nephew  of  a duke,  rejoined,  “Nobody  does 
know.” 

“Insolent  intruder!”  thought  Lord  Borodaile:  “A  man 
whom  nobody  knows  to  make  such  advances  to  m e ! ” 

A still  greater  cause  of  dislike  to  Clarence  arose  from  jealousy. 
Ever  since  the  first  night  of  his  acquaintance  with  Lady  Flora, 
Lord  Borodaile  bad  paid  her  unceasing  attention.  In  good  earnest, 
he  was  greatly  struck  by  her  beauty , and  bad  for  the  last  year 
been  thinking  of  the  necessity  of  presenting  the  world  with  a Lady 
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Borodaile.  Now,  though  his  lordship  did  look  upon  himself  in 
as  favourable  a light  as  a man  well  can  do , yet  he  could  not  but 
own  that  Clarence  was  very  handsome  — had  a devilish  gentle- 
manlike air  — talked  with  a better  grace  than  the  generality  of 
young  men,  and  danced  to  perfection.  “I  detest  that  fellow!” 
said  Lord  Borodaile,  involuntarily  and  aloud,  as  these  unwilling 
truths  forced  themselves  upon  his  mind. 

“Whom  do  you  detest?”  asked  Mr.  Percy  Bobus,  who  was 
lying  on  the  sofa  in  Lord  Borodailc’s  drawing  room,  and  admiring 
a pair  of  red -heeled  shoes  which  decorated  his  feet. 

“That  puppy.  Linden!”  said  Lord  Borodaile,  adjusting  his 
cravat. 

“He  is  a deuced  puppy,  certainly!”  rejoined  Mr.  Percy  Bo- 
bus , turning  round  in  order  to  contemplate  mure  exactly  the  shape 
of  his  right  shoe.  “I  can’t  bear  conceit,  Borodaile.” 

“Nor  I — I abhor  it  — it  Is  so  d — d disgusting!”  replied 
Lord  Borodaile,  leaning  his  chin  upon  his  two  hands,  and  looking 
full  into  the  glass.  ‘ ‘ Do  you  use  Mac  Neil’s  divine  pomatum ? ” 

“No,  it’s  too  hard;  I get  mine  from  Paris;  shall  I send  you 
some?” 

“Do.”  said  Lord  Borodaile. 

“Mr.  Linden,  my  lord,”  said  the  servant,  throwing  open  the 
door;  and  Clarence  entered. 

“lam  very  fortunate,”  said  he,  with  that  smile  which  so  few 
ever  resisted,  “to  find  you  at  home.  Lord  Borodaile;  but  as 
the  day  was  wet,  I thought  I should  have  some  chance  of  that 
pleasure;  I therefore  wrapped  myself  up  in  my  roquelaure,  and 
me  voicil” 

Now,  nothing  could  be  more  diplomatic  than  the  compU- 
ment  of  choosing  a wet  day  for  a visit,  and  exposing  one’s-self  to 
“ the  pitiless  shower,”  for  the  greater  probability  of  finding  the  vi- 
sited at  home.  Not  so  thought  Lord  Borodaile ; he  drew  himself 
up,  bowed  very  solemnly,  and  said,  with  cold  gravity, 

“You  are  very  obliging,  Mr.  Linden.” 

Clarence  coloured , and  bit  bis  lip  as  he  seated  himself.  Mr. 
Percy  Bobus,  with  true  insular  breeding,  took  up  the  newspaper. 
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“I  think  I saw  you  at  Lady  C.’s  last  night,”  said  Clarence; 
“ did  you  stay  there  long?” 

“No,  indeed,”  answered  Borodaile ; “I  hate  her  parties.” 

“One  does  meet  such  odd  people  there ,”  observed  Mr.  Percy 
Bobus : “creatures  one  never  sees  any  where  else.” 

“I  hear,”  said  Clarence,  who  never  abused  anyone,  even 
the  givers  of  stupid  parties,  if  he  could  help  it,  and  therefore 
thought  it  best  to  change  the  conversation  — “I  hear , Lord  Boro- 
daile , that  some  hunters  of  yours  are  to  be  sold.  I purpose  being 
a bidder  for  Thunderbolt.” 

“I  have  a horse  to  sell  you,  Mr.  Linden,”  cried  Mr.  Percy 
Bobus,  springing  from  the  sofa  into  civility , “a  superb  creature.” 

“Thank  you,”  said  Clarence,  laughing;  “but  I can  only 
afford  to  buy  one,  and  I have  taken  a great  fancy  to  Thunderbolt.” 

Lord  Borodaile , whose  manners  were  very  antiquated  in  their 
affability , bowed.  Mr.  Bobus  sank  back  into  his  sofa , and  re- 
sumed the  paper. 

A pause  ensued.  Clarence  was  chilled  in  spite  of  himself. 
Lord  Borodaile  played  with  a paper  cutter. 

“Have  you  been  to  Lady  Westborough’s  lately?”  said  Cla- 
rence, breaking  silence. 

“ I was  there  last  night,”  replied  Lord  Borodaile. 

“Indeed!”  cried  Clarence.  “I  wonder  I did  not  see  you 
there , for  I dined  with  them.” 

Lord  Borodaile’s  hair  curled  of  itself.  “He  dined  there,  and 
I only  asked  in  the  evening,”  thought  be;  but  bis  sarcastic  tem- 
per suggested  a very  different  reply. 

“Ah,”  said  he,  elevating  his  eye-brows,  “Lady  West- 
borough  told  me  she  had  had  some  people  to  dinner,  whom  she 
had  been  obliged  to  ask.  Bobus,  is  that  the  Public  Advertiser? 
See  whether  that  d — d fellow  Junius  has  been  writing  any  more  of 
his  stupid  letters.” 

Clarence  was  not  a man  apt  to  take  offence , but  he  felt  bis  bile 
rise:  it  will  not  do  to  show  it,  thought  he;  so  he  made  some  fur- 
ther remark  in  a jesting  vein ; and , after  a very  ill  sustained  con- 
versation of  some  minutes  longer,  rose,  apparently  in  the  best 
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humour  possible,  and  departed,  'with  a solemn  intcnlion  never 
again  to  enter  the  house.  Thence  he  went  to  Lady  Westborough’s. 

The  marchioness  was  in  her  boudoir;  Clarence  was , as  usual, 
admitted , for  Lady  Westborough  loved  amusement  above  all 
things  in  the  world , and  Clarence  had  the  art  of  affording  it  better 
than  any  young  man  of  her  acquaintance.  On  entering,  he  saw 
Lady  Flora  hastily  retreating  through  an  opposite  door.  She  turned 
her  face  towards  him  for  one  moment  — that  moment  was  suffi- 
cient to  freeze  his  blood : the  large  tears  were  rolling  down  her 
cheeks , which  were  as  white  as  death , and  the  expression  of  those 
features,  usually  so  laughing  and  joyous,  was  that  of  utter  and 
ineffable  despair. 

Lady  Westborough  was  as  lively,  as  bland,  and  as  agreeable 
as  ever ; but  Clarence  thought  he  detected  something  restrained  and 
embarrassed  lurking  beneath  all  the  graces  of  her  exterior  manner; 
and  the  single  glance  he  bad  caught  of  the  pale  and  altered  face  of 
Lady  Flora  was  not  calculated  to  re-assure  his  mind  or  animate 
his  spirits.  His  visit  was  short;  when  he  left  the  room,  he  lingered 
for  a few  moments  in  the  anti-chamber,  in  the  hope  of  again 
seeing  Lady  Flora.  While  thus  loitering,  his  ear  caught  the  sound 
of  Lady  Westborough’s  voice:  “When  Mr.  Linden  calls  again, 
you  have  my  orders  never  to  admit  him  into  this  room ; he  will  be 
shown  into  the  drawing-room.” 

With  a hasty  step  and  a burning  cheek  Clarence  quitted  the 
house,  and  hurried,  first  to  his  solitary  apartments,  and  thence 
(like  all  men  under  the  fever  of  excitement)  impatient  of  loneliness 
to  the  peaceful  retreat  of  his  benefactor. 

CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

A maiden'i  tbonghu  do  cheek  my  trembling  band. 

Drayton. 

There  is  something  very  delightful  in  turning  from  the  un- 
quietness and  agitation,  the  fever,  the  ambition,  the  harsh  and 
worldly  realities  of  man’s  character,  to  the  gentle  and  deep  re- 
cesses of  woman’s  more  secret  heart.  Within  her  musings  is  a 
realm  of  haunted  and  fairy  thought,  to  which  the  things  of  this 
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lurbid  and  troubled  life  have  no  entrance.  What  to  her  are  the 
changes  of  state,  the  rivalries  and  contentions  which  form  the 
staple  of  our  existence?  For  her  there  is  an  intense  and  fond  phi- 
losophy, before  whose  eye  substances  flit  and  fade  like  shadows, 
and  shadows  grow  glowingly  into  truth.  Her  soul’s  creations  are  I 

not  as  the  moving  and  mortal  images  seen  in  the  common  day: 
they  are  things , like  spirits  steeped  in  the  dim  moon-light,  heard 
when  all  else  are  still , and  busy  when  earth’s  labourers  are  at  rest ! 

They  are 

Such  itnff 

Ab  dreamg  are  made  of,  and  their  little  life 

la  rounded  by  a sleep. 

Hers  is  the  real  and  uncentred  poetry  of  being,  which  pervades 
and  surrounds  her  as  with  an  air,  which  peoples  her  visions  and 
animates  her  love,  which  shrinks  from  earth  into  itself , and  finds 
marvel  and  meditation  in  all  that  it  beholds  within , and  which 
spreads  even  over  the  heaven  in  whose  faith  she  so  ardently  believes 
the  mystery  and  the  tenderness  of  romance. 


LETTER  THE  FIRST  FROM  LADY  FLORA  ARDENNR  TO  MISS 
ELEANOR  TREVANION. 

“You  say  that  I have  not  written  to  you  so  punctually  of  late  as 
I used  to  do  before  I came  to  London , and  you  impute  my  negli- 
gence to  the  gaieties  and  pleasures  by  which  I am  surrounded.  E h 
bien!  my  dear  Eleanor,  could  you  have  thought  of  a better  excuse 
for  me?  You  knowhow  fond  we  — ay,  dearest,  you  as  well  as 
I — used  to  be  of  dancing,  and  how  earnestly  we  were  wont  to  anti- 
cipate those  children’s  balls  at  my  uncle’s  which  were  the  only  ones 
we  were  ever  permitted  to  attend.  I found  a stick  the  other  day, 
^ on  which  I had  cut  seven  notches , significant  of  seven  days  more 
to  the  next  ball  — we  reckoned  time  by  balls  then , and  danced 
chronologically.  Weil , my  dear  Eleanor,  here  I am  now,  brought 
out,  tolerably  well  behaved,  only  not  dignified  enough,  according 
to  mamma  — as  fond  of  laughing,  talking,  and  dancing  as  ever; 
and  yet,  do  yon  know,  a ball,  though  still  very  delightful , is  far 
from  being  the  most  important  event  in  creation;  its  anticipation 
does  not  keep  me  awake  of  a night;  and,  what  is  more  to  the 
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purpose , its  recollection  does  not  make  me  shut  up  my  inkstand, 
burn  my  portefeuille,  and  forget  you,  all  of  which  you  seem 
to  imagine  it  has  been  able  to  effect. 

“No,  dearest  Eleanor , you  are  mistaken;  for  were  she  twice 
as  giddy,  and  ten  times  as  volatile  as  she  is,  your  own  Flora  could 
never,  never  forget  you,  nor  the  happy  hours  we  have  spent  to- 
gether, nor  the  pretty  goldfinches  we  had  in  common,  nor  the 
little  Scotch  duets  we  used  to  sing  together,  nor  our  longings  to 
change  them  into  Italian , nor  our  disappointment  when  we  did  so, 
nor  our  laughter  at  Signior  Shrikalini , nor  our  tears  when  poor 
darling  Bijou  died.  And  do  you  remember,  dearest,  the  charm- 
ing green  lawn  where  we  used  to  play  together,  and  plan  tricks 
for  your  governess?  She  was  very,  very  cross,  though,  I think, 
we  were  a little  to  blame , too.  However,  I was  much  the  worst! 
And  pray,  Eleanor,  don’t  you  remember  how  we  used  to  like 
being  called  pretty,  and  told  of  the  conquests  we  should  make? 
Do  you  like  all  that  now?  For  my  part,  I am  tired  of  it,  at  least 
from  the  generality  of  one’s  flatterers. 

“Ah!  Eleanor,  or  ‘heigho!’  as  the  young  ladies  in  novels 
write , do  you  remember  how  jealous  I was  of  you  at  — , and  how 
spiteful  I was,  and  how  you  were  an  angel,  and  bore  with  me, 
and  kissed  me,  and  told  me  that — that  I had  nothing  to  fear?  Well, 
Clar— , I mean  Mr.  Linden , is  now  in  town,  and  so  popular,  and 
so  admired ! I wish  we  were  at  — again , for  there  we  saw  him 
every  day , and  now  we  don’t  meet  more  than  three  times  a week ; 
and  though  I like  hearing  him  praised  above  all  things,  yet  I feel 
very  uncomfortable  when  that  praise  comes  from  very,  very  pretty 
women.  I wish  we  were  at  — again ! Mamma , who  is  looking 
more  beautiful  than  ever,  is  very  kind:  she  says  nothing,  to  be 
sure,  but  she  must  see  how  — that  is  to  say  — she  must  know 
that — that  1— I mean  that  Clarence  is  very  attentive  tome,  and  that 
I blush  and  look  exceedingly  silly  whenever  he  is ; and  therefore  I 
suppose  that  whenever  Clarence  thinks  fit  to  ask  me , I shall  not 
be  under  the  necessity  of  getting  up  at  six  o’clock , and  travelling 
to  Gretna  Green,  through  that  odious  North  road,  up  the  High- 
gate  Hill , and  over  Finchley  common. 

“ ‘But  when  will  he  ask  you?’  My  dearest  Eleanor,  that  is 


Digitized  by  Google 


206 


more  than  lean  say.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  there  is  something 
about  Linden  which  1 cannot  thoroughly  understand.  They  say 
he  is  nephew  and  heir  to  the  Mr.  Talbot,  whom  you  may  have  heard 
papa  talk  of  as  a gentleman  le  plus  k la  mode  in  bis  day;  but  if 
so , why  the  hints , the  insinuations , of  not  being  what  he  seems, 
which  Clarence  perpetually  throws  out,  and  which  only  excite  my 
interest  without  gratifying  my  curiosity  ? ‘ It  is  not he  has  said, 

more  than  once , ‘ as  an  obscure  adventurer  that  I will  claim  your 
love:’  and  if  I venture,  which  is  very  seldom  (for,  pour  dire 
vrai,  I am  a little  afraid  of  him),  to  question  his  meaning,  he 
either  sinks  into  utter  silence , forwhicb,  if  I had  loved  accord - 
ing  to  book,  and  not  so  naturally,  I should  be  very  angry  with 
him,  or  twists  bis  words  into  another  signification,  such  as  that 
be  would  not  claim  me  till  be  had  become  something  higher  and 
nobler  than  he  is  now.  Alas , my  dear  Eleanor , it  takes  a long 
time  to  make  an  ambassador  out  of  an  a 1 1 a c h 6. 

‘‘See  now  if  you  reproached  me  justly  with  scanty  correspon- 
dences. If  I write  a line  more , I must  begin  a new  sheet , and  that 
will  be  beyond  the  power  of  a frank — a thing  w hich  would,  I know, 
break  the  heart  of  your  dear,  good,  generous,  but  a little  too 
prudent  aunt,  and  irrevocably  ruin  me  in  her  esteem.  So  God 
bless  you,  dearest  Eleanor,  and  believe  me  most  affertionately 
yours , “Flora.  Aroenne.  ” 


LETTER  U. 

FROM  THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

“Pray,  dearest  Eleanor,  docs  that  good  aunt  of  yours  — now, 
don’t  frown,  I am  not  going  to  speak  disrespectfully  of  her  — ever 
take  a liking  to  young  gentlemen  whom  you  detest,  and  insist  upon 
the  fallacy  of  your  opinion , and  the  unerring  rectitude  of  hers?  If 
so,  you  can  pity  and  comprehend  my  grief.  Mamma  has  formed 
quite  an  attachment  to  such  a disagreeable  person.  He  is  Lord 
Borodaile,  the  eldest,  and,  I believe,  the  only  son  of  Lord  Uls- 
water.  Perhaps  you  may  have  met  him  abroad , for  be  has  been  a 
great  traveller;  his  family  is  among  the  most  ancient  in  England, 
and  bis  father’s  estate  covers  half  a county.  All  this  mamma  tells 
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me,  with  the  most  earnest  air  in  the  world,  whenever  I declaim 
npon  his  impertinence  or  disagreeability  — (is  there  such  a • 
word?  there  ought  to  be).  ‘Well,’  said  I to-day,  ‘what 's  that 
tome?’  ‘Itmay  be  a great  deal  to  you,’  replied  mamma , signifi- 
cantly, and  the  blood  rushed  from  my  face  to  my  heart.  She  could 
not,  Eleanor,  she  could  not  mean,  after  all  her  kindness  to  Cla- 
rence, and  in  spite  of  all  her  penetration  into  my  heart  — oh,  no, 
no — she  could  not.  How  terribly  suspicious  this  love  makes  one ! 

“But  if  I disliked  Lord  Borodaile  at  first,  I have  bated  him  of 
late;  for,  some  how  or  other,  he  is  always  in  the  way.  If  I see 
Clarence  hastening  through  the  crowd  to  ask  me  to  dance , at  that 
very  instant,  up  steps  Lord  Borodaile  v^th  his  cold,  changeless 
face,  and  his  haughty,  old  fashioned  bow,  and  his  abominable 
dark  complexion  — and  mamma  smiles  — and  he  hopes  he  finds 
me  disengaged  — and  I ham  hurried  off  — and  poor  Clarence  looks 
so  disappointed  and  so  wretched ! You  have  no  idea  bow  ill-temp- 
ered this  makes  me.  1 could  not  help  asking  Lord  Borodaile , 
yesterday,  if  he  was  never  going  abroad  again,  and  the  hateful 
creature  played  with  his  cravat,  and  answered  ‘Never!’  1 was  in 
hopes  that  my  sullenness  would  drive  his  lordship  away ; t o u t a u 
contraire,  ‘Nothing,’  said  he  to  me  the  other  day,  when  he  was 
in  full  pout,  ‘Nothing  is  so  plebeian  as  good  humour!  Patrician 
blood  is  always  in  a ferment!  ’ 

“I  wish,  then,  Eleanor,  that  he  could  see  your  governess; 
she  most  be  majesty  itself  in  his  eyes ! 

“A.b,  dearest,  how  we  belie  ourselves.  At  this  moment, 
when  you  might  think,  from  the  idle,  rattling,  silly  flow  of  my 
letter,  that  my  heart  was  as  light  and  free  as  it  was  when  we  used 
to  play  on  the  green  lawn,  and  under  the  sunny  trees,  in  the  merry 
days  of  our  childhood,  the  tears  are  running  down  my  cheeks;  see 
where  they  have  fallen  on  the  page,  and  my  bead  throbs  as  if  my 
thoughts  were  too  full  and  heavy  for  it  to  contain.  It  is  past  one ! 

I am  alone , and  in  my  own  room.  Mamma  is  gone  to  a rout  at 
H — House;  but  I knew  I should  not  meet  Clarence  there,  and  so 
said  1 was  ill,  and  remained  at  home.  I have  done  so  often  of 
late , whenever  1 have  learnt  from  him  that  he  was  not  going  to  the 
same  place  as  mamma.  Indeed  1 love  much  better  to  sit  alone  and 
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think  over  his  words  and  looks ; and  I have  drawn  , after  repeated 
• attempts,  a proGle  likeness  of  him;  and  oh,  Eleanor,  I cannot 
tell  you  how  dear  it  is  to  me ; and  yet  there  is  not  a line , not  a look 
of  his  countenance  which  I have  not  learnt  by  heart,  without  such 
useless  aids  to  my  memory.  But  I am  ashamed  of  telling  you  all 
this,  and  my  eyes  ache  so , that  I can  write  no  more. 

“Ever,  as  ever,  dearest  Eleanor , your  affectionate  friend.” 


FROM  THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

“Eleanor,  I am  undone!  My  mother  — my  mother  has 
been  so  cruel;  but  she  cannot,  she  cannot  intend  it,  or  she  knows 
very  little  of  my  heart.  With  some , ties  may  be  as  easily  broken 
as  formed ; with  others  they  are  twined  around  life  itself. 

“Clarence  dined  with  us  yesterday,  and  was  unusually  anima- 
ted and  agreeable.  He  was  engaged  on  business  with  Lord  Aspeden 
afterwards  and  left  us  early.  We  had  a few  people  in  the  evening ; 
Lord  Borodaile  among  the  rest:  and  my  mother  spoke  of  Clarence, 
and  his  relationship  to,  and  expectations  from,  Mr.  Talbot.  Lord 
Borodaile  sneered;  ‘You  are  mistaken,’  said  he,  sarcastically; 
‘ Mr.  Linden  may  feel  it  convenient  to  give  out  that  he  is  related  to 
so  old  a family  as  the  Talbots ; and  since  God  only  knows  who  or 
what  he  is,  he  may  as  well  claim  alliance  with  one  person  as  another ; 
but  he  is  certainly  not  the  nephew  of  Mr.  Talbot  of  Scarsdale  Park, 
for  that  gentleman  had  no  sisters  and  but  one  brother,  who  left 
an  only  daughter,  that  daughter  had  also  but  one  child , certainly 
no  relation  to  Mr.  Linden.  I can  vouch  for  the  truth  of  this  state- 
ment; for  the  Talbots  are  related  to,  or  at  least  nearly  connected 
with,  myself;  and  I thank  Heaven  that  I have  a pedigree , even 
in  its  collateral  branches,  worth  learning  by  heart.’  And  then 
Lord  Borodaile  — I little  thought,  when  I railed  against  him,  what 
serious  cause  I should  have  to  hate  him  — turned  to  me,  and  ha- 
rassed me  with  his  tedious  attentions  the  whole  of  the  evening. 

“This  morning  mamma  sent  for  me  into  her  boudoir.  ‘I  have 
observed,’  said  she,  with  the  greatest  indifference,  ‘that  Mr. 
Linden  has,  of  late,  been  much  too  particular  in  his  manner 
towards  you  — your  foolish  and  undue  familiarity  with  every  one 
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has  perhaps  given  him  encouragement.  After  the  gross  imposition 
which  Borodaile  exposed  to  us  last  night,  I cannot  but  consider 
the  young  man  as  a mere  adventurer,  and,  must  not  only  insist 
on  your  putting  a total  termination  to  civilities,  which  we  must 
henceforth  consider  presumption , but  I myself  shall  consider  it 
incumbent  upon  me  greatly  to  limit  the  advances  he  has  thought 
proper  to  make  towards  my  acquaintance.  ’ 

“You  may  guess  how  thunderstruck  I was  by  this  speech.  I 
could  not  answer;  my  tongue  literally  clove  to  my  mouth,  and  I was 
only  relieved  by  a sudden  and  violent  burst  of  tears.  Mamma 
looked  exceedingly  displeased,  and  was  just  going  to  speak,  when 
the  servant  threw  open  the  door  and  announced  Mr.  Linden.  I rose 
hastily,  and  bad  only  just  time  to  escape,  asbeentered;  but  when 
I heard  that  dear,  dear  voice,  I could  not  resist  turning  for  one 
moment.  He  saw  me  — and  was  struck  mute , for  the  agony  of 
my  soul  was  stamped  visibly  on  my  countenance.  That  moment 
was  over  — with  a violent  effort  I tore  myself  away. 

“Eleanor  I can  now  write  no  more.  God  bless  you ! and  me 
too  — for  I am  very , very,  unhappy. 

“F.  A.” 

CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

Wbat  • charming  character  it  a kind  old  man. 

Stephen  Montague. 

“Cheer  up,  my  dear  boy,”  said  Talbot,  kindly,  “we  must 
never  despair.  What  though  Lady  Westborough  has  foi  bidden 
you  the  boudoir,  a boudoir  is  a very  different  thing  from  a 
daughter,  and  you  have  no  right  to  suppose  that  the  veto  extends 
to  both.  But  now  that  we  ate  on  this  subject,  do  let  me  reason 
with  you  seriously.  Have  you  not  already  tasted  all  the  pleasures, 
and  been  sufficiently  anuoyed  by  some  of  the  pains . of  acting  the 
‘Incognito?’  Be  ruled  by  me:  resume  your  proper  name;  it  is 
at  least  one  which  the  proudest  might  acknowledge ; and  its  dis- 
covery will  remove  the  greatest  obstacle  to  the  success  which  you 
so  ardently  desire.” 

Clarence , who  was  labouring  under  strong  excitement,  paused 
for  some  moments,  as  if  to  collect  himself,  before  he  replied  : “I 
The  IHtou/ned.  14 
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have  been  thrust  from  my  father’s  home  — I have  been  made  the 
victim  of  another's  crime  — I have  been  denied  the  rights  and  the 
name  of  son;  perhaps  — (and  I say  this  bitterly)  justly  denied 
them,  despite  of  my  own  innocence.  What  would  you  have  me 
do?  Resume  a name  never  conceded  to  me — perhaps  not  right- 
eously mine  — thrust  myself  upon  the  unwilling  and  shrinking 
hands  which  disowned  and  rejected  me  — blazen  my  virtues  by 
pretensions  which  I myself  hare  promised  to  forego , and  foist  my- 
self on  the  notice  of  strangers  by  the  very  claims  which  my  nearest 
relations  dispute?  Never  — never  — never!  With  the  simple 
name  I have  assumed  — the  friend  I myself  have  won  — you , my 
generous  benefactor,  my  real  father,  who  never  forsook,  nor 
insulted,  me  for  my  misfortunes  — with  these,  I have  gained 
some  steps  in  the  ladder;  with  these,  and  those  gifts  of  nature , a 
stout  heart,  and  a willing  hand,  of  which  none  can  rob  me , I will 
either  ascend  the  rest,  even  to  the  summit,  or  fall  to  the  dust, 
unknown,  hut  not  contemned ; unlamented,  but  not  despised." 

“Well,  well,”  said  Talbot,  brushing  away  a tear  which  he 
could  not  deny  to  the  feeling,  even  while  he  disputed  the  judg- 
ment, of  the  young  adventurer  — “well,  this  is  all  very  fine  and 
very  foolish ; but  you  shall  never  want  friend  or  father  while  I live, 
or  when  I have  ceased  to  live;  but  come  — sit  down,  share  my 
dinner,  which  is  not  very  good , and  my  dessert,  which  is:  help 
me  to  entertaiu  two  or  three  guests  who  are  coming  to  me  in  the 
evening  to  talk  on  literatnre , sop , and  sleep ; and  to-morrow  you 
shall  return  home,  and  see  Lady  Flora  in  the  drawing-room,  if  you 
cannot  in  the  b o u d o i r.” 

And  Clarence  was  easily  persuaded  to  accept  the  invitation. 

Talbot  was  not  of  those  men  who  are  forced  to  exert  themselves 
to  be  entertaining.  He  bad  the  pleasant  and  easy  way  of  imparting 
his  great  general  and  curious  information , that  a man , partly  hu- 
morist, partly  philosopher,  who  values  himself  on  being  a man  of 
letters,  and  is  in  spite  of  himself  a man  of  the  world,  always  ought 
to  possess.  Clarence  was  soon  beguiled  from  the  remembrance  of 
bis  mortifications,  and,  by  little  and  little,  entirely  yielded  to  the 
airy  and  happy  flow  of  Talbot’s  conversation. 

In  the  evening,  three  or  four  men  of  literary  eminence  (as  many 
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as  Talbot’s  small  Tusculum  could  accommodate  with  beds)  ar- 
rived, and  in  a conversation , free  alike  from  the  jargon  of  pedants 
and  the  insipidities  of  fashion,  the  night  fled  away  swiftly  and 
happily,  even  to  the  lover. 

CHAPTER  XL. 

We  are  here  (in  (be  country)  among  the  vait  and  noble  icenei  of 
nature;  we  are  there  (in  the  town)  among  the  pitiful  shifts  of  po- 
licy, We  walk  here  in  the  light  and  open  ways  of  the  divine 
bounty  — we  grope  there  in  the  dark  and  confused  labyrinths  of 
human  malice;  our  senses  are  here  feasted  with  all  the  clear  and 
genuine  taste  of  their  objects,  which  are  all  sophisticated  (here, 
and  for  the  most  part  overwhelmed  with  their  contraries:  here 
pleasure,  methinks,  looks  like  a beautiful,  constant,  and  modest 
wife:  it  is  there  an  impudent,  fickle,  and  painted  harlot. 

Cowley. 

Lucrrtius  has  said  beautifully,  in  the  most  hacknied  passage 
of  his  poem,  that  there  is  nothing  sweeter  than  to  behold  afar,  from 
the  quiet  and  safe  temples  of  philosophy , the  great  crowd  rolling 
below,  wandering,  confused,  erring,  seeking  to  and  fro  the 
viam  vittB,  wasting  days  and  nights  in  the  laborious  pursuit  of 
wealth  and  honour,  and  in  the  vague  hope  to  enjoy  them  when 
possessed.* 

Here,  as  at  the  hush  of  night,  I lay  aside  the  masterpieces  of 
human  invention,  and  recur  to  these  idle  and  worthless  pages  (how 
far  short  of  the  vague  dreams  of  future  excellence  which  the  enthu- 
siasm of  boyhood  kindled  and  conceived!);  here,  amid  the  trees 
waving  before  my  windows  in  the  air  of  the  solemn  night,  which 
breathes  mild  and  fresh  from  the  recesses  of  many  woods,  and  over 
the  free  grass  of  the  untilled  and  unpeopled  w'astes  which  surround 
my  home  — here , as  the  dim  fire  struggles  (like  our  own  pent  and 


* Voltaire,  to  generally  wrong,  when  he  asierti  a fact,  is  some- 
times wonderfully  in  the  right  when  he  impeaches  an  opinion.  There  is 
a very  acute  commentary  upon  this  passage  in  Lucretius,  to  be  found  in 
the  “ Dictiounaire  Philosopliiquc,”  article  ‘Curiosite.’  Voltaire’s  in- 
terpretation of  the  causes  of  onr  pleasure  at  the  distresses  from  which 
we  are  exempt,  is  both  better  and  more  benevolent  than  the  literal  sense 
of  Lucretius. 

14* 
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restless  spirit)  up^rard  from  the  mass  which  clogs,  and  amid  the 
vapour  which  curls  around  it,  and  the  lone  lamp  casts  its  light  on 
walls  covered  with  the  breathing  canvas,  relics  or  copies  of  no 
ignoble  hands,  and  on  the  greater  treasures  which  knowledge  has 
condensed  into  few  volumes,  matter  for  incalculable  thought  — 
here , when  I recall  my  remembrances  of  the  world  beyond 

That  great  tea,  whose  ebb  and  flow 
At  once  is  deaf  and  loud , 

and  sit  myself  down  to  weave  them  into  a worldly  tale,  there  comes 
over  me  a gentle , but  deep  delight. 

Like  babbling  gossips , safe  — who  hear  the  war 
Of  winds , anh  sigh  — but  tremble  not. 

But  this  is  not  now  my  theme.  Draw  up  the  curtain ! The 
scene  is  the  Opera. 

The  pit  is  crowded ; the  connoisseurs  in  the  front  row  arc  in  a 
very  ill  humour.  It  must  be  confessed , that  extreme  heat  is  a 
little  trying  to  the  temper  of  a critic. 

The  Opera  then  was  not  what  it  is  now,  nor  even  what  it  had 
been  in  a former  time.  It  is  somewhat  amusing  to  find  Goldsmith 
questioning,  in  one  of  his  Essays,  whether  the  Opera  could  ever 
become  popular  in  England?  But  on  the  night  on  which  the  reader 
is  summoned  to  that  ‘ ‘theatre  of  sweet  sounds,”  a celebrated  singer 
from  the  continent  made  his  first  appearance  in  London , and  all 
the  world  thronged  to  “that  odious  Opera-house,”  to  hear  or  to 
say  they  had  heard  the  famous  Sopranicllo. 

“A  most  unusually  full  bouse , my  lord ,”  said  the  lean  Mr. 
Callythorpe , to  the  courtly  Lord  Aspeden. 

“So  full,”  replied  his  lordship,  with  a bow,  “ that  it  is  quite 
refreshing  to  see  you.  One  loves  a contrast  you  know 

Refreshini;  sight,  when  at  the  rruwdeil  feast 
We  hail  thy  head  — one  empty  spot  at  least.** 

“D — d impertinent!”  muttered  Mr.  Callythorpe. 

Clarence  now  joined  them,  and,  after  a few  conventional 
phrases , Lord  Aspeden  sauntered  away. 

“Horrid  fool  that  Lord  Aspeden!”  said  Callythorpe;  “if  he 
had  stayed  two  minutes  longer,  I should  have  told  him  so,  for  I 
never  flatter  — it  is  unworthy  an  English  gentleman.  By  the  by. 
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I mast  go  and  court  Lady  — for  a card  to  her  next  rout.  Do  yon 
know,  my  dear  Clarence,  that  Lord  Borodaile  says  you  are  no 
relation  to  Talbot?  and  people  begin  to  ask  a great  many  questions 
about  you , just  as  if  you  were  a sharper?  You  are  not  offended? 

I ’ra  your  true  friend , and  always  take  your  part.” 

“Thank  you,”  said  Clarence , hiding,  with  a laugh,  his  vexa- 
tion; “and  so  adieu.  I am  going  to  make  my  round  through  the 
boxes.” 

“ Oh , Mr.  Foreigner,  Mr.  Foreigner,”  said  Clarence  to  him- 
self, as  he  ascended  the  stairs , “whose  name  I forget,  but  who 
didst  tell  the  credulous  Duke  of  Orleans,  that,  while  in  all  other 
nations  people  inquired  into  your  rank,  your  power,  your  pedigree, 
or  your  fortune,  in  England  the  only  question  ever  asked  about  you 
was,  ‘What  sort  of  a man  is  he?’  Oh!  Mr.  Foreigner,  how 
grievously  were  you  mistaken,  or  bow  lamentably  are  we 
changed!” 

With  a nervous  step , Clarence  proceeded  to  Lady  Westbo- 
rough’s  box;  and  it  was  many  minutes  that  he  lingered  by  the  door 
before  he  summoned  courage  to  obtain  admission. 

He  entered ; the  box  was  crowded ; but  Lady  Flora  was  not 
there.  Lord  Borodaile  was  sitting  next  to  Lady  Westborongh.  As 
Clarence  entered , Lord  Borodaile  raised  bis  eyebrows , and  Lady 
Westborongh  her  glass.  However  disposed  a great  person  may  be 
to  drop  a lesser  one , no  one  of  real  birth  or  breeding  ever  cots  an- 
other. Lady  Westborongh,  therefore,  though  much  colder , was 
no  less  civil  than  usual;  and  Lord  Borodaile  bowed  lower  than  ever 
to  Mr.  Linden,  as  be  punctiliously  called  him.  But  Clarence’s 
quick  eye  discovered  instantly  that  he  was  no  welcome  intruder, 
and  that  his  day  with  the  beautiful  marchioness  was  over.  His  vi- 
sit , consequently,  was  short  and  embarrassed.  When  he  left  the 
box,  he  heard  Lord  Borodaile’s  short,  slow,  sneering  laugh,  fol- 
lowed by  Lady  Westborough’s  “hush”  of  reproof. 

His  blood  boiled.  He  hurried  along  the  passage,  with  bis  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  ground , and  his  hand  clenched. 

‘ ‘ What  ho ! Linden , my  good  fellow ; why,  you  look  as  if  all 
the  ferocity  of  the  great  Figg  were  in  your  veins,"  cried  a good- 
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humoured  voice.  Clarence  started,  and  saw  the  young  and  high 
spirited  Duke  ofHaverGeld. 

“Are  you  going  behind  the  scenes?”  said  his  grace.  “ I have 
just  come  thence ; and  you  had  much  better  drop  into  La  Meron- 
ville’s  box  with  me.  You  sup  with  her  to-night , do  you  not?” 
“No,  indeed!”  replied  Clarence ; “I  scarcely  know  her,  ex- 
cept by  sight.” 

“Well,  and  what  think  you  of  her?” 

“That  she  is  the  prettiest  Frenchwoman  I ever  saw.” 

“ Commend  me  to  secret  sympathies ! ” cried  the  duke.  “ She 
has  asked  me  three  times  who  you  were , and  told  me  three  times 
that  you  were  the  handsomest  man  in  London , and  had  quite  a 
foreign  air;  the  latter  recommendation  being  of  course  far  greater 
than  the  former.  So , after  this , you  cannot  refuse  to  accompany 
me  to  her  box,  and  make  her  acquaintance.” 

“Nay,”  answered  Clarence , “ I shall  be  too  happy  to  profit  by 
the  taste  of  so  discerning  a person ; but  it  is  cruel  in  you , Duke, 
not  to  feign  a little  jealousy — a little  reluctance  to  introduce  so  for- 
midable a rival.” 

“Oh,  as  to  me,”  said  the  Duke,  “I  only  like  her  for  her 
mental,  not  her  personal  attractions.  She  is  very  agreeable , and 
a little  witty ; sufficient  attractions  for  one  in  her  situation.” 

“But  do  tell  me  a little  of  her  history,”  said  Clarence;  “for, 
in  spite  of  her  renown,  I only  know  her  as  La  belle  Meronville.  Is 
she  not  living  en  ami  with  some  one  of  our  acquaintance?” 

“To  be  sure,”  replied  the  duke,  “ with  Lord  Borodaile.  She 
is  prodigiously  extravagant;  and  Borodaile  affects  to  be  prodigiously 
fond,  a thing  which  you  and  I,  who  know  (thanks  toTrollolop) 
that  there  is  only  a certain  fund  of  affection  in  the  ‘ human  mind,’ 
and  that  all  Lord  Borodaile’s  is  centred  in  Lord  Borodaile,  are 
convinced  cannot  really  be  the  case.” 

“Is  be  jealous  of  her?”  said  Clarence. 

“Notin  the  least!  nor,  indeed,  does  she  give  him  any  cause. 
She  is  very  gay , very  talkative,  gives  excellent  suppers,  and  al- 
ways has  her  box  at  the  Opera  crowded  with  admirers ; but  that  is 
all.  She  encourages  many,  and  favours  but  one.  Happy  Boro- 
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daile!  My  lot  is  less  fortunate!  You  know,  I suppose,  that  Ju- 
lia has  deserted  me?” 

“ You  astonish  me  — and  for  what?” 

“Oh,  she  told  me,  with  a vehement  burst  of  tears,  that  she 
was  convinced  I did  not  love  her , and  that  a hundred  pounds  a 
month  was  not  sufficient  to  maintain  a milliner’s  apprentice.  I an- 
swered the  first  assertion  by  an  assurance  that  I adored  her ; but  I 
preserved  a total  silence  with  regard  to  the  latter : and  so  I found 
Trevanion  t4te-i-t6te  wdth  her  the  next  day.” 

“What did  you?”  said  Clarence. 

“ Sent  my  valet  toTrevanion  with  an  old  coat  of  mine,  my  com- 
pliments, and  my  hopes  that,  as  Mr.  Trevanion  was  so  fond  of  my 
cast  off  conveniences,  he  would  honour  me  by  accepting  the  accom- 
panying trifle.” 

“He  challenged  you , without  doubt?" 

“Challenged  me!  No:  he  tells  all  his  friends  that  I am  the 
wittiest  man  in  Europe.” 

“A  fool  can  speak  the  truth,  you  see,”  said  Clarence, 
laughing. 

“Thank  you.  Linden;  you  shall  have  my  good  word  with  La 
Meronville  for  that;  mais  allons.” 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Meronville,  as  she  pointedly  entitled  her- 
self, was  one  of  those  charming  adventuresses,  who,  making  the 
most  of  a good  education  and  a prepossessing  person , a delicate 
turn  for  letter-writing , and  a lively  vein  of  conversation , come  to 
England  for  a year  or  two,  as  Spaniards  were  wont  to  go  to  Mexico, 
and  who  return  to  their  native  country  with  a profound  contempt 
for  the  barbarians  whom  they  have  so  egregiously  despoiled.  M.  de 
la  Meronville  was  small,  beautifully  formed,  had  the  prettiest 
hands  and  feet  in  the  world , and  laughed  musically.  By-the- 
by , how  difficult  it  is  to  laugh,  or  even  to  smile,  at  once  naturally 
and  gracefully.  It  is  one  of  Steele's  finest  touches  of  character, 
where  he  says  of  Will  Honeycomb,  “He  can  smile  when  one 
speaks  to  him , and  laughs  easily.” 

In  a word , the  pretty  Frenchwoman  was  precisely  formed  to 
turn  the  head  of  a man  like  Lord  Borodaile,  whose  pride  made  him 
love  being  courted , and  whose  unintellcctuality  required  to  be 
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amused.  Madame  de  la  Merouville  received  Clarence  with  a great 
deal  uf  grace , and  a little  reserve , the  first  chielly  natural , the 
last  wholly  artificial. 

“Well,”  said  the  duke,  (inFrench,)  “you  have  not  told  me 
who  are  to  be  of  your  party  this  evening  — Borodaile , I suppose, 
of  course?” 

“No , he  cannot  come  to-night.” 

“Ah,  quel  malheur!  then  the  hock  will  not  be  iced  enough 
— Borodaile’s  looks  are  the  best  wine-coolers  in  the  world.” 
“Fie!”  cried  La  Meronville,  glancing  towards  Clarence : “I 
cannot  endure  your  malevolence ; wit  makes  you  very  bitter.” 
“And  that  is  exactly  the  reason  why  la  belle  Meronville  loves 
me  so : nothing  is  so  sweet  to  one  person  as  bitterness  upon  an- 
other; it  is  human  nature  and  French  nature  (which  is  a very  dif- 
ferent thing)  into  the  bargain.” 

“Bab ! my  lord  duke , you  judge  of  others  by  yourself.” 

“To  be  sure  I do,”  cried  the  duke;  “ and  that  is  the  best  way 
of  forming  a right  judgment.  Ah!  what  a foot  that  little  figu- 
rante has  — you  don’t  admire  her , Linden  ? ” 

“No,  duke;  my  admiration  is  like  the  bird  in  the  cage  — 
chained  here,  and  cannot  fly  away ! ” answered  Clarence,  with  a 
smile  at  the  frippery  of  his  compliment. 

“Ah,  Monsieur,”  cried  the  pretty  Frenchwoman,  leaning 
back , ‘ ‘ you  have  been  at  Paris , I see  — one  does  not  learn  those 
graces  of  language  in  England.  I have  been  five  months  in  your 
country  — brought  over  the  prettiest  dresses  imaginable,  and  have 
only  received  three  compliments , and  (pity  me  I)  two  out  of  the 
three  were  upon  my  pronunciation  of  ‘ How  do  you  do ! ’ ” 

“ Weil,”  said  Clarence,  “ I should  have  imagined  that  in  Eng- 
land , above  ali  other  countries , your  vanity  would  have  been  gra- 
tified, for  you  know  we  pique  ourselves  on  our  sincerity,  and  say 
all  we  think.” 

“ Yes ! then  you  always  think  very  unpleasantly ; what  an  alter- 
native! which  is  the  best , to  speak  ill,  or  to  think  ill  of  one?” 
“.Pour  I’amour  de  Dieu,”  cried  the  duke,  “don’t  ask 
such  puxziing  questions ; you  are  always  getting  into  those  moral 
subtleties,  which  I suppose  you  learn  from  Borodaile.  He  is  a 
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wooderful  metaphysician , I hear  — I can  answer  for  his  chemical 
powers ; (he  moment  he  enters  a room  the  very  walls  grow  damp : 
as  for  me , I dissolve ; I should  flow  into  a fountain , like  Are- 
thusa,  if  happily  his  lordship  did  not  freeze  one  again  into  sub- 
stance as  fast  as  he  dampens  one  into  thaw.” 

“ F i done!”  cried  La  Meronville.  “ I should  be  very  angry, 
had  you  not  taught  me  to  be  very  indifferent  — ” 

“To  him!”  said  the  duke,  drily.  “I’m  ^ad  to  hear  it.  He 
is  not  worth  une  grande  passion,  believe  — but  tell  me. 
ma  belle,  who  else  sups  with  you?” 

“D’abord,  Monsieur  Linden,  I trust,”  answered  La  Me- 
ronviile,  with  a look  of  invitation  (not  an  inviting  look) , to  which 
Clarence  bowed  and  smiled  his  assent,  “Milord  D — , and  Mons. 
Trevanion,  Mademoiselle  Caumartin,  and  Le  Prince  Pietro  del 
Ordino.” 

“Nothing  can  be  better  arranged ,”  said  the  duke.  “But  see, 
they  are  just  going  to  drop  the  curtain.  Let  me  call  your  carriage.” 
“You  are  too  good,  mylord,”  replied  La  Meronville , with  a 
bow,  which  said,  “of  course;”  and  the  duke,  who  would  not 
have  stirred  three  paces  for  the  Grst  princess  of  the  blood,  hurried 
out  of  the  box  (despite  of  Clarence’s  offer  to  undertake  the  com- 
mission) to  inquire  after  the  carriage  of  the  most  notorious  adven- 
turess of  the  day. 

Clarence  was  alone  in  the  box  with  the  beautiful  Frenchwoman. 
To  say  truth , Linden  was  far  too  mnch  in  love  with  Lady  Flora, 
and  too  occupied,  as  to  his  other  thoughts,  with  the  projects  of 
ambition,  to  be  easily  led  into  any  disreputable  or  criminal 
liaison;  be  therefore  conversed  with  his  usual  ease,  though 
with  rather  more  than  his  usual  gallantry,  without  feeling  the  least 
touched  by  the  charms  of  La  Meronville , or  the  least  desirous  of 
supplanting  Lord  Borodaile  in  her  favour. 

The  duke  re-appeared,  and  announced  the  carriage.  As, 
with  la  Meronville  leaning  on  his  arm,  Clarence  hurried  out,  he 
accidently  looked  up , and  saw  on  the  head  of  the  stairs  Lady 
Westborough  with  her  party  (Lord  Borodaile  among  the  rest)  in 
waiting  for  her  carriage.  For  almost  the  fitst  time  in  his  life, 
Clarence  felt  ashamed  of  himself;  his  cheek  burned  like  lire , and 
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he  involuntarily  let  go  the  fair  band  which  was  leaning  upon  bis 
arm.  However,  the  weaker  our  cause  the  better  face  we  should 
pul  upon  it,  and  Clarence,  recovering  his  presence  of  mind , and 
vainly  hoping  he  had  not  been  perceived , buried  his  face  as  well 
as  he  was  able  in  the  fur  collar  of  his  cloak , and  hurried  on. 

“You  saw  Lord  Borodaile?”  said  the  duke  to  La  Meronville, 
as  he  handed  her  into  her  carriage. 

“Yes,  I accidentally  looked  back  after  we  had  passed  him, 
and  then  I saw  him." 

“Looked  back!”  said  the  duke;  “I  wonder  he  did  not  turn 
you  into  a pillar  of  salt.” 

“Fi  done!”  cried  La  belle  Meronville,  tapping  his  grace 
playfully  on  the  arm,  in  order  to  do  which  she  was  forced  to 
lean  a little  harder  upon  Clarence’s,  which  she  had  not  yet  re- 
linquished— ” Fi  done!  — Francois,  chez  moil” 

“My  carriage  is  just  behind,”  said  the  duke.  You  will  go 
withmetoLaMeronville’s,  of  course.” 

“Really,  my  dear  duke,”  said  Clarence,  “I  wish  I could 
excuse  myself  from  this  party.  I have  another  engagement.” 

“Excuse  yourself!  and  leave  me  to  the  mercy  of  Mademoiselle 
Caumartin , who  has  the  face  of  an  ostrich , and  talks  me  out  of 
breath!  Never,  my  dear  Linden,  never!  Besides^  I want  you  to 
see  how  well  I shall  behave  to  Trevanion.  Here  is  the  carriage. 
Entrez,  mon  cher.” 

And  Clarence,  weakly  perhaps  and  foolishly  (but  he  was 
very  young  and  very  unhappy,  and  so,  longing  for  an  escape 
from  his  own  thoughts) , entered  the  carriage , and  drove  to  the 
supper  party,  in  order  to  prevent  the  duke  of  Haverfield  being 
talked  out  of  breath  by  Mademoiselle  Caumartin , who  had  the 
face  of  an  ostrich. 
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CHAPTER  XLI. 

Tet  truth  is  keenly  longbt  for,  and  the  wind. 

Charg’d  with  rich  words,  pour’d  out  in  thought’s  defence; 
Whether  the  church  inspire  that  eloquence. 

Or  a Platonic  piety,  confined 

To  the  sole  temple  of  the  inward  mind: 

And  one  there  is  who  builds  immortal  lays. 

Though  doomed  to  tread  in  solitary  ways; 

Darkness  before,  and  danger’s  voice  behind! 

Yet  not  alone 

W ordsworth. 

London  — thou  Niobe,  who  sittest  io  stone,  amidst  thy 
stricken  and  fated  children ; nurse  of  the  desolate , that  hidest  in 
thy  bosom  the  shame,  the  sorrows,  the  sins  of  many  sons;  in 
whose  arms  the  fallen  and  the  outcast  shroud  their  distresses,  and 
shelter  from  the  proud  man’s  contumely;  Epitome  and  Focus  of 
the  disparities  and  maddening  contrasts  of  this  wrong  world,  that 
assemblest  together  in  one  great  heap  the  woes , the  joys,  the  ele- 
vations, the  debasements  of  the  various  tribes  of  man ; Mightiest 
of  levellers,  confounding  in  thy  whirlpool  all  ranks,  all  minds, 
the  graven  labours  of  knowledge , the  straws  of  the  maniac,  purple 
and  rags , the  regalities  and  the  loathsomeness  of  earth  — palace 
and  lazar  house  combined!  Grave  of  the  living,  where,  mingled 
and  massed  together,  we  couch,  but  rest  not  — “for  in  that  sleep 
of  life  what  dreams  do  come”  — each  vexed  with  a separate 
vision — “shadows”  which  “grieve  the  heart,”  unreal  in  their 
substance,  but  faithful  in  their  warnings,  flitting  from  the  eye, 
but  graving  nnfleeting  memories  on  the  mind,  which  reproduce 
new  dreams  over  and  over,  until  the  phantasm  ceases,  and  the 
pall  of  a hearier  torpor  falls  upon  the  brain , and  all  is  still,  and 
dark,  and  hushed!  — “From  the  stir  of  thy  great  Babel,”  and 
the  fixed  tinsel  glare  in  which  sits  Pleasure  like  a star,  “which 
shines,  but  warms  not  with  its  powerless  rays,”  we  turn  to  thy 
deeper  and  more  secret  haunts.  “Thy  wilderness  is  all  before 
us  — where  to  choose  our  place  of  rest;  ” and,  to  our  eyes,  thy 
mysteries  are  bared,  and  thy  hidden  recesses  are  pierced  as  with 
a spell. 
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The  clock  of  St.  Paul’s  had  tolled  the  second  hour  of  morning. 
Within  a small  and  humble  apartment  in  the  very  heart  of  the  city, 
there  sat  a writer,  whose  lucubrations,  then  obscure  and  un- 
known, were  destined,  years  afterwards,  to  excite  the  vague 
admiration  of  the  crowd,  and  the  deeper  homage  of  the  wise. 
They  were  of  that  nature  which  is  slow  in  winning  its  way  to  popular 
esteem ; the  result  of  the  hived  and  hoarded  knowledge  of  years  — 
the  produce  of  deep  thought  and  sublime  aspirations,  influencing, 
in  its  bearings,  the  interests  of  the  many,  yet  only  capable  of 
analysis  by  the  judgment  of  the  few.  But  the  stream  broke  forth 
at  last  from  the  cavern  to  the  daylight,  although  the  source 
was  never  traced ; or , to  change  the  image  — albeit  none  knew 
the  hand  which  executed , and  the  head  which  designed  — the 
monument  of  a mighty  intellect  has  been  at  length  dug  up,  as  it 
were,  from  the  envious  earth,  the  brighter  for  its  past  obscurity, 
and  the  more  certain  of  immortality  from  the  temporary  neglect  it 
has  sustained. 

The  room  was,  as  we  before  said,  very  small  and  meanly 
furnished;  yet  were  there  a few  articles  of  costliness  and  luxury 
scattered  about,  which  told  that  the  tastes  of  its  owner  had  not 
been  quite  humbled  to  the  level  of  his  fortunes.  One  side  of  the 
narrow  chamber  was  covered  with  shelves,  which  supported 
books,  in  various  languages;  and  though  chiefly  on  scientific 
subjects,  not  utterly  confined  to  them.  Among  the  doctrines  of 
the  philosopher,  and  the  golden  rules  of  the  moralist,  were  also 
seen  the  pleasant  dreams  of  poets,  the  legends  of  Spencer,  the 
refining  moralities  of  Pope,  the  lofty  errors  of  Lucretius,  and 
the  sublime  relics  of  our  “dead  kings  of  melody."  * And  over 
the  hearth  was  a picture,  taken  in  more  prosperous  days,  of  one, 
who  had  been,  and  was  yet,  to  the  tenant  of  that  abode,  better 
than  fretted  roofs  and  glittering  banquets , the  objects  of  ambition, 
or  even  the  immortality  of  fame.  It  was  the  face  of  one  very  young 
and  beautiful,  and  the  deep,  tender  eyes  looked  down,  as 
with  a watchful  fondness  upon  the  lucubrator  and  his  labours. 
■While  beneath  the  window,  which  was  left  unclosed,  for  it  was 


* Sliakipeare  and  Milton. 
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scarcely  June , were  simple , yet  aot  inelegant  vases , filled  with 
Dowers 

Those  lovely  leaves,  where  we 
May  read  how  soon  things  have 
Their  end,  though  ne’er  so  brave. 

The  writer  was  alone , and  had  just  paused  from  his  employ- 
nicut:  he  was  leaning  his  face  upon  one  hand,  in  a thoughtful 
and  earnest  mood,  and  the  air  which  came  chill,  but  gentle, 
from  the  window,  slightly  stirred  the  locks  from  the  broad  and 
marked  brow,  over  which  they  fell  in  thin  but  graceful  waves. 
Partly  owing  perhaps  to  the  waning  light  of  the  single  lamp,  and 
the  lateness  of  the  hour,  his  cheek  seemed  very  pale,  and  the 
complete,  though  contemplative,  rest  of  the  features  partook 
greatly  of  the  quiet  of  habitual  sadness,  and  a little  of  the  languor 
of  shaken  health;  yet  the  expression , despite  of  the  proud  cast  of 
the  brow  and  profile,  was  rather  benevolent  than  stern  or  dark 
in  its  pensivencss , and  the  lines  spoke  more  of  the  wear  and 
harrow  of  deep  thought,  than  the  inroads  of  ill-regulated  passion. 

There  was  a slight  tap  at  the  door  — the  latch  was  raised , and 
the  original  of  the  picture  I have  described  entered  the  apartment. 

Time  had  not  been  idle  with  her  since  that  portrait  had  been 
taken : the  round  elastic  figure  had  lost  much  of  its  youth  and 
freshness ; the  step,  though  light,  wos  languid,  and  in  the  centre 
of  the  fair,  smooth  cheek,  which  was  a little  sunken,  burned  one 
deep  bright  spot  — fatal  sign  to  those  who  have  watched  the  pro- 
gress of  the  most  deadly  and  deceitful  of  our  national  maladies; 
yet  still  the  form  and  countenance  were  eminently  interesting  and 
lovely;  and,  though  the  bloom  was  gone  for  ever,  the  beauty, 
which  not  even  death  could  wholly  have  despoiled , remained  to 
triumph  over  debility , misfortune,  and  disease. 

She  approached  the  student,  and  laid  her  hand  upon  his 
shoulder  — 

“Dearest!”  said  he,  tenderly  yet  reproachfully,  “yet  up, 
and  the  hour  so  late,  and  yourself  so  weak?  Fie , I must  learn  to 
scold  you.” 

“And  how,”  answered  the  intruder,  “how  could  I sleep  or 

* Herrick. 
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rest  while  yon  are  consuming  your  very  life  in  those  thankless 
labours?” 

“By  which,"  interrupted  the  writer,  with  a faint  smile , “we 
glean  our  scanty  subsistence.” 

“Yes,”  said  the  wife  (for  she  held  that  relation  to  the  student), 
and  the  tears  stood  in  her  eyes,  “I  know  well  that  every  morsel 
of  bread,  every  drop  of  water,  is  wrung  from  your  very  heart's 
blood,  and  I — I am  the  cause  of  all;  but  surely  you  exert  yourself 
too  much,  more  than  can  be  requisite.  These  night  damps,  this 
sickly  and  chilling  air,  heavy  with  the  rank  vapours  of  the  coming 
morning,  are  not  suited  to  thoughts  and  toils  which  are  alone 
sufficient  to  sear  your  mind  and  exhaust  your  strength.  Come , 
my  own  love,  to  bed:  and  yet,  Grst,  come  and  look  upon  our 
child,  how  sound  she  sleeps!  I have  leant  over  her  for  the  last 
hour,  and  tried  to  fancy  it  was  you  whom  I watched,  for  she  has 
learnt  already  your  smile , and  has  it  even  when  she  sleeps.” 

“ She  has  cause  to  smile ,”  said  the  husband , bitterly. 

“She  has,  for  she  is  yours!  and  even  in  poverty  and 
humble  hopes,  that  is  an  inheritance  which  may  well  teach  her 
pride  and  joy.  Come , love , the  air  is  keen , and  the  damp  rises 
to  your  forehead  — ; yet  stay,  till  I have  kissed  it  away.” 

“Mine  own  love,”  said  the  student,  as  he  rose  and  wound  his 
arm  round  the  slender  waist  of  his  wife , “ wrap  your  shawl  closer 
over  your  bosom,  and  let  us  look  for  one  instant  upon  the  night. 
I cannot  sleep  till  1 have  slaked  the  fever  of  my  blood,  the  air  has 
nothing  of  coldness  in  its  breath  to  me.” 

And  they  walked  to  the  window  and  looked  forth.  All  was 
hushed  and  still  in  the  narrow  street ; the  cold  grey  clouds  were 
hurrying  fast  along  the  sky,  and  the  stars,  weak  and  waning  in 
their  light,  gleamed  forth  at  rare  intervals  upon  the  mute  city, 
like  the  expiring  watch-lamps  of  the  dead. 

They  leaned  out , and  spoke  not ; but  w hen  they  looked  above 
upon  the  melancholy  heavens,  they  drew  nearer  to  each  other,  as 
if  it  were  their  natural  instinct  to  do  so,  whenever  the  world  without 
seemed  discouraging  and  sad. 

At  length  the  student  broke  the  silence;  but  his  thoughts, 
which  were  wandering  and  disjointed , were  breathed  less  to  her 
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thnn  vaguely  and  unconsciously  to  bimsclf.  “Morn  breaks  — 
another  and  another!  — day  upon  day!  — while  we  drag  on  our 
load  like  the  blind  beast  which  knows  not  when  the  burthen  shall 
be  cast  off,  and  the  hour  of  rest  be  come.” 

The  woman  pressed  his  hand  to  her  bosom,  but  made' no 
rejoinder  — she  knew  his  mood  — and  the  student  continued. 

“And  so  life  frets  itself  away!  Four  years  have  passed  over 
our  seclusion  — four  years ! a great  segment  in  the  little  circle  of 
our  mortality;  and  of  those  years  what  day  has  pleasure  won  from 
labour,  or  what  night  has  sleep  snatched  wholly  from  the  lamp? 
Weaker  than  the  miser,  the  insatiable  and  restless  mind  traverses 
from  east  to  west ; and  from  the  nooks,  and  corners,  and  crevices 
of  earth  collects , fragment  by  fragment,  grain  by  grain,  atom  by 
atom , the  riches  which  it  gathers  to  its  coffers  — for  what?  — to 
starve  amidst  the  plenty ! The  fantasies  of  the  imagination  bring  a 
ready  and  substantial  return:  not  so  the  treasures  of  thought."^ 
Better  that  I had  renounced  the  soul’s  labour  for  that  of  its  hardier 
frame  — better  that  I had  * sweated  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus ,’  than 
‘ eat  my  heart  with  crosses  and  with  cares ,’  — seeking  truth  and 
wanting  bread  — adding  to  the  indigence  of  poverty  its  humiliation ; 
— wroth  with  the  arrogance  of  those  who  weigh  in  the  shallow 
scales  of  their  meagre  knowledge  the  product  of  lavish  thought,  and 
of  the  hard  hours  for  which  health,  and  sleep,  and  spirit  have 
been  exchanged ; — sharing  the  lot  of  those  who  would  enchant 


* If  the  poet,  tbe  novelift,  the  man  of  lettera  aometimea,  even  in 
the  preaent  day,  complaina  juatly  of  the  neglect  of  liia  contempnrariea, 
how  can  the  philoaopher,  who  outatripa  hia  age,  until  time  growa  up  to 
the  meaaure  of  hia  intellect,  hope  to  he  appreciated,  aince  he  is  not 
even  underatood  t In  literature,  nnleta  it  he  mingled  « ith  moral  nr  po- 
litical reaa\tninga,  there  are,  comparatively  speaking,  few  prejudicea, 
and  still  fewer  hostile  intereats,  to  contend  with  nr  assuage.  Kut  in 
science,  wheiever  the  innovator  treads  he  tramples  upon  a long  che- 
rished opinion;  he  is  girt  round  with  the  sanctity  of  error.  Fond  of  ex- 
citement, we  pant  for  novelty  in  fiction:  interested  in  the  existence  of 
preaent  doctrines,  we  shudder  at  novelty  in  truth.  Happy  is  he  who  is 
only  neglected  — not  persecuted  or  starved!  Happy  he  who,  amidst 
Arcadian  plenty,  ponders  at  his  leisure  upon  the  subleties  of  schnnimrn. 
I.et  him  not  lament,  $i fruttra  tnpit , but  rejoice  that  inter  liter nt 
Hon  eiurit. 
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the  old  serpent  of  evil , which  refuses  the  voice  of  the  charmer  I — 
straggling  against  the  prejudice  and  bigotted  delusion  of  the  ban- 
daged and  fettered  herd  to  whom,  in  our  fond  hopes  and  aspirations, 
we  trusted  to  give  light  and  freedom ; — seeing  the  slavish  judg- 
ments we  would  have  redeemed  from  error  clashing  their  chains 
at  Bs  in  ire ; — made  criminal  by  our  very  benevolence ; — the 
martyrs  whose  zeal  is  rewarded  with  persecution , whose  prophe- 
cies are  crowned  with  contempt ! — Better , oh , better  that  I had 
not  listened  to  the  vanity  of  a heated  brain  — better  that  1 had 
made  my  home  with  the  lark  and  the  wild  bee , among  the  fields 
and  the  quiet  hills , where  life,  if  obscurer,  is  less  debased,  and 
hope,  if  less  eagerly  indulged , is  less  bitterly  disappointed.  The 
frame,  it  is  true,  might  have  been  bowed  to  a harsher  labour,  but 
the  heart  would  at  least  have  had  its  rest  from  anxiety , and  the 
mind  its  relaxation  from  thought.” 

The  wife’s  tears  fell  upon  the  hand  she  clasped.  The  student 
turned,  and  his  heart  smote  him  for  the  selfishness  of  bis  com- 
plaints. He  drew  her  closer  and  closer  to  his  bosom ; and , gazing 
fondly  upon  those  eyes  which  years  of  indigence  and  care  might 
have  robbed  of  their  young  lustre,  but  not  of  their  undying  tender- 
ness, he  kissed  away  her  tears,  and  addressed  her  iii  a voice 
which  never  failed  to  charm  into  forgetfulness  her  grief. 

“ Dearest  and  kindest,”  he  said , “was  I not  to  blame  for  ac- 
cusing those  privations  or  regrets  which  have  only  made  us  love 
each  other  the  more ! Trust  me , mine  own  treasure,  that  it  is  only 
in  the  peevishness  of  an  inconstant  and  fretful  humour,  that  I have 
murmured  against  my  fortune.  For , in  Uie  midst  of  all , I look 
upon  you,  my  angel,  my  comforter,  my  young  dream  of  love, 
which  God , in  his  mercy,  breathed  into  waking  life  — I look  upon 
yon , and  am  blest  and  grateful.  Nor  in  my  juster  moments  do  I 
accuse  even  the  nature  of  these  studies , though  they  bring  us  so 
scanty  a reward.  Have  I not  hours  of  secret  and  overflowing  de- 
light, the  triumphs  of  gratified  research  — flashes  of  sudden  light, 
which  reward  the  darkness  of  thought,  and  light  up  roy  solitude 
as  a revel?  — These  feelings  of  rapture,  which  nought  but  Science 
can  afford,  amply  repay  her  disciples  for  worse  evils  and  severer 
hardships  than  it  has  been  my  destiny  to  endure.  Look  along  the 


Digitized  by  Google 


225 


sky,  how  the  vapours  struggle  with  the  still  yet  feeble  stars:  even 
so  have  the  mists  of  error  been  pierced , though  not  scattered , by 
the  dim  but  boly  lights  of  past  wisdom;  and  now  the  morning  is 
at  hand,  and  in  that  hope  we  journey  on , doubtful,  but  not  ut- 
terly in  darkness.  Nor  is  this  all  my  hope;  there  is  a loftier 
and  more  steady  comfort  than  that  which  mere  philosophy  can 
bestow.  If  the  certainty  of  future  fame  bore  Milton  rejoicing 
through  his  blindness , or  cheered  Galileo  in  his  dungeon , what 
stronger  and  holier  support  shall  not  be  given  to  him  who  has 
loved  mankind  as  his  brothers,  and  devoted  his  labours  to  their 
cause?  — who  has  not  sought,  but  relinquished,  his  own  renown? 
— who  has  braved  the  present  censures  of  men  for  their  future  be- 
nefit, and  trampled  upon  glory  in  the  energy  of  benevolence?  Will 
there  not  be  for  him  something  more  powerful  than  fame  to  com- 
fort his  sufferings  now,  and  to  sustain  his  hopes  beyond  the  grave? 
If  the  wish  of  mere  posthumous  honour  be  a feeling  rather  vain 
than  exalted , the  love  of  our  race  affords  us  a more  rational  and 
noble  desire  of  remembrance.  Come  what  will , that  love , if  it 
animates  our  toils,  and  directs  our  studies , shall,  when  we  are 
dust,  make  our  relics  of  value,  our  efforts  of  avail,  and  consecrate 
the  desire  of  fame,  which  were  else  a passion  selfish  and  impure, 
by  connecting  it  with  the  welfare  of  ages , and  the  eternal  interests 
of  the  world  and  its  Creator ! Come , we  will  to  bed.” 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

A man  may  lie  formed  by  nature  for  an  admirable  citizen,  and 
yet,  from  the  pureat  motivea,  be  a dangerous  one  to  the  State  in 
which  the  accident  of  birth  haa  placed  him. 

Stephen  Montague. 

The  night  again  closed,  and  the  student  once  more  resumed 
his  labours.  The  spirit  of  his  hope  and  comforter  of  his  toils  sat 
by  him , ever  and  anon  lifting  her  fond  eyes  from  her  work  to  gaze 
upon  his  countenance,  to  sigh,  and  to  return  sadly  and  quietly  to 
her  employment. 

A heavy  step  ascended  the  stairs,  the  door  opened,  and  the 
tall  Qgure  of  Wolfe,  the  republican , presented  itself.  The  female 
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rose , pushed  a chair  towards  him  with  a smile  and  grace  suited  to 
better  fortunes , and  retiring  from  the  table,  reseated  herself  silent 
and  apart. 

“ It  is  a fine  night said  the  student,  when  the  mutual  greet- 
ings were  over.  “ Whence  come  you?” 

“ From  contemplating  human  misery  and  worse  than  human 
degradation,”  replied  Wolfe,  slowly  seating  himself. 

“Those  words  specify  no  place  — they  apply  universally,” 
said  the  student,  with  a sigh. 

“Ay,  Glendower,  for  misgovernment  is  universal,”  rejoined 
Wolfe. 

Glendower  made  no  answer. 

“Oh!”  said  Wolfe,  in  the  low,  suppressed  tone  of  intense 
passion  which  was  customary  to  him,  “it  maddens  me  to  look 
upon  the  willingness  with  which  men  hug  their  trappings  of  sla- 
very, — bears,  proud  of  the  rags  which  deck,  and  the  monkeys 
which  ride  them.  But  it  frets  me  yet  more  when  some  lordling 
sweeps  along,  lifting  his  dull  eyes  above  the  fools  whose  only 
crime  and  debasement  arc  — what?  — their  subjection  to  him! 
Such  an  one  I encountered  a few  nights  since ; and  he  will  remem- 
ber the  meeting  longer  than  I shall.  I taught  that  ‘god  to 
tremble.’” 

The  female  rose,  glanced  towards  her  husband,  and  silently 
withdrew. 

Wolfe  paused  for  a few  moments,  looked  curiously  and  pry- 
ingly round,  and  then  rising,  went  forth  into  the  passage  to  see 
that  no  loiterer  or  listener  was  near  — returned,  and,  drawing 
bis  chair  close  to  Glendower,  fixed  his  dark  eye  upon  him,  and 
said  — 

“Yon  are  poor,  and  your  spirit  rises  against  your  lot;  yon 
are  just,  and  your  heart  swells  against  the  general  oppression  you 
behold;  can  you  not  dare  to  remedy  your  ills,  and  those  of  man- 
kind?” 

“I  can  dare,”  said  Glendower,  calmly,  though  haughtily, 
“all  things  but  crime.” 

“And  which  is  crime?  the  rising  against,  or  the  submission 
to,  evil  governcmcnt?  Which  is  crime , I ask  you?” 
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“That  which  is  the  most  imprudent,”  answered  Glendower. 
* ‘ We  may  sport  in  ordinary  cases  with  our  own  safeties , but  only 
in  rare  cases  with  the  safety  of  others.  ” 

Wolfe  rose,  and  paced  the  narrow  room  impatiently  to  and  fro. 
He  paused  by  the  window , and  threw  it  open.  “Come  here he 
cried,  — “come,  and  look  out.  ” 

Glendower  did  so  — all  was  still  and  quiet. 

“ Why  did  you  call  me? ” said  he ; “I  see  nothing. ” 
“Nothing!”  exclaimed  Wolfe;  “look  again  — look  on  yon 
sordid  and  squalid  huts  — look  at  yon  court,  that  from  this 
wretched  street  leads  to  abodes  to  which  these  are  as  palaces : 
look  at  yon  victims  of  vice  and  famine  plying  beneath  the  mid- 
night skies  their  filthy  and  infections  trade.  Wherever  you 
turn  your  eyes,  what  see  you?  Misery,  loathsomeness,  sin! 
Arc  you  a man,  and  call  you  these  nothing!  And  now  lean 
forth  still  more  — see  afar  off,  by  yonder  lamp,  the  mansion  of 
ill-gotten  and  griping  wealth.  He  who  owns  those  buildings,  what 
did  he  that  he  should  riot  while  we  starve?  He  wrung  from  the 
negro’s  tears  and  bloody  sweat  the  luxuries  of  a pampered  and  vi- 
tiated taste : he  pandered  to  the  excesses  of  the  rich ; he  heaped 
their  tables  with  the  product  of  a nation’s  groans.  Lo ! — his  re- 
ward ! He  is  rich  — prosperous  — honoured ! He  sits  in  the  le- 
gislative assembly ; be  declaims  against  immorality;  he  contends 
for  the  safety  of  property , and  the  equilibrium  of  ranks.  Trans- 
port yourself  from  this  spot  for  an  instant  — imagine  that  you 
survey  the  gorgeous  homes  of  aristocracy  and  power  — the  palaces 
of  the  west.  What  see  you  there?  — the  few  sucking,  draining, 
exhausting  the  blood,  the  treasure,  the  very  existence  of  the  many. 
Are  we,  who  are  of  the  many,  wise  to  suffer  it?” 

“Are  we  of  the  many?  ” said  Glendower. 

“We  could  be,”  said  Wolfe,  hastily. 

“I  doubt  it,”  replied  Glendower. 

“Listen,”  said  the  republican,  laying  his  hand  upon  Glen- 
dower’s  shoulder,  “listen  to  me.  There  arc  in  this  country  men 
whose  spirits  not  years  of  delayed  hope , wearisome  persecution, 
and , bitterer  than  all , misrepresentation  from  some , and  con- 
tempt from  others,  have  yet  quelled  and  tamed.  We  watch  our 

15* 


Digitized  by  Guogle 


2?8 


opportunity ; the  growing  distress  of  the  country , the  increasing 
severity  and  misrule  of  the  administration,  will  soon  afford  it  us. 
Your  talents,  your  benevolence,  render  you  worthy  to  join  os. 
Do  so,  and — ” 

“Hush!”  interrupted  the  student;  “you  know  not  what  you 
say : you  weigh  not  the  foliy , the  madness  of  your  design ! I am  a 
man  more  fallen,  more  sunken,  more  disappointed,  than  yon. 
I , too , have  had  at  my  heart  the  burning  and  lonely  hope  which, 
through  years  of  misfortune  and  want,  has  comforted  me  with  the 
thought  of  serving  and  enligthening  mankind  — I,  too,  have  de- 
voted to  the  fulfilment  of  that  hope,  days  and  nights,  in  which 
the  brain  grew  dizzy , and  the  heart  heavy  and  clogged  with  the  in- 
tensity of  my  pursuits.  Were  the  dungeon  and  the  scaffold  my 
reward , Heaven  knows  that  I would  not  flinch  eye  or  hand , or 
abate  a jot  of  heart  and  hope  in  the  thankless  prosecution  of  my 
toils.  Know  me , then , as  one  of  fortunes  more  desperate  than 
your  own ; of  an  ambition  more  unquenchable ; of  a philanthropy 
no  less  ardent;  and,  I will  add,  ofa  courage  no  less  firm;  and 
behold  the  utter  hopelessness  of  your  projects  with  others , when 
to  me  they  only  appear  the  visions  of  an  enthusiast.” 

Wolfe  sunk  down  in  the  chair. 

“Is  it  even  so?”  said  he,  slowly  and  musingly.  “Are  my 
hopes  but  delusions?  — Has  my  life  been  but  one  idle,  though 
convulsive,  dream?  — Is  the  goddess  of  our  religion  banished 
from  this  great  and  populous  earth,  to  the  seared  and  barren 
hearts  of  a few  solitary  worshippers,  whom  all  else  despise  as 
madmen , or  persecute  as  idolaters?  — And  if  so , shall  we  adore 
her  the  less?  — No ! though  we  perish  in  her  cause,  it  is  around 
her  altar  that  our  corpses  shall  be  found ! ” 

“My  friend,”  said  Glendower,  kindly,  for  he  was  touched 
by  the  sincerity,  though  opposed  to  the  opinions,  of  the  rebubli- 
can,  “the  night  is  yet  early:  we  will  trim  the  lamp , and  sit  down 
to  discuss  our  several  doctrines  calmly,  and  in  the  spirit  of  truth 
and  investigation.” 

“Away!”  cried  Wolfe,  rising  and  slouching  his  hat  over  his 
bent  and  lowering  brows ; “ away ! I will  not  listen  to  you  — I 
dread  your  reasonings  — I would  not  have  a particle  of  my  faith 
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shaken.  If  I err,  I have  erred  from  my  birth:  erred  with  lirulus 
and  Tell , Hampden  and  Milton,  and  all  whom  the  thousand  tribes 
and  parties  of  earth  consecrate  with  their  common  gratitude  and 
eternal  reverence.  In  that  error  I will  die!  If  our  party  can 
struggle  not  with  hosts,  there  may  yet  arise  some  minister  with 
the  ambition  of  Cssar , if  not  bis  genius  — of  whom  a single  dag- 
ger can  rid  the  earth ! ” 

“ And  if  not?”  said  Gleudowcr. 

“I  have  the  same  dagger  for  myself!”  replied  Wolfe,  as  he 
dosed  the  door. 


CHAPTER  XLlIl. 

Bolingbroke  liai  laid  that  “Mau  is  Lii  own  sharper  and  his  own 
biibhlei”  and  certainly  he  who  is  arutesc  in  duping  others  is  ever 
the  most  ingenious  in  outwitting  himself.  The  criminal  is  always 
a sophist;  and  finds  in  his  own  reason  a special  pleader  to  twist 
laws  human  and  divine  into  a sanction  of  his  crime.  The  rogue  is 
so  much  in  the  habit  of  cheating,  that  he  packs  the  cards  even 
when  playing  at  Patience  with  himself. 

Stephen  Montague. 

The  only  two  acquaintances  in  this  populous  city  whom  Glen- 
dower  possessed,  who  were  aware  that  in  a former  time  he  had 
known  a better  fortune , were  Wolfe,  and  a person  of  far  higher 
worldly  estimation,  of  the  name  of  Crauford.  W'ith  the  former 
the  student  had  become  acquainted  by  the  favour  of  chance,  which 
had  for  a short  time  made  them  lodgers  in  the  same  house.  Of  the 
particulars  of  Glendower’s  earliest  history,  Wolfe  was  utterly 
ignorant;  but  the  addresses  upon  some  old  letters,  which  be  had 
accidentally  seen,  had  informed  him  that  Glendower  bad  formerly 
borne  another  name ; and  it  was  easy  to  glean  from  the  student’s 
conversation  that  something  of  greater  distinction  and  prosperity 
than  be  now  enjoyed  was  coupled  with  the  appellation  he  had  re- 
nounced. Proud,  melancholy,  austere  — brooding  upon 
thoughts  whose  very  loftiness  received  somewhat  of  additional 
grandeur  from  the  gloom  which  encircled  it  — Glendower  found, 
in  the  ruined  hopes  and  the  solitary  lot  of  the  republican,  that  con- 
geniality which  neither  Wolfe’s  habits,  nor  the  excess  of  bis  poli- 
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tical  fervour,  might  have  afforded  to  a nature  which  philosophy 
had  rendered  moderate  and  early  circumstances  refined.  Cran- 
ford was  far  better  acquainted  than  Wolfe  with  the  reverses  Glen- 
dower  bad  undergone.  Many  years  ago,  he  had  known,  and  in- 
deed travelled  with,  him  upon  the  continent;  since  then,  they 
had  not  met  till  about  six  months  prior  to  the  time  in  which 
Glendower  is  presented  to  the  reader.  It  was  in  an  obscure  street 
of  the  city,  that  Cranford  had  then  encountered  Glendower,  whose 
haunts  were  so  little  frequented  by  the  higher  orders  of  society  that 
Cranford  was  the  first,  and  the  only  one,  of  his  former  acquain- 
tance , with  whom  for  years  he  bad  been  brought  into  contact. 
That  person  recognised  him  at  once,  accosted  him,  followed  him 
home , and  three  days  afterwards  surprised  him  with  a visit.  Of 
manners  which , in  ^eir  dissimulation , extended  far  beyond  the 
ease  and  breeding  of  the  world,  Crauford  readily  appeared  not  to 
notice  the  altered  circumstances  of  his  old  acquaintance ; and,  by  a 
tone  of  conversation  artfully  respectful,  he  endeavoured  to  remove 
from  Glendower’s  mind  that  soreness  which  his  knowledge  of 
human  nature  told  him  his  visit  was  calculated  to  create. 

There  is  a certain  species  of  pride  which  contradicts  the  ordi- 
nary symptoms  of  the  feeling,  and  appears  most  elevated  when  it 
would  be  reasonable  to  expect  it  should  be  most  depressed.  Of 
this  sort  was  Glendower’s.  When  he  received  the  guest  who  had 
known  him  in  bis  former  prosperity,  some  natural  sentiment  of 
emotion  called,  it  is  true,  to  his  pale  cheek  a momentary  flush, 
as  he  looked  round  his  humble  apartment,  and  the  evident  signs 
of  poverty  it  contained;  but  his  address  was  calm  and  self-pos- 
sessed, and  whatever  mortification  he  might  have  felt,  no  intona- 
tion of  his  voice , no  tell-tale  embarrassment  of  manner,  revealed 
it.  Encouraged  by  this  air,  even  while  he  was  secretly  vexed  by 
it , and  perfectly  unable  to  do  justice  to  the  dignity  of  mind  which 
gave  something  of  majesty,  rather  than  humiliation,  to  misfor- 
tune, Crauford  resolved  to  repeat  his  visit , and  by  intervals,  gra- 
dually lessening,  renewed  it,  till  acquaintance  seemed,  though 
little  tinctured,  at  least  on  Glendower’s  side,  by  friendship, 
to  assume  the  semblance  of  intimacy.  It  was  true,  however, 
that  he  had  something  to  struggle  against  in  GIcndowcr’s  mciuner 
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'which  certoinly  grew  colder  in  proportion  to  the  repetition  of 
the  visits;  and,  at  length,  Glendowcr  said,  with  an  ease  and 
quiet  which  abashed,  for  a moment,  an  effrontery  both  of  mind 
and  manner,  which  was  almost  parallel  — “Believe  me,  Mr. 
Cranford , I feel  fully  sensible  of  your  attentions ; but  as  circum- 
stances at  present  are  such  as  to  render  an  intercourse  between  us 
little  congenial  to  the  habits  and  sentiments  of  either,  you  will 
probably  understand  and  forgive  my  motives  in  wishing  no  longer 
to  receive  civilities  which,  however  I may  feel,  I am  unable  to 
return.” 

Crauford  coloured,  and  hesitated,  before  he  replied:  “For- 
give me  then,”  said  he,  “for  my  fault.  I did  venture  to  hope 
that  no  circumstances  would  break  off  an  acquaintance  to  me  so 
valuable.  Forgive  me  if  I did  imagine  that  an  intercourse  between 
mind  and  mind  could  be  equally  carried  on , whether  the  mere 
body  were  lodged  in  a palace  or  a hovel;”  and  then  suddenly 
changing  his  tone  into  that  of  afTectionate  warmth , Crauford  con- 
tinued: “My  dear  Glendower,  my  dear  friend,  I would  soy,  if 
1 durst,  is  not  your  pride  rather  to  blame  here?  Believe  me,  in 
my  turn,  1 fully  comprehend  and  bow  to  it;  but  it  wounds  me 
beyond  expression.  Were  you  in  your  proper  station,  a station 
much  higher  than  my  own,  I would  come  to  you  at  once,  and 
proffer  my  friendship  — as  it  is , I cannot;  but  your  pride  wrongs 
me,  Glendower  — indeed  it  does.” 

And  Crauford  turned  away,  apparently  in  the  bitterness  of 
wounded  feeling. 

Gendower  was  touched:  and  his  nature,  as  kind  as  it  was 
proud,  immediately  smote  him  for  conduct  certainly  ungracious, 
and  perhaps  ungrateful.  He  held  out  bis  hand  to  Crauford ; wiio 
tlie  most  respectful  warmth,  that  personage  seized  and  pressed  it: 
and  from  that  time  Crauford’s  visits  appeared  to  receive  a license 
which,  if  not  perfectly  welcome,  was  at  least  never  again  questioned. 

“I  shall  have  this  man  now,”  muttered  Crauford,  between  his 
ground  teeth,  as  he  left  the  house , and  took  his  way  to  his  count- 
ing house.  There,  cool,  bland,  fawning,  and  weaving  in  his 
close  and  dark  mind  various  speculations  of  guilt  and  craft,  he  sat 
among  his  bills  and  gold,  like  the  very  gnome  and  personification 
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of  that  Mammon  of  gain  to  which  he  was  the  most  supple , though 
concealed,  adherent. 

Richard  Crauford  was  of  a new,  but  not  unimportant  famUy. 
His  father  had  entered  into  commerce,  and  left  a flourishing  firm, 
and  a name  of  great  respectability  in  his  profession,  to  bis  son. 
That  son  was  a man  whom  many  and  opposite  qualities  rendered  a 
character  of  very  singular  and  uncommon  stamp.  Food  of  the 
toiling  acquisition  of  money,  he  was  equally  attached  to  the  osten- 
tatious pageantries  of  expense.  Profoundly  skilled  in  the  calcula- 
ting business  of  his  profession,  he  was  devoted  equally  to  the  lu- 
xuries of  pleasure;  but  the  pleasure  was  suited  well  to  the  mind 
which  pursued  it.  The  divine  intoxication  of  that  love  where  the 
delicacies  and  purities  of  affection  consecrate  the  humanity  of  pas- 
sion , was  to  him  a thing  that  not  even  his  youngest  imagination 
had  ever  dreamt  of.  The  social  concomitants  of  the  wine  cup 
(which  have  for  the  lenient  an  excuse,  for  the  austere  a tempta- 
tion ) — the  generous  expanding  of  the  heart  — the  increased 
yearning  to  kindly  affection  — the  lavish  spirit  throwing  off  its  ex- 
uberance in  the  thousand  lights  and  emanations  of  wit  — these, 
which  have  rendered  the  molten  grape,  despite  of  its  excesses , not 
unworthy  of  the  praises  of  immortal  hymns , and  taken  harshness 
from  the  judgment  of  those  averse  to  its  enjoyment  — these  never 
presented  an  inducement  to  the  stony  temperament  and  dormant 
heart  of  Richard  Crauford. 

He  looked  upon  the  essences  of  things  internal  as  the  common 
eye  upon  outward  nature,  and  loved  the  many  shapes  of  evil  as  the 
latter  does  the  varieties  of  earth , not  for  their  graces , but  their 
utility.  His  loves,  coarse  and  low,  fed  their  rank  fires  from  an 
unmingled  and  gross  depravity.  His  devotion  to  wine  was  either 
solitary  and  unseen  — for  he  loved  safety  better  than  mirth  — or 
in  company  with  those  whose  station  flattered  his  vanity,  not 
whose  fellowship  ripened  his  crude  and  nipped  affections.  Even 
the  recklessness  of  vice  in  him  had  the  character  of  prudence;  and, 
in  the  most  rapid  and  turbulent  stream  of  bis  excesses , one  might 
detect  the  rocky  and  unmoved  heart  of  the  calculator  at  the  bottom. 

Cool,  sagacious,  profound  in  dissimulation,  and  not  only 
observant  of,  but  deducing  sage  consequences  from,  those  human 
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incoDsisleacies  and  frailties  by  which  it  was  his  aim  to  profit,  he 
cloaked  his  deeper  vices  with  a masterly  hj'pocrisy  — and  for 
those  too  dear  to  forego  and  too  difficult  to  conceal,  he  obtained 
pardon  by  the  intercession  of  virtues  it  cost  him  nothingto  assume. 
Regular  in  his  attendance  at  worship  — professing  rigidness  of 
faith,  beyond  the  tenets  of  the  orthodox  church  — subscribing  to 
the  public  charities , where  the  common  eye  knoweth  what  the  pri- 
vate hand  giveth  — methodically  constant  to  the  forms  of  business 
— primitively  scrupulous  in  the  proprieties  of  speech  — hospi- 
table, at  least  to  bis  superiors  — and,  being  naturally  smooth, 
both  of  temper  and  address,  popular  with  his  inferiors  — it  was 
no  marvel  that  one  part  of  the  world  forgave , to  a man  rich  and 
young,  the  irregularities  of  dissipation  — that  another  forgot  real 
immorality  in  favour  of  affected  religion  — or  that  the  remainder 
allowed  the  most  unexceptionable  excellence  ef  words  to  atone  for 
the  unobtrusive  errors  of  a conduct  which  prejudiced  not  them. 

“It  is  true,”  said  his  friends,  “that  he  loves  women  too 
jnueb ; but  he  is  young  — he  will  marry  and  amend.” 

Mr.  Crauford  did  marry  — and,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  for 
love  — at  least  for  that  brute-like  love , of  which  alone  he  was  ca- 
pable. After  a few  years  of  ill-usage  on  his  side , and  endurance 
of  his  wife’s,  they  parted.  Disgusted  with  her  person,  and  pro- 
fiting by  her  gentleness  of  temper,  he  sent  her  to  an  obscure  cor- 
ner of  the  country,  to  starve  upon  the  miserable  pittance  which  was 
all  he  allowed  her  from  his  superfluities.  Even  then  — such  is  the 
effect  of  the  showy  proprieties  of  form  and  word  — Mr.  Crauford 
sank  not  in  the  estimation  of  the  world. 

“It  was  easy  to  see,”  said  the  spectators  of  his  domestic 
drama,  “that  a man  in  temper  so  mild  — in  his  business  so  ho- 
nourable — so  civil  of  speech  — so  attentive  to  the  stocks  and  the 
sermon  — could  not  have  been  the  party  to  blame.  One  never 
knew  the  rights  of  matrimonial  disagreements,  nor  could  suffi- 
ciently estimate  the  provoking  disparities  of  temper.  Certainly 
Mrs.  Crauford  never  did  look  in  good  humour,  and  had  not  the 
open  countenance  of  her  husband ; and  certainly  the  very  excesses 
of  Mr.  Crauford  betokened  a generous  warmth  of  heart,  which  the 
sullenness  of  his  conjugal  partner  might  easily  chill  and  revolt.” 
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And  thas , unquestioned  and  unblamed,  Mr.  Crauford  walked 
onward  in  his  beaten  way ; and  secretly  laughing  at  the  toleration 
of  the  crowd , continued  at  his  luxurious  villa,  the  orgies  of  a pas- 
sionless, yet  brutal,  sensuality. 

So  far  might  the  character  of  Richard  Crauford  find  parallels  in 
hypocrisy  and  its  success.  Dive  we  now  deeper  into  his  soul. 
Possessed  of  talents  which,  though  of  a secondary  rank,  were  in 
that  rank  consummate,  Mr.  Crauford  could  not  be  a villain  by  in- 
tuition, or  the  irregular  bias  of  his  nature:  he  was  a villain 
upon  a grander  scale:  he  was  a villain  upon  system.  Having 
little  learning  and  less  knowledge,  out  of  his  profession,  his 
reflection  expended  itself  upon  apparently  obvious  deductions 
from  the  great  and  mysterious  book  of  life.  He  saw  vice 
prosperous  in  externals,  and  from  this  sight  his  conclusion  was 
drawn.  “Vice,”  said  he,  “is  not  an  obstacle  to  success;  and 
if  so,  it  is  at  least  a pleasanter  road  to  it  than  your  narrow  and 
thorny  ways  of  virtue.”  But  there  are  certain  vices  which  require 
the  mask  of  virtue,  and  Crauford  thought  it  easier  to  wear  the 
mask  than  to  school  his  soul  to  the  reality.  So  to  the  villain  he 
added  the  hypocrite.  He  found  the  success  equalled  his  hopes, 
for  he  had  both  craft  and  genius : nor  was  he , naturally,  without 
the  minor  amiabilities,  which,  to  the  ignorance  of  the  herd , seem 
more  valuable  than  coin  of  a more  important  amount.  Blinded  as 
we  are  by  prejudice,  we  not  only  mistake  but  prefer  decencies 
to  moralities;  and,  like  the  inhabitants  of  Cos,  when  offered  the 
choice  of  two  statues  of  the  same  goddess , we  choose , not  that 
which  is  the  most  beautiful , but  that  which  is  the  most  dressed. 

Accustomed  easily  to  dupe  mankind,  Crauford  soon  grew  to 
despise  them;  and  from  justifying  roguery  by  his  own  interest,  he 
now  justifled  it  by  the  folly  of  others ; and , as  no  wretch  is  so  un- 
redeemed as  to  be  without  excuse  to  himself,  Crauford  actually 
persuaded  his  reason  that  he  was  vicious  upon  principle,  and  a 
rascal  on  a system  of  morality.  But  why  the  desire  of  this  man, 
so  consummately  worldly  and  heartless , for  an  intimacy  with  the 
impoverished  and  powerless  student?  This  question  is  easily  an- 
swered. In  the  first  place,  during  Cranford's  acquaintance  with 
Glcndower  abroad , the  latter  had  often , though  innocently,  galled 
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the  vanity  and  self-pride  of  the  roturier  affecting  the  aristocrat, 
and  in  poverty  the  roturier  was  anxious  to  retaliate.  But  this 
desire  would  probably  have  passed  away  after  be  had  satisGcd  his 
curiosity,  or  gloated  his  spite,  by  one  or  two  insights  into  Glen- 
dower’s  home  — for Crauford,  though  at  times  a malicious,  was 
not  a vindictive,  man  — had  it  not  been  for  a much  more  powerful 
object  which  afterwards  occurred  to  him.  In  an  extensive  scheme 
of  fraud,  which  for  many  years  this  man  had  carried  on,  and 
which  for  secrecy  and  boldness  was  almost  unequalled , it  bad  of 
late  become  necessary  to  his  safety  to  have  a partner,  or  rather 
tool.  A man  of  education,  talent,  and  courage,  was  indispen- 
sable , and  Crauford  had  resolved  that  Glendower  should  be  that 
man.  With  the  supreme  confidence  in  his  ovtii  powers  which  long 
success  had  given  him  — with  a sovereign  contempt  for,  or  rather 
disbelief  in,  human  integriliy  — and  with  a thorough  conviction 
that  the  bribe  to  him  was  the  bribe  with  all,  and  that  none  could  on 
any  account  be  poor  if  they  had  the  offer  to  be  rich,  Crauford  did 
not  bestow  a moment’s  consideration  upon  the  difficulty  of  his 
task , or  conceive  that  in  the  nature  and  mind  of  Glendower  there 
could  exist  any  obstacle  to  his  design. 

Men  addicted  to  calculation  are  accustomed  to  suppose  those 
employed  in  the  same  mental  pursuit  arrive,  or  ought  to  arrive,  at 
the  same  final  conclusion.  Now , looking  upon  Glendower  as  a 
philosopher,  Crauford  looked  upon  him  as  a man  who,  however 
he  might  conceal  bis  real  opinions , secretly  laughed , like  Cran- 
ford’s self,  not  only  at  the  established  customs,  but  at  the  estab- 
lished moralities  of  the  world.  lU  acquainted  with  books , the 
worthy  Richard  was,  like  all  men  similarly  situated,  somewhat 
infected  by  the  very  prejudices  he  affected  to  despise;  and  the  vul- 
gar ill-opinion  of  the  hearts  of  those  who  cultivate  the  head  he  in  no 
small  degree  shared.  Glendower  himself  had  confirmed  this  opi- 
nion by  lauding,  though  he  did  not  entirely  subscribe  to , those 
moralists  who  have  made  an  enlightened  self-interest  the  proper 
measure  of  all  human  conduct ; and  Crauford , utterly  unable  to 
comprehend  this  system  in  its  grand , naturally  interpreted  it  in  a 
partial,  sense.  Espousing  self-interest  as  his  own  code,  be 
deemed  that  in  reality  Glendower’s  principles  did  not  differ  greatly 
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from  bis;  and  as  there  is  no  pleasure  to  a hypocrite  like  that  of 
finding  a fit  opportunity  to  unburtben  some  of  bis  real  sentiments, 
Crauford  was  occasionally  wont  to  bold  some  conference  and  argu- 
ment with  the  student,  in  which  his  opinions  were  not  utterly 
cloaked  in  their  usual  disguise ; but , cautious  even  in  his  can- 
dour, he  always  forbore  stating  such  opinions  as  his  own:  he 
merely  mentioned  them  as  those  which  a man , beholding  the  vil- 
lainies and  follies  of  his  kind,  might  be  tempted  to  form;  and 
thus  Glendower,  though  not  greatly  esteeming  bis  acquaintance, 
looked  upon  him  as  one  ignorant  in  his  opinions  but  not  likely  to 
err  in  his  conduct. 

These  conversations  did , however,  it  is  true,  increase  Crau- 
ford’s  estimate  of  Glendower’s  integrity,  but  they  by  no  means 
diminished  his  confidence  of  subduing  it.  Honour , a deep  and 
pure  sense  of  the  divinity  of  good,  the  steady  desire  of  rectitude, 
and  the  supporting  aid  of  a sincere  religion  — these  he  did  not 
deny  to  his  intended  tool;  he  rather  rejoiced  that  he  possessed 
them.  With  the  profound  arrogance,  the  sense  of  immeasurable 
superiority  which  men  of  no  principle  invariably  feel  for  those  who 
have  it , Crauford  said  to  himself,  “Those  very  virtues  will  be  my 
best  dupes  — they  cannot  resist  the  temptations  I shall  offer,  but 
they  can  resist  any  offer  to  betray  me  afterwards , for  no  man  can 
resist  hunger;  but  your  fine  feelings,  your  nice  honour,  your  pre- 
cise religion  — he ! he ! be ! — these  can  teach  a man  very  well 
to  resist  a common  inducement;  they  cannot  make  him  submit  to 
be  his  own  executioner;  but  they  can  prevent  his  turning  king’s 
evidence,  and  being  executioner  to  another.  No,  no  — it  is  not 
to  your  common  rogues  that  I may  dare  trust  my  secret  — my 
secret,  which  is  my  life ! It  is  precisely  of  such  a fine,  Athenian, 
moral  rogue  as  I shall  make  my  proud  friend , that  I am  in  want. 
But  he  has  some  silly  scruples ; we  must  beat  them  away  — we 
must  not  be  too  rash;  and,  above  all,  we  must  leave  the  best 
argument  to  poverty.  Want  is  your  finest  orator;  — a starving 
wife  — a famished  brat  — he ! he ! — these  are  your  true  tempters 
— your  true  fathers  of  crime , and  fillers  of  gaols  and  gibbets.  Let 
me  see:  he  has  no  money  1 know,  but  what  he  gets  from  that 
bookseller.  What  bookseller,  by-tbe-by?  Ah,  rare  thought? 
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I 'II  find  out , and  cut  off  that  supply.  My  lady  wife’s  cheek  will 
look  somewhat  thinner  next  month , I fancy  — he ! he ! But ’t  is 
a pity,  for  she  is  a glorious  creature!  Who  knows  but  I may 
serve  two  purposes?  However,  one  at  present;  business  first, 
and  pleasure  afterwards  — and  faith,  the  business  is  damnably 
like  that  of  life  and  death.” 

Muttering  such  thoughts  as  these,  Crauford  took  his  way  one 
evening  to  Glendower’s  bouse. 

CHAPTER  XLIV. 

Jago,  — Virtne;  a fig!  — 't  ia  in  onrielvei  that  we  are  thus  and 

Othello. 

“So  — SO,  my  little  one,  don’t  let  me  disturb  you.  Madam, 
dare  I venture  to  hope  your  acceptance  of  this  fruit?  I chose  it 
myself,  and  I am  somewhat  of  a judge.  Oh!  Glendower,  here 
is  the  pamphlet  you  wished  to  see.” 

With  this  salutation , Crauford  drew  his  chair  to  the  table  by 
which  Glendower  sate , and  entered  into  conversation  with  his 
purposed  victim.  A comely  and  a pleasing  countenance  had 
Richard  Crauford!  the  lonely  light  of  the  room  fell  upon  a face 
which , though  forty  years  of  guile  had  gone  over  it , was  as  fair 
and  unwrinklcd  as  a boy’s.  Small , well  cut  features  — a bloom- 
ing complexion  — eyes  of  the  lightest  blue  — a forehead  high, 
though  narrow,  and  a mouth  from  which  the  smile  was  never 
absent : these,  joined  to  a manner  at  once  soft  and  confident,  and 
an  elegant,  though  unaffected,  study  of  dress,  gave  to  Crauford 
a personal  appearance  well  suited  to  aid  the  effect  of  his  hypocri- 
tical and  dissembling  mind. 

“Well,  my  friend,”  said  he,  “ always  at  your  books  — eh! 
Ah ! it  is  a happy  taste ; would  that  I had  cultivated  it  more ; but 
we  who  are  condemned  to  business  have  little  leisure  to  follow  our 
own  inclinations.  It  is  only  on  Sundays  that  I have  time  to  read 
and  then,  (to  say  truth  I am  an  old-fashioned  man,  whom  the 
gayer  part  of  the  world  laughs  at)  and  then  I am  too  occupied  with 
the  Book  of  Books  to  think  of  any  less  important  study.” 

Not  deeming  that  a peculiar  reply  was  required  to  this  pious 
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speech,  Glendower  did  doI  take  that  advantage  of  Craaford’s 
pause  which  it  was  evidenliy  intended  that  be  sbonld.  With  a 
glance  towards  the  student’s  wife,  onr  mercantile  friend  con- 
tinued : “ 1 did  once  — once,  in  my  young  dreams , intend  — that 
whenever  I married  I would  relinquish  a profession  for  which, 
after  all , I am  but  little  calculated.  I pictured  to  myself  a country 
retreat,  well  stored  with  books;  and  having  concentrated  in  one 
home  ail  the  attractions  which  could  have  tempted  my  thoughts 
abroad , I bad  designed  to  surrender  myself  solely  to  those  studies 
which,  I lament  to  say,  were  but  ill  attended  to  in  my  earlier  edu- 
cation. But  — but,”  — (here  Mr.  Crauford  sighed  deeply,  and 
averted  his  face)  — “fate  willed  it  otherwise!” 

Whatever  reply  of  sympathetic  admiration  or  condolence  Glen- 
dower might  have  made,  was  interrupted  by  one  of  those  sudden 
and  overpowering  attacks  of  faintness  which  bad  of  late  seized  the 
delicate  and  declining  health  of  his  wife.  He  rose , and  leant  over 
her  with  a fondness  and  alarm  which  curled  the  lip  of  his  visitor. 

“Thus  it  is,”  said  Cranford  to  himself,  “with  weak  minds, 
under  the  influence  of  habit.  The  love  of  lust  becomes  the  love  of 
custom , and  the  last  is  as  strong  as  the  first.” 

When  she  had  recovered,  she  rose,  and  (with  her  child)  re- 
tired to  rest,  the  only  restorative  she  ever  found  effectual  for  her 
complaint.  Glendower  went  with  her,  and , after  having  seen  her 
eyes,  which  swam  with  tears  of  gratitude  at  his  love,  close  in  the 
seeming  slumber  she  affected  in  order  to  release  him  from  bis 
watch , he  returned  to  Crauford.  He  found  that  gentleman  leaning 
against  the  chimney-piece  with  folded  arras,  and  apparently  im- 
mersed in  thought.  A very  good  opportunity  had  Glendower’s  ab- 
sence afforded  to  a man  whose  boast  it  was  never  to  lose  one. 
Looking  over  the  papers  on  the  table , be  had  seen  and  possessed 
himself  of  the  address  of  the  bookseller  the  student  dealt  with. 
“So  much  for  business  — now  for  philanthropy,”  said  Mr.  Cran- 
ford, in  his  favourite  antithetical  phrase,  throwing  himself  in  his 
attitude  against  the  chimney-piece. 

As  Glendower  entered , Crauford  started  from  his  reverie , and, 
with  a melancholy  air  and  pensive  voice , said  — 

“Alas,  my  friend,  when  I look  upon  this  humble  apartment. 
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tlie  weak  health  of  your  unequalled  wife  — your  obscurity  — your 
misfortunes;  when  1 look  upon  these,  and  contrast  them  with 
your  mind,  your  talents,  all  that  yon  were  born  and  fitted  for, 
1 cannot  but  feel  tempted  to  beUeve  with  those  who  imagine  the 
pursuit  of  virtue  a chimera , and  who  justify  their  own  worldly  po- 
licy by  the  example  of  all  their  kind.” 

“Virtue,”  said  Glendower,  “ would  indeed  be  a chimera , did 
it  require  support  from  those  whom  you  have  cited.” 

“True  — most  true,”  answered  Crauford  somewhat  discon- 
certed in  reality,  though  not  in  appearance;  “and  yet,  strange  as 
it  may  seem , I have  known  some  of  those  persons  very  good , ad- 
mirably good  men.  They  were  extremely  moral  and  religious; 
they  only  played  the  great  game  for  worldly  advantages  upon  the 
same  terms  as  the  other  players ; nay,  they  never  made  a move  in  it 
without  most  fervently  and  sincerely  praying  for  divine  assistance.” 
“I  readily  believe  you,”  said  Glendower,  who  always,  if  pos- 
sible, avoided  a controversy  — “the  easiest  person  to  deceive  is 
one’s  own  self.” 

“Admirably  said,”  answered  Crauford,  who  thought  it , never- 
theless, one  of  the  most  foolish  observations  be  had  ever  heard; 
“admirably  said!  — and  yet  my  heart  does  grieve  bitterly  for  the 
trials  and  distresses  it  surveys.  One  must  make  excuses  for  poor 
human  frailty;  and  one  is  oAen  placed  in  such  circumstances  as  to 
render  it  scarcely  possible,  without  the  grace  of  God”  — (here 
Crauford  lifted  op  bis  eyes)  — “ not  to  be  urged , as  it  were , into 
the  reasonings  and  actions  of  the  world.” 

Not  exactly  comprehending  this  observation,  and  not  very 
closely  attending  to  it,  Glendower  merely  bowed,  as  in  assent, 
and  Crauford  continued. 

“I  remember  a remarkable  instance  of  this  truth.  One  of  my 
partner’s  clerks  had , through  misfortune  or  imprudence , fallen 
into  the  greatest  distress.  His  wife , his  children  — (he  had  a nu- 
merous family)  — were  on  the  literal  and  absolute  verge  of  starva- 
tion. Another  clerk,  taking  advantage  of  these  circumstances, 
communicated  to  the  distressed  man  a plan  for  defrauding  his  em- 
ployer. The  poor  fellow  yielded  to  the  temptation,  and  was  at  last 
discovered.  I spoke  to  him  myself,  for  I was  interested  in  bis 
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fate,  and  had  always  esteemed  him.  — ‘What,’ said  I,  ‘wasyour 
motive  for  this  fraud?’  — ‘My  duty!’  answered  the  man  fer- 
vently ; ‘ My  duty ! Was  I to  suffer  my  wife,  my  children  to  starve 
before  my  face,  when  I could  save  them  at  a little  personal 
risk?  No  — my  duty  forbade  it!’  — and  in  truth,  Glendower, 
there  was  something  very  plausible  in  this  manner  of  putting  the 
question.” 

“You  might,  in  answering  it,”  said  Glendower,  “have  put 
the  point  in  a manner  equally  plausible , and  more  true : was  be  to 
commit  a great  crime  against  the  millions  connected  by  social 
order,  for  the  sake  of  serving  a single  family  — and  that  his 
own?” 

“Quite  right,”  answered  Crauford:  “that was  just  the  point 
of  view  in  which  I did  put  it : but  the  man , who  was  something  of 
a reasoner,  replied,  ‘Public  law  is  instituted  for  public  happiness. 
Now  if  m i n e and  my  children’s  happiness  is  infinitely  and  immea- 
surably more  served  by  this  comparatively  petty  fraud  than  my  em- 
ployer’s is  advanced  by  my  abstaining  from,  or  injured  by  my  com- 
mitting, it,  why,  the  origin  of  law  itself  allows  me  to  do  it,’  What 
say  you  to  that,  Glendower?  It  is  something  in  your  own  Utili- 
tarian, or  as  you  term  it.  Epicurean*  principle;  is  it  not?”  and 
Crauford , shading  his  eyes , as  if  from  the  light , watched  narrowly 
Glendower’s  countenance , while  he  concealed  his  own. 

“Poor  fool!”  said  Glendower : “the  man  was  ignorant  of  the 
first  lesson  in  bis  moral  primer.  Did  he  not  know  that  no  rule  is  to 
be  applied  to  a peculiar  instance , but  extended  to  its  most  general 
bearings?  Is  it  necessary  even  to  observe  that  the  particular  con- 
sequence of  fraud  in  this  man  might,  it  is  true,  be  but  the  ridding 
his  employer  of  superfluities,  scarcely  missed,  for  the  relief  of 
most  urgent  want  in  two  or  three  individuals ; but  the  general  con- 
sequences of  fraud  and  treachery  would  be  the  disorganization  of 
all  society ! Do  not  think , therefore , that  this  man  was  a disciple 
of  my,  or  of  any,  system  of  morality.” 

* See  the  article  on  Mr.  Moore’a  Epienrean  in  the  Weatminiter 
Review.  Thnngh  the  atrictures  on  that  work  are  harsh  and  nnjixt,  yet 
the  part  relating  to  the  real  philosophy  of  Epicurns  is  one  of  the  most 
masterly  things  in  criticism. 


Digitized  by  Google 


241 


“It  is  very  just,  very,”  saidMr.  Crauford,  with  abeuevolent 
sigh;  “but  you  will  own  that  want  seldom  allows  great  nicety  in 
moral  distinctions,  and  that,  when  those  whom  you  love  most  in 
the  world  are  starving,  you  may  be  pitied,  if  not  forgiven,  for  losing 
sight  of  the  after  laws  of  Nature , and  recurring  to  her  first  ordi- 
nance, self-preservation.” 

“We  should  be  harsh,  indeed,”  answered  Glendower,  “if  we 
did  not  pity;  or,  even  while  the  law  condemned , if  the  individual 
did  not  forgive.” 

“So  I said,  so  I said,”  cried  Crauford;  “and  in  interceding 
for  the  poor  fellow,  whose  pardon  I am  happy  to  say  I procured, 
I could  not  help  declaring,  that  if  I were  placed  in  the  same  cir- 
cumstances , I am  not  sure  that  my  crime  would  not  have  been  the 
same.” 

“No  man  could  feel  sure!”  said  Glendower,  dejectedly. 

Delighted  and  surprised  with  this  confession,  Crauford  con- 
tinued:— “I  believe  — 1 fear  not;  — thank  God,  our  virtue  can 
never  be  so  tried;  but  even  you,  Glendower,  even  you,  philo- 
sopher, moralist  as  you  arc  — just,  good,  wise,  religious  — even 
you  might  be  tempted,  if  you  saw  your  angel  wife  dying  for  want  of 
the  aid,  the  very  sustenance , necessary  to  existence , and  your  in- 
nocent and  beautiful  daughter  stretch  her  little  hands  to  you,  and 
cry  in  the  accents  of  famine  for  bread.” 

The  student  made  no  reply  for  a few  moments , but  averted  bis 
countenance,  and  then  in  a slow  tone  said,  “Let  us  drop  this  sub- 
ject: none  know  their  strength  till  they  are  tried : self-confidence 
should  accompany  virtue , but  not  precede  it.” 

A momentary  Hash  broke  from  the  usually  calm , cold  eye  of 
Richard  Crauford.  “He  is  mine,”  thought  he:  “the  very  name 
of  want  abases  his  pride : what  will  the  reality  do?  O human  na- 
ture, how  I know  and  mock  thee!  ” 

“You  are  right,”  said  Crauford,  aloud;  “let  us  talk  of  the 
pamphlet.” 

And  after  a short  conversation  upon  indifferent  subjects,  the 
visitor  departed. 

Early  the  next  morning  was  Mr.  Crauford  seen  on  foot,  taking 
his  way  to  the  bookseller,  whose  address  he  had  learnt.  The 
The  Disowned.  Ig 
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bookseller  was  known  as  a man  of  a strongly  evangelical  bias. 
“We  must  insinuate  a lie  or  two,”  said  Crauford,  inly,  “ about 
Glendower’s  principles.  He ! he ! it  will  be  a fine  stroke  of  genius 
to  make  the  upright  tradesman  suffer  Glendower  to  starve , out  of  a 
principle  of  religion.  But  who  would  have  thought  my  prey  had 
been  so  easily  snared?  — why,  if  I had  proposed  the  matter  last 
night , I verily  think  he  would  have  agreed  to  it.” 

Amusing  himself  with  these  thoughts , Crauford  arrived  at  the 
bookseller’s.  There  he  found  Fate  had  saved  him  from  one  crime 
at  least.  The  whole  house  was  in  confusion  — the  bookseller  had 
that  morning  died  of  an  apoplectic  fit. 

“Good  God!  how  shocking!”  said  Crauford  to  the  foreman; 
“but  he  was  a most  worthy  man , and  Providence  could  no  longer 
spare  him.  The  ways  of  Heaven  are  inscrutable!  Oblige  me  with 
three  copies  of  that  precious  tract  termed  the  ‘Divine  Call.’ 
I should  like  to  be  allowed  permission  to  attend  the  funeral  of  so 
excellent  a man.  Good  morning , Sir  — Alas ! alas ! ” and  shaking 
his  head  piteously,  Mr.  Crauford  left  the  shop. 

“ Hurra ! ” said  he , almost  audibly,  when  he  was  once  more  in 
the  street,  “hurrah!  my  victim  is  made,  my  game  is  won — death 
or  the  devil  fights  for  me.  But,  hold  — there  are  other  booksellers 
in  this  monstrous  city!  — ay,  but  not  above  two  or  three  in  our 
philosopher’s  way.  I must  forestall  him  there  — so , so  — that  is 
soon  settled.  Now,  then , 1 must  leave  him , a little  while  undis- 
turbed, to  his  fate.  Perhaps  my  next  visit  may  be  to  him  in  gaol; 
your  debtor’s  side  of  the  Fleet  is  almost  as  good  a pleader  as  an 
empty  stomach  — he!  he!  he!  — but  the  stroke  must  be  made 
soon,  for  time  presses,  and  this  d— d business  spreads  so  fast  that 
if  I don’t  have  a speedy  help , it  will  be  too  much  for  my  hands, 
griping  as  they  are.  However,  If  it  holds  on  a year  longer,  I will 
change  my  seat  in  the  lower  House  for  one  in  the  upper;  twenty 
thousand  pounds  to  the  minister  may  make  a merchant  a very 
pretty  peer.  0 brave  Richard  Crauford , wise  Richard  Crauford, 
fortunate  Richard  Crauford,  noble  Richard  Crauford!  Why,  if 
thou  art  ever  hanged , it  will  be  by  a jury  of  p e e r s.  Gad , the  rope 
would  then  have  a dignity  in  it,  instead  of  disgrace.  But  stay,  here 
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comes  the  Dean  of  — ; not  orthodox , it  is  said  — rigid  Calvinist ! 
— out  with  the  ‘ Divine  Call ! ’ ” 

When  Mr.  Richard  Cranford  repaired  next  to  Glendower,  'what 
was  his  astonishment  and  dismay  at  hearing  be  had  left  his  home, 
none  knew  whither,  nor  coold  give  the  inquirer  the  slightest  clue. 

“How  long  has  he  left?”  said  Cranford  to  the  landlady. 

“Five  days.  Sir." 

“And  will  he  not  return  so  settle  any  little  debts  be  may  have 
incurred?”  said  Cranford. 

“ Oh,  no.  Sir  — he  paid  them  all  before  he  went.  Poor  gentle- 
man — for  though  he  was  poor,  he  was  the  finest  and  most 
thorough  gentleman  I ever  saw!  — my  heart  bled  for  him.  They 
parted  with  all  their  valuables  to  discharge  their  debts : the  books, 
and  instruments,  and  busts  — all  went;  and  what  I saw,  though 
he  spoke  so  indifferently  about  it,  hurt  him  the  most  — be  sold 
even  the  lady’s  picture.  ‘Mrs.  Croftson,’  said  he,  ‘Mr. — , the 
painter,  will  send  for  that  picture  the  day  after  I leave  you.  See 
that  he  has  it , and  that  the  greatest  care  is  taken  of  it  in  delivery.’  ” 

“ And  you  cannot  even  guess  where  he  has  gone  to? ” 

“No,  Sir;  a single  porter  was  sufficient  to  convey  bis  remain- 
ing goods , and  be  took  him  from  some  distant  part  of  the  town.” 

“Ten  thousand  devils!”  muttered  Crauford,  as  be  turned 
away.  “ I should  have  foreseen  this ! He  is  lost  now.  Of  course 
he  will  again  change  his  name ; and  in  the  d — d holes  and  corners 
of  this  gigantic  puzzle  of  bouses,  how  shall  1 ever  find  him  out?  — 
and  time  presses  too ! Well , well , well ! there  is  a fine  prize  for 
being  cleverer,  or,  as  fools  would  say,  more  rascally  than  others; 
but  there  is  a world  of  trouble  in  winning  it.  But  come  — I will  go 
home,  lock  myself  up,  and  get  drunk!  I am  as  melancholy  as  a 
cat  in  love,  and  about  as  stupid:  and,  faith,  one  must  get  spirits 
in  order  to  hit  on  a new  invention.  But  if  there  be  consistency  in 
fortune,  or  success  in  perseverance,  or  wit  in  Richard  Crauford, 
that  mao  shall  yet  be  my  victim  — and  preserver!  ” 


16* 


Digitized  by  Google 


244 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

Revenge  ii  now  the  end 
That  I do  chew.  — I 'll  challenge  him, 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

Wk  return  lo  'the  world  of  fashion,’  as  the  admirers  of  the 
polite  novel  of  — would  say.  The  noon-day  sun  broke  hot  and 
sultry  through  half-closed  curtains  of  roseate  silk,  playing  in 
broken  beams  upon  rare  and  fragrant  exotics,  which  cast  the  per- 
fumes of  southern  summers  over  a chamber,  moderate,  indeed, 
as  to  its  dimensions,  but  decorated  with  a splendour  rather  gaudy 
than  graceful , and  indicating  much  more  a passion  for  luxury  than 
a refinement  of  taste. 

At  a small  writing-table  sat  the  beautiful  La  Meronvillb.  She 
had  just  finished  a note,  written  (how  Jean  Jacques  would  have 
been  enchanted!)  upon  paper  couleurde  rose,  with  a mother- 
of-pearl  pen , formed  as  one  of  Cupid’s  darts , dipped  into  an  ink- 
stand  of  the  same  material,  which  was  shaped  as  a quiver,  and 
placed  at  the  back  of  a little  Love,  exquisitely  wrought.  She  was 
folding  this  billet  when  a page,  fantastically  dressed,  entered, 
and,  announcing  Lord  Borodaile,  was  immediately  followed  by 
that  nobleman.  Eagerly  and  almost  blushingly  did  La  Meronville 
thrust  the  note  into  her  bosom , and  hasten  to  greet  and  to  embrace 
her  adorer.  Lord  Borodaile  flung  himself  on  one  of  the  sofas  with 
a listless  and  discontented  air.  The  experienced  Frenchwoman 
saw  that  there  was  a cloud  on  his  brow  — 

“My  dear  friend ,”  said  she,  in  her  own  tongue , “yousecra 
vexed  — has  any  thing  annoyed  you?” 

“No,  Cecile,  no.  By-the-by,  who  supped  with  you  last 
night?” 

“ Oh  I the  Duke  of  Haverfleld  — your  friend.  ” 

“My  friend!”  interrupted  Borodaile,  haughtily — “he’s  no 
friend  of  mine  — a vulgar,  talkative  fellow  — my  friend,  indeed !” 
“Well,  I beg  your  pardon:  then  there  was  Mademoiselle 
Caumartin,  and  the  prince  Pietro  del  Orbino,  and  Mr.  Trevanion, 
and  Mr.  Lin  — Lin  — Linten , or  Linden.” 
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“And,  pray,  will  you  allow  mo  to  ask  how  you  became  ac- 
quainted with  Mr.  Lin  — Lin  — Linten,  or  Linden?” 

“Assuredly  — through  the  Duke  of  Haveriield.” 

“Humph  — Cccile,  my  love,  that  young  man  is  not  fit  to  be 
the  acquaintance  of  my  friend  — allow  me  to  strike  him  from  your 
list.” 

“Certainly,  certainly!”  said  La  Meronville , hastily;  and 
stooping  as  if  to  pick  up  a fallen  glove,  though,  in  reality,  to  hide 
her  face  from  Lord  Borodaile’s  searching  eye,  the  letter  she  had 
written  fell  from  her  bosom.  Lord  Borodaile’s  glance  detected  the 
superscription,  and  before  La  Meronville  could  regain  the  note, 
be  bad  possessed  himself  of  it. 

“A Monsieur,  Monsieur  Linden!”  said  he,  coldly,  reading 
the  address;  “and,  pray,  how  long  have  you  corresponded  with 
that  gentleman?” 

Now  La  MeronviUe’s  situation  at  that  moment  was  by  no  means 
agreeable.  She  saw  at  one  glance  that  no  falsehood  or  artifice 
could  avail  her;  for  Lord  Borodaile  might  deem  himself  fully 
justified  in  reading  the  note,  which  would  contradict  any  glossing 
statement  she  might  make.  She  saw  this.  She  was  a woman  of 
independence  — cared  not  a straw  for  Lord  Borodaile  at  present, 
though  she  bad  had  a caprice  for  him  — knew  that  she  might 
choose  her  bon  ami  out  of  all  London,  and  replied  — 

“That  is  the  first  letter  lever  wrote  to  him;  but  I own  that  it 
will  not  be  the  last.” 

Lord  Borodaile  turned  pale. 

“And  will  you  suffer  me  to  read  it?”  said  he;  for  even  in  these 
cases  he  was  punctiliously  honourable. 

La  Meronville  hesitated.  She  did  not  know  him.  ‘If  I do 
not  consent,’  thought  she,  ‘he  will  do  it  without  the  consent: 
better  submit  with  a good  grace.’  — “Certainly ! ” she  answered, 
with  an  air  of  indifference. 

Borodaile  opened  and  read  the  note ; it  was  as  follows : 

“You  have  inspired  me  with  a feeling  for  yon  which  astonishes 
myself.  Ah,  why  should  that  love  be  the  strongest  which  is  the 
swiftest  in  its  growth?  1 used  to  love  Lord  Borodaile  — I now 
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only  esteem  him  — the  love  has  flown  to  you.  If  I judge  rightly 
from  your  words  and  your  eyes,  this  avowal  will  not  be  unwelcome 
to  you.  Come  and  assure  me , in  person,  of  a persuasion  so  dear 
to  my  heart. 

“ C.  L.  M.” 

“A  very  pretty  effusion!”  said  Lord  Borodaile , sarcastically, 
and  only  showing  his  inward  rage  by  the  increasing  paleness  of  his 
complexion,  and  a slight  compression  of  his  lip.  “I  thank  you 
for  your  conGdence  in  me.  All  I ask  is , that  you  will  not  send 
this  note  till  to-morrow.  Allow  me  to  take  my  leave  of  you  Grst, 
and  to  Gnd  in  Mr.  Linden  a successor  rather  than  a rival.” 

“ Your  request,  my  friend,”  said  La  Meronville,  adjusting  her 
hair,“  is  but  reasonable.  I see  that  you  understand  these  arrange- 
ments; and,  for  my  part,  I think  that  the  end  of  love  should 
always  be  the  beginning  of  friendship  — let  it  be  so  with  us ! ” 

**  You  do  me  too  much  honour,”  said  Borodaile , bowing  pro- 
foundly. “Meanwhile  I depend  upon  your  promise,  and  bid  you, 
as  a lover,  farewell  for  ever.  ” 

With  his  usual  slow  step  Lord  Borodaile  descended  the  stairs, 
and  walked  towards  the  central  quartier  of  town.  His  medita- 
tions were  of  no  soothing  nature.  “To  be  seen  by  that  mao  in  a 
ridiculous  and  degrading  situation  — to  be  pestered  with  his  d — d 
civility  — to  be  rivalled  by  him  with  Lady  Flora  — to  be  duped  and 
outdone  by  him  with  my  mistress  1 Ay : — all  this  have  1 been ; 
but  vengeance  shall  come  yet.  As  for  La  Meronvilie , the  loss  is  a 
gain ; and , thank  Heaven , I did  not  betray  myself  by  venting  my 
passion  and  making  a scene.  But  it  was  I who  ought  to  have  dis- 
carded her  — not  the  reverse  — and  — death  and  confusion  — for 
that  upstart,  above  all  men!  And  she  talked  in  her  letter  about 
his  eyes  and  words.  Insolent  coxcomb,  to  dare  to  have  eyes  and 
words  for  one  who  belonged  to  me.  Well,  well,  he  shall  smart 
for  this.  But  let  me  consider  — I must  not  play  the  jealous  fool 
— must  not  flght  for  a * * * ♦ — must  not  show  the  world  that  a 
man,  nobody  knows  who,  could  really  outwit  and  outdo  me  — 
me  — Francis  Borodaile ! — No , no  — I must  throw  the  insult 
upon  him  — must  myself  be  the  aggressor  — and  the  challenged ; 
then , too , I shall  have  the  choice  of  weapons  — pistols  of  course. 
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Where  sballlbil  bim,  by-tbc-by?  — I wish  I shol  as  well  as  I 
used  to  do  at  Naples.  1 was  in  full  practice  thcu.  — Cursed 
place,  where  there  was  nothing  else  to  do  but  to  practise ! ” 

Immersed  in  these,  or  somewhat  similar,  reflections,  did  Lord 
Borodaile  enter  Pall  Mall. 

“Ah,  Borodaile!”  said  Lord  St.  George,  suddenly  emerging 
from  a shop.  “This  is  really  fortunate  — you  are  going  my  way 
exactly  — allow  me  to  join  you.  ” 

Now  Lord  Borodaile , to  say  nothing  of  his  happening  at  that 
time  to  be  in  a mood  more  than  usually  unsocial , could  never  at 
any  time  bear  the  thought  of  being  made  an  instrument  of  con- 
venience , pleasure , or  good  fortune  to  another.  He , therefore, 
with  a little  resentment  at  Lord  St.  George’s  familiarity,  coldly 
replied,  “lam  sorry  that  I cannot  avail  myself  of  your  offer.  1 am 
sure  my  way  is  not  the  same  as  yours.” 

“Then,”  replied  Lord  St.  George,  who  was  a good-natured, 
indolent  man , who  imagined  every  body  was  as  averse  to  walking 
alone  as  he  was  — “then  I will  make  mine  the  same  as  yours.” 
Borodaile  coloured : though  always  uncivil , he  did  not  like  to 
be  excelled  in  good  manners ; and  therefore  replied,  that  nothing 
but  extreme  business  at  White’s  could  have  induced  him  to  prefer 
his  own  way  to  that  of  Lord  St.  George. 

The  good-natured  peer  took  Lord  Borodaile’s  arm.  It  was  a 
natural  incident,  but  it  vexed  the  punctilious  viscount,  that  any 
man  should  take,  notoffer,  the  support. 

“So,  they  say,”  observed  Lord  St.  George,  “that  young 
Linden  is  to  marry  Lady  Flora  Ardenne.” 

“Les  on-dits  font  la  gazette  des  fous,”  rejoined  Bo- 
rodaile, with  a sneer.  “I  believe  that  Lady  Flora  is  little  likely  to 
contract  such  a mesalliance.” 

“Mesalliance!”  replied  Lord  St.  George.  “1  thought 
Linden  was  of  a very  old  family,  which  you  know  the  West- 
boroughs  are  not,  and  be  has  great  expectations  — ” 

“Which  are  never  to  be  realized,”  interrupted  Borodaile, 
laughing  scomfdlly. 

“Ah,  indeed!”  said  Lord  St.  George  seriously.  “Well,  at 
all  events , he  is  a very  agreeable , unaffected  young  man  — and, 
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by  the  by,  Borodaile,  you  will  meet  him  chez  nioi  to-day  — 
you  kuow  you  diiie  with  me?” 

“Meet  Mr.  Linden!  I shall  be  proud  to  have  that  honour,” 
said  Borodaile,  with  sparkling  eyes : “ will  Lady  Westborough  be 
also  of  the  parly?” 

“No,  poor  Lady  St.  George  is  very  ill,  and  I have  taken  the 
opportunity  to  ask  only  men.” 

“You  have  done  wisely,  my  lord,”  said  Borodaile,  secum 
mnlta  revolvens;  “and  I assure  you  1 wanted  no  hint  to  re- 
mind me  of  your  invitation.” 

Here  the  Duke  of  Haverfield  joined  them.  The  duke  never 
bowed  to  any  one  of  the  male  sex ; he  therefore  nodded  to  Boro- 
daile, who,  with  a very  supercilious  formality , took  off  his  hat  in 
returning  the  salutation.  The  viscount  had  at  least  this  merit  in 
his  pride,  that  if  it  was  reserved  to  the  humble,  it  was  contemp- 
tuous to  the  high : his  inferiors  he  wished  to  remain  where  they 
were;  his  equals  he  longed  to  lower. 

“So  I dine  with  you.  Lord  St.  George,  to-day,”  said  the 
duke;  “who shall  I meet?” 

“Lord  Borodaile,  for  one,”  answered  St.  George.  (The  duke 
smiled  at  the  viscount,  and  then,  loosening  his  neckcloth,  ex- 
claimed, “Hang  these  stiffeners,  they  derange  one  en- 
tirely.”) Lord  St.  George  resumed:  “My  brother,  Aspeden, 
Findlater,  Orbino,  and  Linden.” 

“Linden!”  cried  the  duke;  “I’m  very  glad  to  hear  it,  c’csl 
11  n homme  fait  expr^s  pour  moi.  He  is  very  clever,  and 
not  above  playing  the  fool;  has  humour  without  setting  up  for  a 
wit,  and  is  a good  fellow  without  being  a bad  mao.  I like  him 
excessively.” 

“Lord  St.  George,”  said  Borodaile,  who  seemed  that  day  to 
be  the  very  martyr  of  the  unconscious  Clarence , “1  wish  you  good 
morning.  I have  only  just  remembered  an  engagement  which  1 
mustkeep  beforcigo  to  While’s:  — kThoonear!” 

And  with  a bow  to  the  duke  and  a remonstrance  from  Lord  St. 
George,  Borodaile  effected  his  escape.  His  complexion  was,  in- 
sensibly to  himself,  more  raised  than  usual,  his  step  more  stately, 
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his  mind,  for  the  first  time  for  years,  was  folly  excited  and  en- 
grossed. Ah,  what  a delightfol  thing  it  is  for  an  idle  mao , who 
has  been  dying  of  ennui , to  find  an  enemy. 

CHAPTER  XLVI. 

You  must  challenge  him; 

There ’s  no  avoiding  — one  or  both  mutt  drop. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

“H.4,  ha,  ha  — bravo.  Linden!”  cried  Lord  St.  George, 
from  tlie  head  of  his  splendid  board,  in  approbation  of  some 
witticism  of  Clarence’s;  and  ha,  ha,  ha!  or  he,  be,  he!  accord- 
ing to  the  cachinnatory  intonations  of  the  guests , rung  around. 

“Your  lordship  seems  unwell,”  said  Lord  Aspeden  to  Boro- 
daile : “ allow  me  to  take  wine  with  you.” 

Lord  Borodaiie  bowed  his  assent. 

“Pray,”  said  Mr.  St.  George  to  Clarence , “ have  you  seen  my 
friend  Talbot  lately?” 

“This  very  morning,”  replied  Linden : “indeed,  I generally 
visit  him  three  or  four  times  a week  — he  often  asks  after  you.” 

“Indeed!”  said  Mr.  St.  George,  rather  flattered:  “he  does 
me  much  honour;  but  he  is  a distinct  connection  of  mine,  and  I 
suppose  I most  attribute  his  recollection  of  me  to  that  cause.  He 
is  a near  relation  of  yours , too , I think  — is  he  not?” 

“I  am  related  to  him  ,”  answered  Clarence , colouring. 

Lord  Borodaiie  leant  forward,  and  his  lip  curled.  Though,  in 
some  respects , a very  weak  man , he  had , as  we  have  said , his 
good  points.  He  hated  a lie  as  much  as  Achilles  did ; and  he  be- 
lieved in  his  heart  of  hearts  that  Clarence  had  just  uttered  one. 

“Why,”  observed  Lord  Aspeden,  making  one  of  his  lu- 
minously-unfortunate  remarks  — “why.  Lord  Borodaiie,  the  Tal- 
bots, of  Scarsdale,  arc  branches  of  your  genealogical  tree; 
therefore  your  lordship  must  be  related  to  Linden ; — you  are  * two 
cherries  on  one  stalk ! ’ ” 

“We  arc  by  no  means  related,”,  said  Lord  Borodaiie,  with  a 
distinct  and  clear  voice , intended  expressly  for  Clarence;  “that  is 
an  honour  which  I must  beg  leave  most  positively  to  disclaim.” 
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There  was  a dead  silence  — the  eyes  of  all  who  heard  a remark 
so  intentionally  mde , were  turned  immediately  towards  Clarence. 
His  cheek  burnt  like  fire;  he  hesitated  a moment,  and  then  said, 
in  the  same  key , though  with  a little  trembling  in  his  intonation  — 
“ Lord  Borodaile  cannot  be  more  anxious  to  disclaim  it  than 
I am.” 

“And  yet,”  returned  the  viscount,  stung  to  the  soul , “they 
who  advance  false  pretensions  ought  at  least  to  support  them ! ” 

“1  do  not  understand  you,  my  lord,”  said  Clarence. 
“Possibly  not,”  answered  Borodaile , carelessly;  “there  is  a 
maxim  which  says  that  people  not  accustomed  to  speak  truth 
cannot  comprehend  it  in  others.” 

Unlike  the  generality  of  modern  heroes,  who  are  always  in  a 
passion  — off-hand,  dashing  fellows,  in  whom  irascibility  is  a 
virtue  — Clarence  was  peculiarly  sweet  tempered  by  nature,  and 
had , by  art , acquired  a command  over  all  his  passions  to  a degree 
very  uncommon  in  so  young  a man.  He  made  no  reply  to  the  in- 
excusable affront  he  had  received.  His  lip  quivered  a little,  and 
the  flush  of  his  countenance  was  succeeded  by  an  extreme  pale- 
ness — this  was  all : he  did  not  even  leave  the  room  immediately, 
but  waited  till  the  silence  was  broken  by  some  well-bred  member 
of  the  party ; and  then , pleading  an  early  engagement  as  an  excuse 
for  bis  retiring  so  soon , he  rose , and  departed. 

There  was  throughout  the  room  an  universal  feeling  of  sym- 
pathy with  the  affront,  and  indignation  against  the  offender;  for, 
to  say  nothing  of  Clarence’s  popularity , and  the  extreme  dislike  in 
which  Lord  Borodaile  was  held,  there  could 4>e  no  doubt  as  to  the 
wantonness  of  the  outrage  or  the  moderation  of  the  aggrieved  party. 
Lord  Borodaile  already  felt  the  punishment  of  his  offence : his  very 
pride , while  it  rendered  him  indifferent  to  the  spirit , had  hitherto 
kept  him  scrupulous  as  to  the  formalities,  ofthebiens^ances 
de  soci^t6;  and  he  could  not  but  see  the  grossness  with  which 
he  had  suffered  himself  to  violate  them , and  the  light  in  which  his 
conduct  was  regarded.  However,  this  internal  discomfort  only 
rendered  him  the  more  embittered  against  Clarence,  and  the  more 
confirmed  in  his  revenge.  Resuming,  by  a strong  effort,  all  the 
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external  indiflerence  habitual  to  his  manner,  he  attempted  to  enter 
into  a conversation  with  those  of  the  party  who  were  next  to  him ; 
but  his  remarks  produced  answers  brief  and  cold:  even  Lord 
Aspeden  forgot  his  diplomacy  and  his  smile;  Lord  St.  George 
replied  to  his  observations  by  a monosyllable;  and  the  Duke  of 
Haverlield , for  the  hrst  time  in  his  life , asserted  the  prerogative 
which  his  rank  gave  him  of  setting  the  example — bis  grace  did  not 
reply  to  Lord  Borodaile  at  all.  In  truth , every  one  present  was 
seriously  displeased.  All  civilized  societies  have  a paramount 
interest  in  repressing  the  rude.  Nevertheless,  Lord  Borodaile 
bore  the  brunt  of  his  unpopularity  with  a steadiness  and  unembar- 
rassed composure  worthy  of  a better  cause;  and  Coding,  at  last, 
a companion  disposed  to  be  loquacious  in  the  person  of  Sir  Chris- 
topher Findlater , (whose  good  heart,  though  its  first  impulse  re- 
sented more  violently  than  that  of  any  heart  present  the  discourtesy 
of  the  viscount,  yet  soon  warmed  to  the  d^sagremens  of  his 
situation,  and  hastened  to  adopt  its  favourite  maxim  of  forgive 
and  forget,)  Lord  Borodaile  sat  the  meeting  out;  and  if  he  did  not 
leave  the  latest,  he  was,  at  least,  not  the  Crst  to  follow  Clarence. — 
L’orgueil  on  donne  le  courage,  ou  il  y suppl^e. 

Meanwhile  Linden  had  returned  to  his  solitary  home.  He 
hastened  to  his  room  — locked  the  door  — flung  himself  on  his 
sofa,  and  burst  into  a violent  and  almost  feminine  paroxysm  of 
tears.  This  fit  lasted  for  mure  than  an  hour;  and  when  Clarence 
at  length  stilled  the  indignant  swellings  of  his  heart,  and  rose  from 
his  supine  position,  he  started,  as  his  eye  fell  upon  the  opposite 
mirror,  so  haggard  and  exhausted  seemed  the  forced  and  fearful 
calmness  of  bis  countenance.  With  a hurried  step  — with  arms 
now  folded  on  his  bosom  — now  wildly  tossed  from  him,  and  the 
hand  so  firmly  clenched,  that  the  very  bones  seemed  working 
through  (he  skin  — with  a brow  now  fierce,  now  only  dejected  — 
tnd  a complexion  which  one  while  burnt  as  with  the  crimson  flush 
of  a fever,  and  at  another  was  wan  and  colourless , like  his  whose 
cheek  a spectre  has  blanched  — Clarence  paced  his  apartment,  the  . 
victim  not  only  of  shame  — the  bitterest  of  tortures  to  a young  and 
high  mind  — but  of  other  contending  feelings,  which  alternately 
exasperated  and  palsied  his  wrath , and  gave  to  bis  resolves  at  one 
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moment  an  almost  savage  ferocity,  and  at  the  next  an  almost  cow- 
ardly vacillation. 

The  clock  had  just  struck  the  hour  of  twelve,  when  a knock  at 
the  door  announced  a visitor.  Steps  were  heard  on  the  stairs,  and 
presently  a tap  at  Clarence's  room  - door.  He  unlocked  it , and  the 
Duke  of  Haverfield  entered. 

“lam  charmed  to  find  yon  at  home ,”  cried  the  duke , with  his 
usual  half  kind,  half  careless  address.  “I  was  determined  to 
call  upon  you , and  be  the  first  to  offer  my  services  in  this  un- 
pleasant affair.” 

Clarence  pressed  the  duke’s  band , but  made  no  answer. 

“Nothing  could  be  so  unhandsome  as  Lord  Borodaile’s  con- 
duct continued  the  duke.  “ I hope  you  both  fence  and  shoot 
well.  I shall  never  forgive  you , if  you  do  not  put  an  end  to  that 
piece  of  rigidity.” 

Clarence  continued  to  walk  about  the  room  in  great  agitation : 
the  duke  looked  at  him  with  some  surprise.  At  last  Linden  paused 
by  the  window , and  said,  half  unconsciously  — “It  must  be  so  — 
1 cannot  avoid  fighting!” 

“Avoid  fighting!”  cried  his  grace,  in  undisguised  astonish- 
ment. “No  indeed  — but  that  is  the  least  part  of  the  matter  — 
you  must  kill  as  well  as  fight  him.” 

“Kill  him!”  cried  Clarence,  wildly,  “whom!”  and  then 
sinking  into  a chair,  he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  for  a few 
moments , and  seemed  to  struggle  with  bis  emotions. 

“Well,”  thought  the  duke,  “I  never  was  more  mistaken  in 
my  life.  I could  have  bet  my  black  horse  against  Treyanion’s 
Julia,  which  is  certainly  the  most  worthless  thing  I know,  that 
Linden  had  been  a brave  fellow;  but  these  English  heroes  always 
go  into  fits  at  a duel : one  manages  such  things , as  Sterne  says, 
better  in  France.” 

Clarence  now  rose,  calm  and  collected.  He  sat  down  — wrote 
a brief  note  to  Borodaile,  demanding  the  fullest  apology,  or  the 
earliest  meeting  — put  it  into  the  duke’s  hands,  and  said,  with  a 
faint  smile,  “My  dear  duke,  dare  I ask  you  to  be  second  to  a man 
who  has  been  so  grievously  affronted , and  whose  genealogy  has 
been  so  disputed?” 
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“My  dear  Linden,”  said  the  duke  warmly,  “I  have  always 
been  grateful  to  my  station  in  life  for  this  advantage , the  freedom 
with  which  it  has  enabled  me  to  select  my  own  acquaintance,  and 
to  follow  my  own  pursuits.  I am  now  more  grateful  to  it  than 
ever , because  it  has  given  me  a better  opportunity  than  I should 
otherwise  have  had  of  serving  one  whom  1 have  always  esteemed. 
In  entering  into  your  quarrel,  I shall  at  least  show  the  world  that 
there  are  some  men , not  inferior  in  pretensions  to  Lord  Borodaile, 
who  despise  arrogance  and  resent  overbearaoce  even  to  others. 
Your  cause  I consider  the  common  cause  of  society;  but  I shall 
take  it  up , if  you  will  allow  me , with  the  distinguishing  zeal  of  a 
friend.” 

Clarence,  who  was  much  affected  by  the  kindness  of  this 
speech,  replied  in  a similar  vein;  and  the  duke,  having  read 
and  approved  the  letter,  rose.  “There  is,  in  my  opinion,”  said 
he  — “ no  time  to  be  lost.  I will  go  to  Borodaile  this  very  evening 
— adieu,  mon  cher:  you  shall  kill  the  Argus,  and  then  carry 
off  the  lo.  I feel  in  a double  passion  with  that  ambulating  poker, 
who  is  only  malleable  when  he  is  red  hot,  when  I think  how  ho- 
nourably scrupulous  you  were  with  La  Meronville  last  night,  not- 
withstanding all  her  advances;  but  I go  to  bury  Cssar,  not  to 
scold  him.  — Au  revoir.” 

CHAPTER  XLVH. 

Conon.  — Tod 're  well  met,  Cratee. 

Crates.  — If  we  part  80,  Conon. 

Queen  of  Corinth. 

It  was , as  might  be  expected  from  the  character  of  the  aggres- 
sor! Lord  Borodaile  refused  ail  apology,  and  agreed  with  avidity 
to  a speedy  rendezvous.  He  chose  pistols  (choice , then , was  not 
merely  nominal) , and  selected  Mr.  Percy  Bobus  for  his  second , a 
gentleman  who  was  much  fonder  of  acting  in  that  capacity  than  in 
the  more  honourable  one  of  a principal.  The  author  of  “Lacon,” 
a very  brilliant  collection  of  common  places , says , “ that  if  all  se- 
conds were  as  averse  to  duels  as  their  principals,  there  would  be 
very  little  blood  spilt  lo  that  way ; ” and  it  was  certainly  astonish- 


Digitized  by  Google 


254 


log  to  compare  the  zeal  with  which  Mr.  Bobas  basted  himself 
about  this  “ affair,”  with  that  testihed  by  him  on  another  occasion, 
when  he  himself  was  more  immediately  concerned. 

The  morning  came.  Bobus  breakfasted  with  his  friend. 
**Damn  it,  Borodaile,”  said  he,  as  the  latter  was  receiving  the 
ultimate  polish  of  the  friseur,  “1  never  saw  you  look  better  in 
my  life.  It  will  be  a great  pity  if  that  fellow  shoots  you.” 

“Shoots  me!”  said  Lord  Borodaile , very  quietly — “me  — 
no!  — that  is  quite  out  of  the  question ; but,  joking  apart,  Bo- 
bus, I will  not  kill  the  young  man.  Where  shall  I hit  him?” 

“In  the  cap  of  the  knee,”  said  Mr.  Percy,  breaking  an 

egg- 

“Nay,  that  will  lame  him  for  life ,”  said  Lord  Borodaile , pat- 
ting on  his  cravat  with  peculiar  exactitude. 

“Serve  him  right,”  said  Mr.  Bobus.  “Hang  him,  I never 
got  up  so  early  in  my  life  — it ’s  quite  impossible  to  eat  at  this 
hour.  Ob  — k propos,  Borodaile,  have  you  left  any  little  me- 
moranda for  me  to  execute?” 

“Memoranda!  — for  what?”  said  Borodaile,  who  had  now 
just  finished  his  toilet. 

“ Oh ! ” rejoined  Mr.  Percy  Bobus , “in  case  of  accident , you 
know : the  man  may  shoot  well , though  I never  saw  him  in  the 
gallery.” 

“Pray,”  said  Lord  Borodaile,  in  a great  though  suppressed 
passion , “ pray , Mr.  Bobus , how  often  have  I to  tell  you , that  it 
is  not  by  Mr.  Linden  that  my  days  are  to  terminate;  you  are  sure 
that  Carabine  saw  to  that  trigger?” 

“Certain,”  said  Mr.  Percy , with  bis  mouth  full , “certain  — 
God  bless  me,  here’s  the  carriage,  and  breakfast  not  half  done  yet.” 

“Come,  come,”  cried  Borodaile,  impatiently,  “we  must 
breakfast  afterwards.  Here,  Roberts,  see  that  we  have  fresh 
chocolate , and  some  more  cutlets,  when  we  return.” 

“I  would  rather  have  them  now,”  sighed  Mr.  Bobus,  fore- 
seeing the  possibility  of  the  return  being  single  — Ibis!  redi- 
bis?  Set. 

“Come,  we  have  not  a moment  to  lose,”  exclaimed  Borodaile, 
hastening  down  the  stairs ; and  Mr.  Percy  Bobus  followed,  with  a 
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strange  mixtnre  of  varions  regrets,  partly  for  the  breakfast  that 
was  lost,  and  partly  for  the  friend  that  might  be. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  ground,  Clarence  and  the  duke  were 
already  there : the  latter,  who  was  a dead  shot,  had  fully  persua- 
ded himself  that  Clarence  was  equally  adroit,  and  had,  in  his  pro- 
vidence for  Borodaile , brought  a surgeon.  This  was  a circum- 
stance of  which  the  viscount,  in  the  plenitude  of  his  confidence  for 
himself  and  indifference  for  his  opponent,  had  never  once  dreamt. 

The  ground  was  measured  — the  parties  were  about  to  take  the 
ground.  A.I1  Linden’s  former  agitation  was  vanished  — his  mien 
was  firm,  grave,  and  determined,  but  be  showed  none  of  the 
careless  and  fierce  hardihood  which  characterized  his  adversary; 
on  the  contrary,  a close  observer  might  have  remarked  something 
sad  and  dejected  amidst  all  the  tranquillity  and  steadiness  of  his 
brow  and  air. 

“For  Heaven’s  sake,”  whispered  the  duke,  as  he  withdrew 
from  the  spot,  “square  your  body  a little  more  to  your  left,  and 
remember  your  exact  level.  Borodaile  is  much  shorter  than  you.” 

There  was  a brief,  dread  pause  — the  signal  was  given  — Bo- 
rodaile fired  — his  ball  pierced  Clarence’s  side;  the  wounded  man 
staggered  one  step , but  fell  not.  He  raised  his  pistol ; the  duke 
bent  eagerly  forward ; an  expression  of  disappointment  and  sur- 
prise passed  his  lips . Clarence  had  fired  in  the  air.  The  next 
moment  Linden  felt  a deadly  sickness  come  over  him  — he  fell 
into  the  arms  of  the  surgeon.  Borodaile,  touched  by  a forbearance 
which  he  had  so  little  right  to  expect,  hastened  to  the  spot.  He 
leaned  over  his  adversary  in  greater  remorse  and  pity  than  he 
would  have  readily  confessed  to  himself.  Clarence  unclosed  his 
eyes;  they  dwelt  for  one  moment  upon  the  subdued  and  earnest 
countenance  of  Borodaile. 

“Thank  God,”  he  said  faintly,  “that  you  were  not  the 
victim,”  and  with  those  words  he  fell  back  insensible.  They 
carried  him  to  his  lodgings.  His  wound  was  accurately  examined. 
Though  not  mortal , it  was  of  a dangerous  nature ; and  the  sur- 
geons ended  a very  painful  operation , by  promising  a very  linger- 
ing recovery. 

What  a charming  satisfaction  for  being  insulted. 
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CHAPTER  XLVIll. 


.1e  me  contente  de  ee  qnl  )teiit  I'^crire,  et  je  rdve  tout  ce  qai 
peut  le  r fiver. 

De  Sevigne. 


Akout  a week  after  bis  wound , and  the  second  morning  of  his 
return  to  sense  and  consciousness,  when  Clarence  opened  his 
eyes,  they  fell  upon  a female  form  seated  watchfully  and  anxiously 
by  bis  bed-side.  He  raised  himself  in  mute  surprise,  and  the 
figure,  startled  by  the  motion,  rose,  drew  the  curtain,  and  va- 
nished. With  great  difficulty  he  rang  his  bell.  His  valet,  Har- 
rison , on  whose  mind , though  it  was  of  no  very  exalted  order, 
the  kindness  and  suavity  of  his  master  had  made  a great  impres- 
sion, instantly  appeared. 

“Who  was  that  lady?”  asked  Linden.  “How  came  she 
here?” 

Harrison  smiled — “Oh,  Sir,  pray  please  to  lie  down,  and 
make  yourself  easy:  the  lady  knows  you  very  well,  and  would 
come  here;  she  insists  upon  staying  in  the  house,  so  we  made  up 
a bed  in  the  drawing  room , and  she  has  watched  by  you  night  and 
day.  She  speaks  very  little  English  to  be  sure,  but  your  honour 
knows,  begging  your  pardon , how  well  I speak  Trench. ” 

“French!”  said  Clarence,  faintly — “French?  In  Heaven’s 
name,  who  is  she?" 

“A  Madame  — Madame  — La  Melon -veal,  or  some  such 
name.  Sir,”  said  the  valet. 

Clarence  fell  back.  — At  that  moment  his  hand  was  pressed. 
He  turned , and  saw  Talbot  by  his  side.  The  kind  old  man  had 
not  suffered  La  Meronvilie  to  be  Linden’s  only  nurse  — notwith- 
standing his  age  and  peculiarity  of  habits , he  had  fixed  bis  abode 
all  the  day  in  Clarence’s  house,  and  at  night,  instead  of  returning 
to  his  own  home,  had  taken  up  his  lodgings  at  the  nearest  hotel. 

With  a jealous  and  anxious  eye  to  the  real  interest  and  respec- 
tability of  his  adopted  son,  Talbot  had  exerted  all  bis  address,  and 
even  all  bis  power  to  induce  La  Meronvilie,  who  had  made  her 
settlement  previous  to  Talbot’s,  to  quit  the  house,  but  in  vain. 
With  that  obstinacy  which  a Frenchwoman , when  she  is  sentimen- 
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tal,  mistakes  for  nobility  heart,  the  6i-devant  amante  of 
Lord  Borodaile  insisted  nt)dn  watching  knd  teinding  one , df  whose 
snfferiiigs , she  said  and  believed  she  was  the  unhappy , though 
innocent  cause:  and  ^henevCT  more  urgent  means  df  removal 
were  hinted  at.  La  BleronVille  flew  to  the  chamber  of  her  beloved, 
apostrophized  him  in  a strain  worthy  of  one  of  D’Arlincotirt’k 
heroines,  and,  in  short,  \hiis  so  unreasonably  outrageous,  that 
the  doctors,  trembling  for  the  safety  of  their  patient.  Obtained 
from  Talbot  a fohied  and  ftluctant  acquiescence  in  the  settlement 
she  had  obtained. 

Ahl  what  a terrible  creature  a Frerichlii^man  iS,  when,  in- 
stead of  eoqueting  with  a caprice,  she  insists  nlibfa  conceiving 
a grande  passion.  Little,  however,  did  Clarence,  despite  his 
vexation,  when  he  learnt  of  the  bienveillance  Of  L6  MeHn- 
ville , foresee  the  whole  extent  of  the  consequences  it  would  entail 
upon  him : still  less  did  Talbot,  who  in  his  seclusion  knew  not  Ihb 
celebrity  of  the  handsome  adventuress , calculate  upon  the  noto- 
riety of  her  motions,  or  the  ill  effect  her  ostentatious  attachment 
would  have  upon  ClareneS’S  prosperity  AS  a lover  to  Lady  Flora. 
In  order  to  explain  these  consequences  more  folly , let  us , for  the 
present , leave  our  hero  to  thh  care  of  the  surgeon , his  frieUdS, 
and  his  would-be  mltaress;  and  while  he  is  more  rapidly  recover- 
ing than  the  doctors  either  hoped  or  presaged,  let  its  renew  odr  Ac- 
quaintance with  a certain  fair  correspondent. 


LETTER  FROM  THE  LADY  FLORA  ARDENNE,  TO  MISS 
ELEANOR  TREVANION. 

**Mx  blskA.esT  Eleanor, 

“I  HAVE  been  very  ill,  or  yon  would  sootihr  havA  WdeivAd  an 
answer  tO  yOur  kind  ^ too  kfnd  and  cOnsoling  lettef.  Indeed , I 
have  only  just  left  Aay  bed ; they  say  that  I have  been  delirious, 
and  I believe  it;  for  you  candtit  conceive  what  terrible  dreams  I 
have  had.  But  these  are  all  oVAr  now,  and  AvAty  one  is  so  kind 
to  me  — my  poor  mother  above  all ! It  is  a pIAakant  thing  to  be  ill 
when  we  have  those  who  love  us  to  watch  our  fAcOvet-y. 

"I  have  only  been  id  bed  a fe#  days;  jtH  it  sAAids  to  me  ks  if  a 
long  portion  of  my  existence  were  past  — AS  if  I had  stepped  into  a 
'i'Ae  Diiow/ied.  17 
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new  era.  You  remember  that  my  last  letter  attempted  to  express 
my  feelings  at  mamma’s  speech  about  Clarence,  and  at  my  seeing 
him  so  suddenly.  Now,  dearest,  I cannot  but  look  on  that  day, 
on  these  sensations , as  on  a distant  dream.  Every  one  is  so  kind 
to  me,  mamma  caresses  and  soothes  me  so  fondly,  that  I fancy  1 
must  have  been  under  some  illusion.  I am  sure  they  could  not  se- 
riously have  meant  to  forbid  bis  addresses.  No,  no:  I feel  that 
all  will  yet  be  well  — so  well , that  even  you , who  are  of  so  con- 
tented a temper,  will  own , that  if  you  were  not  Eleanor  you  would 
be  Flora. 

“I  wonder  whether  Clarence  knows  that  I have  been  ill.  1 
wish  you  knew  him.  — Well,  dearest,  this  letter  — a very  un- 
handsome return,  I own,  for  your’s  — must  content  you  at  present, 
for  they  will  not  let  me  write  more  — though , so  far  as  I am  con- 
cerned, I am  never  so  weak,  in  frame  I mean,  but  what  I could 
scribble  to  you  about  him. 

Addio  — carissima. 

“F.  A.” 

"I  have  prevaUed  on  mamma,  who  wished  to  sit  by  me  and 
amuse  me,  to  go  to  the  Opera  to-night,  the  only  amusement  of 
which  she  is  particularly  fond.  Heaven  forgive  me  for  my  in- 
sincerity, but  be  always  comes  into  our  box,  and  1 long  to  hear 
some  news  of  him.” 


LETTER. 

FROM  THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

“Ei.eanor,  dearest  Eleanor,  I am  again  very  ill , but  not  as 
I was  before,  ill  from  a foolish  vexation  of  mind,  no,  I am  now 
calm,  and  even  happy.  It  was  from  an  increase  of  cold  only  that 
I have  suffered  a relapse.  You  may  believe  this , I assure  you , in 
spite  of  your  well-meant  but  bitter  jests  upon  my  infatuaUon,  as 
you  very  rightly  call  it,  for  Mr.  Linden.  You  ask  me  what 
news  from  the  Opera?  Silly  girl  that  I was , to  lie  awake  hour  after 
hour,  and  refuse  even  to  take  my  draught,  lest  I should  be  sur- 
prised into  sleep,  till  mamma  returned.  I sent  Jermyn  down 
directly  I heard  her  knock  at  the  door,  (oh,  how  anxiously  I had 
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listened  for  it ! ) to  say  that  I was  still  awake  and  longed  to  see  her. 
So,  of  course,  mamma  came  up,  and  felt  my  pulse,  and  said  it 
was  very  feverish , and  wondered  the  draught  had  not  composed 
me  — with  a great  deal  more  to  the  same  purpose,  which  I bore  as 
patiently  as  I could , till  it  was  my  turn  to  talk;  and  then  I admired 
her  dress  and  her  c o i f f u r e , and  asked  if  it  was  a full  house , and 
whether  the  prima  donna  was  in  voice,  &c.  &c.:  till,  at  last, 
I won  my  way  to  the  inquiry  of  who  were  her  visitors.  ‘Lord 
Borodaile,’  said  she,  ‘and  the  Duke  of  — , and  Mr.  St.  George, 
and  Captain  Leslie , and  Mr.  De  Retz , and  many  others.  I felt  so 
disappointed  , Eleanor,  but  did  not  dare  ask  whether  be  was  not 
of  the  list?  till,  at  last,  my  mother  observing  me  narrowly,  said 
— ‘And,  by  the  by,  Mr.  Linden  looked  in  for  a few  minutes.  I 
am  glad , my  dearest  Flora , that  I spoke  to  you  so  decidedly  about 
him  the  other  day.’  ‘Why,  mamma?’  said  I,  hiding  my  face 
under  the  clothes.  ‘Because,’  said  she,  in  rather  a raised  voice, 
‘ he  is  quite  unworthy  of  you ! — but  it  is  late  now,  and  you  should 
go  to  sleep  — to-morrow  I will  tell  you  more.’  I would  have  given 
worlds  to  press  the  question  then,  but  could  not  venture.  Mamma 
kissed  and  left  me.  1 tried  to  twist  her  words  into  a hundred  mean- 
ings , but  in  each  I only  thought  that  they  were  dictated  by  some 
worldly  information  — some  new  doubts  as  to  his  birth  or  fortune ; 
and,  though  that  supposition  distressed  me  greatly,  yet  it  could 
not  alter  my  love , or  deprive  me  of  hope ; and  so  I cried , and 
guessed,  and  guessed,  and  cried,  till  at  last  I cried  myself  to  sleep. 

“When  1 awoke,  mamma  was  already  up , and  silting  beside 
me ; she  talked  to  me  for  more  than  an  hour  upon  ordinary  sub- 
jects, till  at  last,  perceiving  how  distraite,  and  even  impatient 
I appeared , she  dismissed  Jermyn , and  spoke  to  me  thus : — 

‘ ‘ ‘ You  know , Flora , that  I have  always  loved  you , more  per- 
haps than  I ought  to  have  done , more  certainly  than  1 have  loved 
your  brothers  and  sisters ; but  you  were  my  eldest  child , my  Brst- 
bom , and  all  the  earliest  associations  of  a mother  are  blent  and 
entwined  with  you.  You  may  be  sure  therefore  that  I have  ever  had 
only  your  happiness  in  view,  and  that  it  is  only  with  a regard  to 
that  end  that  I now  speak  to  you.’ 

“1  was  a little  frightened,  Eleanor,  by  this  opening,  bull 

17* 
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wad  niiiith  more  totiehed , I took  mamma's  hatid  and  kissed,  and 
wept  silently  over  it;  — she  continaed : ‘I  observed  Mr.  Linden’s 
attention  to  you , at  — ; I knew  ndfliing  more  of  his  rank  and  birth 
then,  than  I do  at  present;  but  his  situation  in  the  embassy  and 
his  personal  appearance , naturally  induced  me  to  suppose  him  a 
gentleman  of  family , and,  therefore,  if  not  a great,  at  least  not 
an  inferior  match  for  you,  so  far  as  worldly  distinction  are  con- 
cerned. Added  to  this,  he  was  uncommonly  handsome,  and  had 
that  general  reputation  for  talent  which  is  often  better  than  actual 
wealth  or  hereditary  titles.  I therefore  did  not  check,  though  I 
would  not  encourage  any  attachment  you  might  form  for  him ; and 
nothing  being  declared  or  decisive  on  either  side  when  we  left — , 

I imagined  that  if  your  flirtation  with  him  did  even  amount  to  a 
momentary  and  girlish  phantasy,  absence  and  change  of  scene 
would  easily  and  rapidly  efface  the  impression.  I believe  that  in  a 
great  measure  it  was  effaced,  when  Lord  Aspeden  returned  to 
England,  and  with  him,  Mr.  Linden.  Yon  again  met  the  latter 
in  society  almost  as  constantly  as  before;  a caprice  nearly  con- 
quered, was  once  more  renewed;  and  in  my  anxiety  that  yon 
should  marry,  not  for  aggrandizement,  but  happiness,  I own  to 
my  sot-row , that  I rather  favoured  than  forbade  his  addresses. 
The  yonng  man  — remember  Flora  — appeared  in  society  as  the 
nephew  and  heir  of  a gentleman  of  ancient  family  and  considerable 
property ; he  was  rising  in  diplomacy , popular  in  the  world , and, 
so  i^ar  as  we  could  see,  of  irreproach^le  character;  this  must 
plead  my  excuse  for  tolerating  his  visits,  without  instituting  further 
inquiries  respecting  him , and  allovring  your  attachment  to  proceed 
without  ascertaining  how  far  it  had  yet  extended.  I was  awakened 
to  a sense  of  my  indiscretion,  by  an  inquiry,  which  Mr.  Linden’s 
popularity  rendered  general,  — viz.:  if  Mr.  Talbot  was  his  uncle 
— who  was  his  father  — who  his  more  immediate  relations?  and 
at  that  time  Lord  Borodaile  informed  ns  of  the  falsehood , be  had 
either  asserted  or  allowed  to  be  spread , in  claiming  Mr.  Talbot  as 
his  relation.  This  you  wiH  observe  entirely  altered  the  situation  of 
Mr.  Linden  with  respect  to  you.  Not  only  his  rank  in  life  became 
uncertain , but  suspicious.  Nor  was  this  all ; his  very  personal 
respectability  was  no  longer  unimpeachable.  Was  this  dubious 
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and  intrasive  person , without  a name , and  with  a sullied  honour, 
to  be  your  suitor?  No,  Flora;  and  it  was  from  this  indignant 
conviction  that  I spoke  to  you  some  days  since.  Forgive  me,  my 
child , if  I was  less  cautious , less  confidential , than  I am  now. 
I did  not  imagine  the  wound  was  so  deep,  and  thought  that  1 should 
best  cure  you  by  seeming  unconscious  of  your  danger.  The  case 
is  now  changed;  your  illness  has  convinced  me  of  my  fault,  and 
the  extent  of  your  unhappy  attachment;  but  will  my  own  dear 
child  pardon  me  if  I still  continue , if  1 even  confirm , my  disap- 
proval of  her  choice?  Last  night  at  the  Opera  Mr.  Linden  entered 
my  box.  I own  that  I was  cooler  to  him  than  usual.  He  soon  left 
us,  and  after  the  Opera  I saw  him  with  the  Duke  ofHaverfield, 
one  of  the  most  incorrigible  rou^s  of  the  day,  leading  out  a wo- 
man of  notoriously  bad  character,  and  of  the  most  ostentatious 
profligacy.  He  might  have  bad  some  propriety,  some  decency, 
some  concealment  at  least,  but  be  passed  just  before  me  — before 
the  mother  of  the  woman  to  whom  his  vows  of  honourable  attach- 
ment were  due , and  who  at  that  very  instant  was  suffering  from 
her  infatuation  for  him.  Now  Flora , for  this  man , an  obscure, 
and  possibly  a plebeian  adventurer  — whose  only  claim  to  notice 
has  been  founded  on  falsehood  — whose  only  merit,  a love  of  yon, 
has  been , if  not  utterly  destroyed , at  least  polluted  and  debased 
— for  this  man , poor  alike  in  fortune , character  and  honour , can 
you  any  longer  profess  affection  or  esteem?’ 

“‘Never,  never,  never!’  cried  I,  springing  from  the  bed,  and 
throwing  myself  upon  my  mother’s  neck.  ‘Never:  I am  your  own 
Flora  once  more.  I will  never  suffer  any  one  again  to  make  me 
forgot  you,’  — and  then  I sobbed  so  violently  ^at  mamma  was 
frightened , and  made  me  lie  down , and  left  me  to  sleep.  Several 
hours  have  passed  since  then , and  I could  not  sleep  nor  think, 
and  I would  not  cry,  for  he  is  no  longer  worthy  of  my  tears;  so  I 
have  written  to  you. 

“ Oh,  how  1 despise  and  hate  myself  for  having  so  utterly,  in 
my  vanity  and  folly,  forgotten  my  mother,  that  dear,  kind,  con- 
stant friend , who  never  cost  me  a single  tear,  but  for  my  own  in- 
gratitude. Think,  Eleanor,  what  an  affront  to  me  — tome,  who, 
he  so  often  said,  had  piede  all  other  women  worthless  in  bis  eyes. 
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Do  I hate  him?  No,  I cannot  hate.  Do  I despise?  No,  I will 
not  despise,  bat  I will  forget  him,  and  keep  my  contempt  and 
hatred  for  myself. 

God  bless  you  — lam  worn  out.  Write  soon,  or  rather  come, 
if  possible , to  your  affectionate  but  unworthy  friend , 

“F.  A.” 

**Good  Heavens!  Eleanor,  he  is  wounded.  He  has  fought 
with  Lord  Borodaile.  I have  just  beard  it ; Jermyn  told  me.  Can 
it,  can  it  be  true?  What, — what  have  I said  against  him?  Hate? 
— forget?  No , no : I never  loved  him  till  now.” 


FROM  THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

(After  an  interval  of  aeveral  weeki.) 

“Time  has  flown,  my  Eleanor,  since  you  left  me , after  your 
short  but  kind  visit , with  a heavy  but  healing  wing.  I do  not  think 
I shall  ever  again  be  the  giddy  girl  I have  been ; but  my  head  will 
change,  not  my  heart;  that  was  never  giddy,  and  that  shall  still 
be  as  much  yours  as  ever.  You  are  wrong  in  thinking  I have  not 
forgotten,  at  least  renounced  all  aflection  for,  Mr.  Linden.  I 
have , though  with  a long  and  bitter  effort.  The  woman  for  whom 
he  fought  went,  you  know,  to  his  house,  immediately  on  hearing 
of  his  wound.  She  has  continued  with  him  ever  since.  He  bad 
the  audacity  to  write  to  me  once ; my  mother  brought  me  the  note, 
and  said  nothing.  She  read  my  heart  aright.  I returned  it  un- 
opened. He  has  even  called  since  his  convalescence.  Mamma 
was  not  at  home  to  him.  I hear  that  he  looks  pale  and  altered.  I 
hope  not  — at  least  I cannot  resist  praying  for  his  recovery.  I stay 
within  entirely;  the  season  is  now  over,  and  there  are  no  parties : 
but  I tremble  at  the  thought  of  meeting  him  even  in  the  Park  or  the 
Gardens.  Papa  talks  of  going  into  the  country  next  week.  I can- 
not tell  yon  how  eagerly  I look  forward  to  it , and  you  will  then 
come  and  see  me  — will  you  not,  dearest  Eleanor? 

“Ah!  what  happy  days  we  will  have  yet;  we  will  read  Italian 
together , as  we  used  to  do ; you  shall  teach  me  your  songs , and 
I will  instruct  you  in  mine : we  will  keep  birds  as  we  did  — let  me 
see  — eight  years  ago.  You  will  never  talk  to  me  of  my  folly: 
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let  that  be  as  if  it  had  never  been ; but  I will  wonder  with  you 
about  your  future  choice,  and  grow  happy  in  anticipating  your 
happiness.  Oh,  how  selfish  I was  some  weeks  ago  — then  I 
could  only  overwhelm  you  with  my  egotisms;  now,  Eleanor,  ills 
your  turn,  and  you  shall  see  how  patiently  I will  listen  to  your’s. 
Never  fear  that  you  can  be  too  prolix;  the  diffuser  you  are,  the 
easier  I shall  forgive  myself. 

‘‘Are  you  fond  of  poetry,  Eleanor?  I used  to  say  so,  but 
I never  felt  that  I was  till  lately.  I will  show  you  my  favourite 
passages , in  my  favourite  poets,  when  you  come  to  see  me.  Yon 
shall  see  if  your’s  correspond  with  mine.  I am  so  impatient  to 
leave  this  horrid  town , where  every  thing  seems  dull , yet  feverish 

— insipid,  yet  false.  Shall  we  not  be  happy  when  we  meet? 
If  your  dear  aunt  will  come  with  you,  she  shall  see  how  I (that  is, 
my  mind)  am  improved. 

“ Farewell , 

“Ever  your  most  affectionate, 
“F.  A.” 

CHAPTER  LXIX. 

Brave  Talbot,  vre  ivill  follow  thee. 

Jlenry  the  Sixth, 

“Mr  letter  insultingly  returned  — myself  refused  admittance 

— not  a single  inquiry  made  during  my  illness  — indifference  joined 
to  positive  contempt.  By  Heaven,  it  is  insupportable ! ” 

“My  dear  Clarence,”  said  Talbot,  to  his  young  friend , who, 
fretful  from  pain,  and  writhing  beneath  his  mortification,  walked 
to  and  fro  his  chamber,  with  a impatient  stride;  “my  dear  Cla- 
rence, do  sit  down,  and  not  irritate  your  wound  by  such  violent 
exercise.  I am  as  much  enraged  as  yourself  at  the  treatment  yon 
have  received,  and  no  less  at  a loss  to  account  for  it.  Tour  duel, 
however  unfortunate  the  event,  must  have  done  you  credit,  and 
obtained  you  a reputation  both  for  generosity  and  spirit;  so  that  it 
cannot  be  to  that  occurrence  that  yon  are  to  attribute  the  change. 
Let  ns  rather  suppose  that  Lady  Flora’s  attachment  to  you  has 
become  evident  to  her  father  and  mother  — that  they  naturally 
think  it  would  be  very  undesirable  to  marry  their  daughter  to  a man 
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^bose  family  ao.^(^  knows , and  whose  respectabiKty  be  is  forced 
into  figh^ng  ha  order  to  support.  Suffer  me  then  to  call  upon  Lady 
Wesiborough,  whom  I knew  many  years  ago,  ai^d  explain  your 
origin , as  wcH  as  your  relationship  to  me.” 

Linden  paused  irresolutely. 

“Were  I sure  Ihat  Lady  flora  was  not  utterly  influenced  by 
her  mother’s  worldly  views , I would  gladly  consent  to  your  pro- 
ppsal  — . but  — ” 

Fergive  me,  Clarence cried  Talbot;  “ but  you  really  argue 
much  more  like  a very  young  man  than  I ever  heard  you  do  before 
— e\pn  four  years  ago.  To  be  sure  Lady  Flora  is  influenced  by 
her  mother’s  views.  Would  you  have  her  otherwise?  Would  you 
have  her , in  defiance  of  alt  propriety , modesty , obedience  to  her 
parents , and  right  feeling  for  herself,  encourage  an  attachment  to 
a person  not  only  unknown,  but  who  does  not  even  condescend 
to  throw  off  the  incognito  to  the  woman  he  addresses?  Come, 
Clarence,  give  me  my  instructions , and  let  me  act  as  your  ambas- 
sador to-morrow.” 

Clarence  was  silent. 

“ I may  consider  it  settled  then , replied  Talbot:  “meanwhile 
you  shall  come  home  and  stay  with  me:  the  pure  air  of  the 
country , even  so  near  town , will  do  you  more  good  than  all  the 
doctors  in  London;  and,  besides,  you  will  thus  be  enabled  to 
escape  from  that  persecuting  Frenchwoman.” 

“In  what  manner?”  said  Clarence. 

“Why,  when  you  are  in  my  house,  she  cannot  well  take  up 
her  abode  with  you;  and  yon  shall,  while  I am  forwarding  your 
suit  with  Lady  Flora , write  a very  flattering,  very  grateful  letter  of 
excuses  to  Madame  la  Meronville.  But  leave  me  alone  to  draw 
ii  up  foB  you;  meanwhile,  let  Harrison  pack  up  your  clothes  and 
medicines,  and  we  will  effect  our  escape  while  Madame  la  Meron- 
ville yet  sleeps.” 

Clarence  rung  the  bell;  the  orders  were  given,  executed, 
and , in  less  than  an  hour,  he  and  his  friend  were  on  their  road  to 
Talbot’s  villa. 

As  they  drove  slowly  through  the  grounds  to  the  bouse,  Clarence 
was  sensibly  struck  with  the  quiet  and  stillness  which  breathed 
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around.  On  either  side  of  the  road,  the  honeysuckle  and  rose 
cast  their  sweet  scents  to  the  summer  wind , which , though  it  was 
^arcely  noon,  stirred  freshly  among  the  traes,  and  waved,  as  if 
it  breathed  a second  youth  ovoc  ’a^an  cheek  of  the  convalescent. 
The  old  servant’s  ear  had  caught  the  sound  of  wheels,  and  he 
came  to  the  door,  with  an  expression  of  quiet  delight  on  his  dry 
counteuance,  to  welcome  ip  h^  master.  They  had  lived  together 
for  so  many  years,  that  they  were  grown  like  one  another.  Indeed, 
the  veteran  valet  prided  hihtself  on  his  happy  adoption  of  his 
master’s  dress  and  manner,  A.  propd  (pan,  we  ween,  was  that 
domestic,  whenever  he  had  time  and  listeners  for  the  indulgence 
of  his  honest  loquacity;  mapy  an  ancient  tale  of  his  master’s 
former  glories  was  then  poured  from  his  unburthening  remem- 
br-ance.  With  what  a glow,  with  what  a racy  enjoyment  did  he 
expand  upon  the  triumphs  of  the  ppst;  bow  eloquently  did  he 
particularize  the  eaact  grace  with  which  young  Mr.  Talbot  was 
wont  to  enter  the  room , in  which  bo  instantly  became  the  cynosure 
of  ladies’  eyes;  bow  faithfully  did  ho  minute  the  courtly  dress, 
the  exquisite  choice  of  colour,  the  cpstly  splendour  of  material, 
which  were  the  envy  of  gentles,  and  the  despairing  wonder  of  their 
valets ; and  then  the  zest  with  which  the  good  old  man  woqld  cry-rr 
1 dressed  the  boy ! ” Even  still,  this  modern  Scipio  (Le  Sage’s 
Scipio , not  Rome’s)  would  ppt  hejieve  that  bis  master’s  sun  was 
utterly  set:  be  was  only  in  a temporary  retirement,  and  would, 
one  day  or  other,  reappear  and  reastonisb  the  London  world. 
“I  would  give  my  right  arm,”  Jasper  was  wont  to  say,  “to  see 
master  at  court.  How  fond  the  king  would  be  of  him.  — Ah ! 
well , well ; I wish  be  was  not  so  melanjcholy-like  with  his  books, 
but  would  go  out  like  other  people ! ” 

Poor  Jasper!  Time  is,  in  general,  a havsb  wizard  in  his 
transformations ; but  the  change  which  thou  didst  lament  so  bit- 
terly, was  happier  for  thy  inaster  than  all  bis  former  “palmy 
state”  of  admiration  and  homage.  “Nous  avons  recherche 
le  plaisir,”  says  Rousseau >.  in  one  of  bis  own  inimitable  anti- 
theses — “et  le  bonheur  a fui  loin  de  nous.”  But  in 
the  pursuit  of  pleasure,  we  pick  up  some  stray  flowers  of  wisdom, 
and  when  that  pursuit  is  over,  happiness  will  enmn  at  last  to  our 
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prayers,  and  help  us  to  extract  and  hive  the  honey  which  these 
flowers  will  afibrd  us. 

Talbot  leant  kindly  upon  his  servant’s  arm  as  he  descended 
from  the  carriage,  and  inquired  after  his  rheumatism  with  the 
anxiety  of  a friend.  The  old  housekeeper,  waiting  in  the  hall, 
next  received  bis  attention;  and  in  entering  the  drawing-room, 
with  that  consideration , even  to  animals,  which  his  worldly  bene- 
volence had  taught  him , he  paused  to  notice  and  caress  a large 
grey  cat  which  rubbed  herself  against  his  legs.  Doubtless  there  is 
some  pleasure  in  making  even  a grey  cat  happy ! 

Clarence  having  patiently  undergone  all  the  shrugs,  and  sighs, 
and  exclamations  of  compassion  at  his  reduced  and  wan  appearance, 
which  are  the  especial  prerogatives  of  ancient  domestics,  followed 
the  old  man  into  the  room.  Papers  and  books,  though  carefully 
dusted , were  left  scrupulously  in  the  places  in  which  Talbot  had 
last  deposited  them  — (incomparable  good  fortune ! what  would 
we  not  give  for  such  chamber  band-maidens !)  — fresh  flowers 
were  in  all  the  stands  and  vases;  the  large  library  chair  was 
jealously  set  in  its  accustomed  place,  and  all  wore,  to  Talbot’s 
eyes,  that  cheerful  yet  sober  look  of  welcome  and  familiarity  which 
makes  a friend  of  our  house. 

The  old  mao  was  in  high  spirits  — 

“I  know  not  how  it  is,”  said  he,  “but  I feel  younger  than 
ever!  You  have  often  expressed  a wish  to  see  my  family  seat  at 
Scarsdale : it  is  certainly  a great  distance  hence ; but  as  you  will 
be  my  compagnon  de  voyage,  I think  I will  try  and  crawl 
there  before  the  summer  is  over;  or,  what  say  you,  Clarence, 
shall  I lend  it  to  you  and  Lady  Flora  for  the  honey-moon?  — 
You  blush ! — A diplomatist  blush ! — Ah , how  the  world  has 
changed  since  my  time  I But  come , Clarence , suppose  yon  write 
to  La  Meronville?” 

“Not  to-day.  Sir,  if  yon  please,”  said  Linden,  “I  feel  so 
very  weak.” 

“As  you  please,  Clarence;  but  some  years  hence  you  will 
learn  the  value  of  the  present.  Youth  is  always  a procrastiuator, 
and,  consequently,  always  a penitent.”  And  thus  Talbot  ran 
on  into  a strain  of  conversation,  half  serious,  half  gay,  which 
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lusted  till  Clarence  went  up  stairs  to  lie  down  and  muse  on  Lady 
Flora  Ardenne. 


CHAPTER  L.  * 

La  yie  eit  un  lommeil.  — Lea  vieillarda  sent  eeax  dont  le  aom- 
meila^te  plua  long:  iU  ne  commencent  a ae  rdveiller  que  qiiand 
il  faut  monrir.  ” 

La  Bru^ire. 

“You  wonder  why  I have  never  turned  author,  with  my 
constant  love  of  literature,  and  my  former  desire  of  fame,”  said 
Talbot,  as  he  and  Clarence  sate  alone  after  dinner,  ‘discussing 
many  things:’  “the  fact  is,  that  1 have  often  intended  it,  and  as 
often  been  frightened  from  my  design.  Those  terrible  feuds  — 
those  vehement  disputes  — those  recriminations  of  petty  magni- 
ficent abuse,  so  inseparable  from  literary  life,  appear  to  me  too 
dreadful  for  a man  not  utterly  hardened  or  malevolent,  voluntarily 
to  encounter.  Good  Heavens ! what  acerbity  sours  the  blood  of 
an  author!  The  manifestos  of  opposing  generals,  advancing  to 
pillage,  to  born,  to  destroy,  contain  not  a tithe  of  the  ferocity 
which  animates  the  pages  of  literary  controversialists ! No  term 
of  reproach  is  too  severe,  no  vituperation  too  excessive!  — the 
blackest  passions,  the  bitterest , the  meanest  malice,  pour  caustic 
and  poison  upon  every  page ! It  seems  as  if  the  greatest  talents, 
the  most  elaborate  knowledge , only  sprung  from  the  weakest  and 
worst  regulated  mind,  as  exotics  from  dung.  The  private  records, 
the  public  works  of  men  of  letters,  teem  with  an  immitigable  fury ! 
Their  histories  might  all  be  reduced  into  these  sentences  — they 
were  boro  — they  quarrelled  — they  died ! ” 

“But,”  said  Clarence,  “ it  would  matter  little  to  the  world  if 
these  quarrels  were  conflned  merely  to  poets  and  men  of  imagina- 
tive literature , in  whom  irritability  is  perhaps  almost  necessarily 
allied  to  the  keen  and  quick  susceptibilities,  which  constitute  their 
genius.  These  are  more  to  be  lamented  and  wondered  at  among 
philosophers,  theologians,  and  men  of  science ; the  coolness,  the 
patience,  the  benevolence,  which  ought  to  characlerixe  their 
works , should  at  least  moderate  their  jealousy , and  soften  their 
disputes.” 
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“Ah!"  said  Talbot,  “but  the  vanity  of  discovery  is  no  less 
acute  than  that  of  creation : the  self-love  of  a philosopher  is  no  less 
self-love  than  that  of  a poet.  Besides , those  sects  the  most  sure 
of  their  opinions,  whether  in  religion  or  science,  are  always  the 
most  bigoted  and  persecuting.  Moreover,  nearly  all  men  deceive 
themselves  in  disputes,  and  imagine  that  they  are  intolerant,  not 
through  private  jealousy,  but  public  benevolence ; they  never  de- 
claim against  the  injustice  done  to  themselves  — no , it  is  the  ter- 
rible injury  done  to  society  which  grieves  and  inflames  them. 
It  is  not  the  bitter  eipressions  against  their  dogmas  which  gives 
them  pain : by  no  means;  it  is  the  atrocious  doctrines  — so  preju- 
dicial to  the  country,  if  in  politics  — so  pernicious  to  the  world,  if 
in  philosophy  — which  their  duty,  not  their  vanity , induces  them 
to  denounce  and  anathematize.  Look  at  Warbnrton’s  View  of  Lord 
Bolingbroke’s  Philosophy!  was  there  ever  such  a delusion  in  argu- 
ment? yet  that  delusion  blinded  his  own  mind  more  than  it  ever 
did  thatof  his  reader:  andthe  episcopal  champion,  no  doubt,  thought 
he  was  wonderfully  just,  when  he  was  only  wonderfully  abusive." 

“There  seems,’’  said  Clarence,  “to  be  a sort  of  reaction  in 
sophistry  and  hypocrisy;  there  has,  perhaps,  never  been  a de- 
ceiver who  was  not,  by  his  own  passions,  himself  the  deceived." 

“Very  true,”  said  Talbot;  “and  it  is  a pity  that  historians  have 
not  kept  ^at  fact  in  view;  we  should  then  have  had  a better  notion 
of  the  Cromwells  and  Mahomets  of  the  past,  than  we  have  now,  nor 
judged  those  as  utter  impostors  who  were  probably  half  dupes.  But 
to  return  to  myself.  I think  you  will  already  be  able  to  answer  your 
own  question , why  I did  not  turn  author,  now  that  we  have  given 
a momentary  consideration  to  the  penalties  consequent  on  such  a 
profession.  But  in  truth,  now  at  Ae  close  of  my  life,  I often  re- 
gret that  I had  not  more  courage,  for  there  is  in  us  all  a certain  rest- 
lessness in  the  persuasion,  whether  true  or  false,  of  superior  know- 
ledge or  intellect,  and  this  urges  us  on  to  the  proof;  or,  if  we  resist 
its  impulse , renders  us  discontented  with  our  idleness , and  dis- 
appointed with  the  past.  I have  every  thing  now  in  my  possession 
which  it  has  been  the  desire  of  my  later  years  to  enjoy:  health,  re- 
tirement, suceessftil  study,  and  the  affection  of  one  in  whose 
breast,  when  I am  gone,  my  memory  will  not  utterly  pass  away. 
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With  these  advantages , added  to  the  gifts  of  fofttine,  and  an  ha- 
bitual elasticity  of  spirit,  I confess  that  my  happiness  is  not  free 
from  a biting  and  frequent  regret;  I would  fain  have  been  a 
better  citizen;  I would  fain  have  died  in  the  consciousness,  not 
only  that  I had  improved  my  mind  to  the  utmost,  but  that  I 
had  turned  that  improvement  to  the  benefit  of  my  fellow-crea- 
tures. As  it  is,  in  living  wholly  fbr  myself,  I feel  that  my 
philosophy  has  wanted  generosity;  and  my  indifference  to  glory 
has  proceeded  from  a weakness , not,  as  I once  persuaded  myself, 
from  a virtue ; but  the  fruitlessness  of  my  existence  has  been  the 
consequence  of  the  arduous  frivolities  and  the  petty  objects  in 
which  my  early  years  were  consumed ; and  my  mind , in  losing  the 
enjoyments  which  it  formerly  possessed,  had  no  longer  the  vigour 
to  create  for  itself  a new  soil,  from  which  labour  it  could  only  hope 
for  more  valuable  fruits.  It  is  no  contradiction  to  see  those  who 
most  eagerly  courted  society  in  their  youth,  shrink  from  it  the  most 
sensitively  in  their  age;  for  they  who  possess  certain  advantages, 
and  are  morbidly  vain  of  them,  will  naturally  be  disposed  to  seek 
that  sphere  for  which  those  advantages  are  best  calculated ; and 
when  youth  and  its  concomitants  depart,  the  vanity  so  long  fed  still 
remains,  and  perpetually  mortifies  them  by  recalling  not  so  much 
the  qualities  they  have  lost,  as  the  esteem  which  accompanied  their 
possession ; and  by  contrasting  not  so  much  their  own  present  al- 
teration, as  the  change  they  experience  in  the  respect  and  con- 
sideration of  others.  What  wonder , then , that  they  eagerly  fly 
from  the  world,  which  has  only  mortification  for  their  self-love,  or 
that  we  find,  in  biography,  how  often  the  most  assiduous  votaries 
of  pleasure  have  become  the  most  rigid  of  recluses?  For  my  part, 
I think  that  that  love  of  solitude  which  the  ancients  so  eminently 
possessed , and  which , to  this  day , is  considered  by  some  as  the 
sign  of  a great  mind , nearly  always  arises  from  a tenderness  of  va- 
nity, easily  wounded  in  the  commerce  of  the  rough  world;  and 
that  it  is  from  disappointment  that  the  hermitage  is  wrought. 
Diderot  did  right,  even  at  the  risk  of  offending  Rousseau,  to  write 
against  solitude.  The  more  a moralist  binds  man  to  man , and 
forbids  us  to  divorce  our  interests  from  our  kind , the  more  effec- 
tually is  the  end  of  morality  obtained.  They  only  are  justifiable  in 
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seclusion  who,  like  the  Greek  philosophers,  make  that  very  seclu- 
sion the  means  of  serving  and  enlightening  their  race  — who  from 
their  retreats  send  forth  their  oracles  of  wisdom,  and  make  the  de- 
sert which  surrounds  them  eloquent  with  the  voice  of  truth.  But 
remember,  Clarence,  (and  let  my  life,  useless  in  itself,  have  at 
least  this  moral ,)  that  for  him  who  in  nowise  cultivates  bis  talent 
for  the  beneGt  of  others;  who  is  contented  with  being  a good 
hermit  at  the  expense  of  being  a bad  citizen ; who  looks  from  bis 
retreat  upon  a life  wasted  in  the  difficiles  nuge  of  the  most  fri- 
volous part  of  the  world,  nor  redeems  in  the  closet  the  time  he  has 
mis-spent  in  the  saloon;  remember,  that  for  him  seclusion  loses 
its  dignity,  philosophy  its  comfort,  benevolence  its  hope,  and 
even  reli^on  its  balm.  Knowledge , unemployed , will  preserve 
us  from  vice  — for  vice  is  but  another  name  for  ignorance  — but 
knowledge  employed  is  virtue.  Perfect  happiness , in  our 
present  state,  is  impossible;  for  Hobbes  says  justly,  that  our  na- 
ture is  inseparable  from  desires,  and  that  the  very  word  desire  (the 
craving  for  something  not  possessed)  implies  that  our  present  feli- 
city is  not  complete.  But  there  is  one  way  of  attaining  what  we  may 
term,  if  not  utter,  at  least  mortal  happiness ; it  is  this  — a sincere 
and  nnrelaxing  activity  for  the  happiness  of  others.  In  that  one 
maxim  is  concentrated  whatever  is  noble  in  morality , sublime  in 
religion,  or  unanswerable  in  truth.  In  that  pursuit  we  have  all 
scope  for  whatever  is  excellent  in  our  hearts,  and  none  for  the 
petty  passions  which  our  nature  is  heir  to.  Thus  engaged , what- 
ever be  our  errors , there  will  be  nobility , not  weakness  in  our  re- 
morse; whatever  our  failure,  virtue  not  selfishness  in  our  regret: 
and,  in  success,  vanity  itself  will  become  holy  and  triumph 
eternal.  As  astrologers  were  wont  to  receive  upon  metals , ‘ the 
benign  aspect  of  the  stars,  so  as  to  detain  and  fix,  as  it  were,  the 
felicity  of  that  hour  which  would  otherwise  be  volatile  and  fugitive,’ 
even  so  will  that  success  leave  imprinted  upon  our  memory  a bless- 
ing which  cannot  pass  away  — preserve  for  ever  upon  our  names, 
as  on  a signet,  the  hallowed  influence  of  the  hour  in  which  our 
great  end  was  efl’ected , and  treasure  up  ‘ the  relics  of  heaven  "’in 
the  sanctuary  of  a human  fame.” 

* Bacon  De  Augmentit  Scientiarinm. 
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As  the  old  man  ceased,  there  was  a faint  and  hectic  flush  over 
his  face,  an  enthusiasm  on  his  features,  which  age  made  almost 
holy,  and  which  Clarence  had  never  observed  there  before.  In 
truth,  his  young  listener  was  deeply  affected,  and  the  advice  of  his 
adopted  parent  was  afterwards  impressed  with  a more  awful  so- 
lemnity upon  his  remembrance.  Already  he  had  acquired  much 
wordly  lore  from  Talbot’s  precepts  and  conversation.  He  had  ob- 
tained even  something  better  than  worldly  lore  — a kindly  and  in- 
dulgent disposition  to  his  fellow-creatures ; for  he  had  seen  that 
foibles  were  not  inconsistent  with  generous  and  great  qualities,  and 
that  we  judge  wrongly  of  human  nature,  when  we  ridicule  its  little- 
ness. The  very  circumstances  which  make  the  shallow  misanthro- 
pical, incline  the  wise  to  be  benevolent.  Fools  discover  that  frailty 
is  not  incompatible  with  great  men,  they  wonder  and  despise ; but 
the  discerning  find  that  greatness  is  not  incompatible  with  frailty, 
and  they  admire  and  indulge. 

But  a still  greater  beneflt  than  this  of  toleration  did  Clarence 
derive  from  the  commune  of  that  night.  He  became  strengthened 
in  his  honourable  ambition,  and  nerved  to  unrelaxing  exertion. 
The  recollection  of  Talbot’s  last  words,  on  that  night,  occurred  to 
him  often  and  often , when  sick  at  heart,  and  languid  with  baffled 
hope ! — it  roused  him  from  that  gloom  and  despondency  which 
are  always  unfavourable  to  virtue,  and  incited  him  once  more  to 
that  labour  in  the  vineyard  which  , whether  our  hour  be  late  or 
early , will,  if  earnest  and  devoted , obtain  a blessing  and  reward. 

The  hour  was  now  waxing  late , and  Talbot , mindful  of  his 
companion’s  health,  rose  to  retire.  As  he  pressed  Clarence’s  hand 
and  bade  him  farewell  for  the  night.  Linden  thought  there  was 
something  more  than  usually  impressive  in  his  manner,  and  affec- 
tionate in  his  words.  Perhaps  this  was  the  natural  result  of  their 
conversation. 

The  next  morning,  Clarence  was  awakened  by  a noise.  He 
listened , and  heard  distinctly  an  alarmed  cry  proceeding  from  the 
room  in  which  Talbot  slept,  and  which  was  opposite  to  his  own. 
He  rose  hastily  and  hurried  to  the  chamber.  The  door  was  open, 
the  old  servant  was  bending  over  the  bed : Clarence  approached, 
and  saw  that  he  supported  his  master  in  his  arms.  Good  God!  ” 
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he  cried,  “what  is  the  matter?”  The  fafthftil  old  rttSn  lifted  up 
his  face  to  Clarence,  and  the  big  tears  rolled  fast  from  eyes,  in 
which  the  sources  of  such  emotion  were  well  nigh  dried  up. 

“ He  loved  you  well , Sir!"  he  said,  and  couW  say  no  more. 
He  dropped  the  body  gently,  and  throwing  himself  on  the  floor, 
sobbed  aloud.  With  a foreboding  and  chilled  heart,  Clarence  bent 
forward ; the  face  of  his  benefactor  lay  directly  before  him , and 
the  hand  of  death  was  upon  it.  The  soul  had  passed  to  its  account 
hours  since,  in  the  bush  of  night passed,  apparently,  without  a 
struggle  or  a pang,  like  the  wind.  Which  animates  the  harp  one 
moment , and  the  next  is  gone. 

Linden  seized  his  hand  — it  was  heavy  and  cold,  his  eye  rested 
upon  the  miniature  of  the  unfortunate  Lady  Merton , which , since 
the  night  of  the  attempted  robbery,  Taibbt  had  Worn  constantly 
round  his  neck.  Strange  and  powerful  was  the  contrast  of  the 
pictured  face , in  which  not  a colour  had  yet  faded , and  where 
the  hues,  and  fulness,  and  prime  of  youth  dwelt,  unconscious 
of  the  lapse  of  years , with  the  aged  and  shrunken  countenance 
of  the  deceased. 

In  that  contrast  was  a sad  and  mighty  moral;  it  wrought,  as 
it  were , a contract  between  youth  and  age , and  conveyed  a rapid, 
but  full  history  of  our  passions  and  our  life. 

The  servant  looked  up  once  more  on  the  countenance;  be 
pointed  towards  it,  and  muttered  — “See  — see!  howaWfuliyit 
is  changed ! ” 

“But  there  is  a smile  upon  it!"  said  Clarence,  as  he  flung 
himself  beside  the  body , and  burst  into  tears. 

CHAPTER  LI. 

Virtue  is  like  precious  odours,  most  fragrrmt  when  they  are  in- 
censed or  crushed;  for  prOsperil^  doth  best  discover  vied,  but 
adversity  doth  best  discover  virtue 

Bacon. 

It  is  somewhat  remarkable , that  while  Talbot  was  bequeathing 
to  Clarence,  as  the  most  valuable  of  legates,  the  dOCiilnes  of  a 
philosophy  he  had  acquired,  perhaps  too  late  to  practise,  Glcn- 


Digitized  by  Coogic 


273 


dower  was  carrying  those  very  doctrines,  so  far  as  his  limited 
sphere  would  allow,  into  the  rule  and  exercise  of  his  life. 

Since  the  death  of  the  bookseller , which  we  have  before  re- 
corded, Giendower  had  been  left  utterly  without  resource.  The 
others  to  whom  he  applied  were  indisposed  to  avail  themselves  of 
an  unknown  ability.  The  trade  of  book-making  was  not  then  as 
it  is  now,  and  if  it  had  been , it  would  not  have  suggested  itself 
to  the  high-spirited  and  unworldly  student.  Some  publishers 
offered,  it  is  true , a reward  tempting  enough  for  an  immoral  tale ; 
others  spoke  of  the  value  of  an  attack  upon  the  Americans;  one 
suggested  an  ode  to  the  minister,  and  another  hinted  that  a pen- 
sion might  possibly  be  granted  to  one  who  would  prove  extortion 
not  tyranny.  But  these  insinuations  fell  upon  a dull  ear , and  the 
tribe  of  Barabbas  were  astonished  to  find  that  an  author  could 
imagine  interest  and  principle  not  synonymous. 

Struggling  with  want,  which  hourly  grew  more  imperious  and 
urgent;  wasting  his  heart  on  studies  which  brought  fever  to  bis 
pulse , and  disappointment  to  bis  ambition ; gnawed  to  the  very 
soul  by  the  mortifications  which  his  poverty  gave  to  bis  pride ; and 
watching  with  tearless  eyes , but  a maddening  brain,  the  slender 
form  of  his  wife,  now  waxing  weaker  and  fainter,  as  the  canker 
of  disease  fastened  upon  the  core  of  her  young  but  blighted  life, 
there  was  yet  a high,  though,  alas!  not  constant  consolation 
within  him,  whenever  $ from  the  troubles  of  this  dim  spot  his 
thoughts  could  escape,  like  birds  released  from  their  cage,  and 
lose  themselves  in  the  might,  and  lustre,  and  freedom  of  their 
native  heaven. 

“ If  the  wind  scatter,  or  the  rock  receive ,”  thought  he,  as  lie 
looked  upon  his  secret  and  treasured  work,  “these  seeds,  they 
were  at  least  dispersed  by  a band  which  asked  no  selfish  return, 
and  a heart  which  would  have  lavished  the  harvest  of  its  labours 
upon  those  who  know  not  the  husbandman , and  trample  his  hopes 
into  the  dust.” 

But  by  degrees,  this  comfort  of  a noble  and  generous  nature, 
these  whispers  of  a vanity,  rather  to  be  termed  holy  than  excusable, 
began  to  grow  nnfrequent  and  low.  The  cravings  of  a more 
engrossing  and  heavy  want  than  those  of  the  mind,  came  eagerly 
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and  rapidly  upon  him ; the  fair  cheek  of  his  infant  became  pinched 
and  hollow;  his  wife  — (0  woman!  in  ordinary  cases  so  mere  a 
mortal,  bow,  in  the  great  and  rare  events  of  life,  dost  thou  swell 
into  the  angel !)  — bis  wife  conquered  nature  itself  by  love , and 
starved  herself  in  silence , and  set  bread  before  him  with  a smile, 
and  bade  him  eat. 

“But  you  — you?”  he  would  ask  inquiringly,  and  then  pause. 

“I  have  dined,  dearest:  I want  nothing;  eat,  love,  eat.” 

But  he  eat  not.  The  food  robbed  from  her  seemed  to  him  more 
deadly  than  poison ; and  he  would  rise , and  dash  his  band  to  his 
brow,  and  go  forth  alone,  with  nature  unsatisfied  to  look  upon 
this  luxurious  world , andlearn  content. 

It  was  after  such  a scene  that,  one  day,  be  wandered  forth 
into  the  streets , desperate  and  confused  in  mind , and  fainting 
with  hunger,  and  half  insane  with  fiery  and  wrong  thoughts, 
which  dashed  over  his  barren  and  gloomy  soul,  and  desolated, 
but  conquered  not!  It  was  evening:  he  stood  (for  he  had  strode 
on  so  rapidly,  at  first,  that  his  strength  was  now  exhausted,  and 
be  was  forced  to  pause),  leaning  against  the  railed  area  of  a house, 
in  a lone  and  unfrequented  street.  No  passenger  shared  the  dull 
and  obscure  thoroughfare.  He  stood,  literally,  in  scene  as  in 
heart,  solitary  amidst  the  great  city,  and  wherever  he  looked  — 
lo ! there  were  none ! 

“Two  days,”  said  he,  slowly  and  faintly,  “two  days,  and 
bread  has  only  once  passed  my  lips;  and  that  was  snatched  from 
her  — from  those  lips  which  I have  fed  with  swset  and  holy  kisses, 
and  whence  my  sole  comfort  in  this  weary  life  has  been  drawn. 
And  she  — ay,  she  starves  — and  my  child,  too.  They  complain 
not  — they  murmur  not — but  they  lilt  up  their  eyes  to  me  and  ask 
for — . Merciful  God!  thou  didst  make  man  in  benevolence; 
thou  dost  survey  this  world  with  a pitying  and  paternal  eye  — 
save,  comfort,  cherish  them,  and  crush  me  if  thou  wilt! 

At  that  moment  a man  darted  suddenly  from  an  obscure  alley, 
and  passed  Glendower  at  full  speed ; presently  came  a cry , and  a 
shout,  and  the  rapid  trampling  of  feet,  and,  in  another  moment, 
an  eager  and  breathless  crowd  nisned  upon  the  solitude  of  the 
street. 
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“Where  is  he?”  cried  a hundred  voices  to  Glendower  — 
“where  — which  road  did  the  robber  take?”  — But  Glendower 
could  not  answer;  his  nerves  were  unstrung,  and  bis  dizzy  brain 
swam  and  reeled : and  the  faces  which  peered  upon  him,  and  the 
voices  wiiich  shrieked  and  yelled  in  his  ear,  were  to  him  as  the 
forms  and  sounds  of  a ghastly  and  eltrich  world.  His  head  droop- 
ed upon  his  bosom  — be  clung  to  the  area  for  support  — the  crowd 
passed  on  — they  were  in  pursuit  of  guilt  — they  were  thirsting 
after  blood  — they  were  going  to  fill  the  dungeon  and  feed  the 
gibbet  — what  to  them  was  the  virtue  they  could  have  supported, 
or  the  famine  they  could  have  relieved?  But  they  knew  not  his 
distress,  nor  the  extent  of  his  weakness,  or  some  would  have 
tarried  and  aided,  for  there  is,  after  all,  as  much  kindness  as 
cruelty  in  our  nature;  perhaps  they  thought  it  was  only  some 
intoxicated  and  maudlin  idler  — or,  perhaps,  in  the  heat  of  their 
pursuit,  they  thought  not  at  all. 

So  they  rolled  on,  and  their  voices  died  away,  and  their  steps 
were  hushed,  and  Glendower,  insensible  and  cold  as  the  iron  he 
clung  to , was  once  more  alone.  Slowly  be  revived ; he  opened 
his  dim  and  glazing  eyes,  and  saw  the  evening  star  break  from  its 
chamber,  and,  though  sullied  by  the  thick  and  foggy  air,  scatter 
its  holy  smiles  upon  the  polluted  city. 

He  looked  quietly  on  the  still  night,  and  its  first  watcher  among 
the  hosts  of  heaven , and  felt  something  of  balm  sink  into  his  soul ; 
not,  indeed,  that  vague  and  delicious  calm  which , in  his  boyhood 
of  poesy  and  romance , he  bad  drank  in , by  green  solitudes , from 
the  mellow  twilight;  — but  a quiet,  sad  and  sober,  circling  gra- 
dually over  his  mind,  and  bringing  it  back  from  its  confused  and 
disordered  visions  and  darkness , to  the  recollection  and  reality  of 
his  bitter  life. 

By  degrees  the  scene  be  had  so  imperfectly  witnessed , the 
flight  of  the  robber,  and  the  eager  pursuit  of  the  mob,  grew  over 
him : a dark  and  guilty  thought  burst  upon  bis  mind. 

“lam  a man,  like  that  criminal,”  said  he,  fiercely.  “Ihave 
nerves,  sinews,  muscles,  flesh;  I feel  hunger,  thirst,  pain,  as 
acutely;  why  should  I endure  more  than  he  can?  Perhaps  he  had 
a wife  • - a child  — and  be  saw  them  starving  inch  by  inch , and 
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he  felt  that  he  ought  to  be  their  protector  — and  so  he  sinned. — 
And  I — I — can  I not  sin  too  for  mine?  can  I not  dare  what  the 
wild  beast,  and  the  vulture,  and  the  fierce  hearts  of  my  brethren 
dare  for  their  mates  and  young?  One  gripe  of  this  hand  — one 
cry  from  this  voice  — and  my  board  might  be  heaped  with  plenty, 
and  my  child  fed , and  she  smile  as  she  was  wont  to  smile  — for 
one  night  at  least.” 

And  as  these  thoughts  broke  upon  him , Glendower  rose,  and 
with  a step  firm,  even  in  weakness,  be  strode  unconsciously 
onward. 

A figure  appeared ; Glendower’s  heart  beat  thick.  He  slouched 
his  bat  over  his  brows,  and  for  one  moment  wrestled  with  his  pride 
and  his  stern  virtue;  the  virtue  conquered,  but  not  the  pride; 
and  even  the  office  of  the  suppliant  seemed  to  him  less  degrading 
than  that  of  the  robber.  He  sprung  forward , extended  bis  bands 
towards  the  stranger,  and  cried  in  a sharp  voice,  the  agony  of 
which  rung  through  the  long  dull  street  with  a sudden  and  echoless 
sound , “ Charity  — food ! ” 

The  stranger  paused  — one  of  the  boldest  of  men  in  his  own 
line,  he  was  as  timid  as  a woman  in  any  other;  mislaying  the 
meaning  of  the  petitioner,  and  terrified  by  the  vehemence  of  his 
gesture,  he  said,  in  a trembling  tone,  as  he  hastily  pulled  out 
his  purse  — 

“There,  there!  do  not  hurt  me  — take  it  — lakefill!” 

Glendower  knew  the  voice,  as  a sound  not  unfamiliar  to  him; 
his  pride,  that  grand  principle  of  human  action,  which  in  him, 
though  for  a moment  suppressed , was  unextinguisbable,  return- 
ed in  full  force.  “None,”  thought  be,  “who  know  me,  shall 
know  my  full  degradation  also.”  And  he  turned  away;  but  the 
stranger,  mistaking  this  motion,  extended  his  hand  to  him, 
saying,  “ Take  this,  my  friend — you  will  have  no  need  of  force ! ” 
and  as  he  advanced  nearer  to  bis  supposed  assailant,  he  beheld, 
by  the  pale  lamp-light,  and  instantly  recognised,  his  features. 

“Ah!”  cried  he,  in  astonishment,  but  with  internal  re- 
joicing — “ah ! is  it  yon  who  are  thus  reduced! " 

“You  say  right,  Cranford,”  said  Glendower,  sullenly,  and 
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drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height , “it  is//  but  you  are  mis- 
taken ; — I am  a beggar,  not  a ruffian ! ” 

“Good  Heavens!”  answered  Cranford;  “how  fortunate  that 
we  should  meet ! Providence  watches  over  us  unceasingly ! I have 
long'  sought  you  in  vain.  But”  — (and  here  the  wayward  malig- 
nity, sometimes,  though  not  always , the  characteristic  of  Crau- 
ford’s  nature,  irresistibly  broke  out) — “but  that  you,  of  all 
men,  should  suffer  so  — you,  proud,  susceptible,  virtuous 
beyond  human  virtue  — you , whose  fibres  are  as  acute  as  the 
naked  eye  — that  yon  should  hear  this,  and  wince  not!” 

“ You  do  my  humanity  wrong ! ” said  Glendower,  with  a bitter 
and  almost  ghastly  smile ; “ I do  worse  than  wince ! ” 

“Ay,  is  it  so ! ” said  Crauford : “have  you  awakened  at  last? 
Has  your  philosophy  taken  a more  impassioned  dye?” 

“Mock  me  not!”  cried  Glendower;  and  his  eye,  usually  soft 
in  its  deep  thoughtfulness,  glared  wild  and  savage  upon  the  hypo- 
crite, who  stood  trembling,  yet  half  sneering,  at  the  storm  he  had 
raised  — “my  passions  are  even  now  beyond  my  master}'  — loose 
them  not  upon  you ! ” 

“Nay,”  said  Cranford , gently,  “I  meant  not  to  vex  or  wound 
you.  I have  sought  you  several  times  since  the  last  night  we  met, 
but  in  vain ; you  had  left  your  lodgings , and  none  knew  whither. 
I would  fain  talk  with  you.  I have  a scheme  to  propose  to  you 
which  will  make  you  rich  for  ever  — rich  — literally  rich!  — not 
merely  above  poverty,  but  high  in  affluence ! ” 

Glendower  looked  incredulously  at  the  speaker,  who  con- 
tinued — 

“The  scheme  has  danger  — tha  ^ you  can  dare ! ” 

Glendower  was  still  silent;  but  his  set  and  stem  countenance 
was  sufficient  reply.  “Some  sacrifice  of  your  pride continued 
Crauford  — “that  also  you  can  bear!”  and  the  tempter  almost 
grinned  with  pleasure  as  he  asked  the  question. 

“He  who  is  poor,”  said  Glendower,  speaking  at  last,  “has 
a right  to  pride.  He  who  starves  has  it  too ; but  he  who  sees  those 
whom  he  loves  famish , and  cannot  aid,  has  it  not!” 

“Come  home  with  me,  then,”  said  Crauford;  “you  seem 
faint  and  weak;  nature  craves  food  — come  and  partake  of  mine 
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— we  will  then  talk  over  this  scheme , and  arrange  its  comple- 
tion.” 

“I cannot,”  answered Glendower,  quietly. 

“And  why?" 

“Because  they  starve  at  home!  ” 

“Heavens!”  said  Crauford , affected  for  a moment  into  since- 
rity — “it  is  indeed  fortunate  that  business  should  have  led  me 
here;  but,  meanwhile,  you  will  not  refuse  this  trifle  — as  a loan 
merely.  By  and  by  our  scheme  will  make  you  so  rich , that  I must 
be  the  borrower.” 

Glendower  did  hesitate  for  a moment  — he  did  swallow  a bit- 
ter rising  of  the  heart;  but  he  thought  of  those  at  home,  and  the 
struggle  was  over. 

“I  thank  you,”  said  he;  “I  thank  you  for  their  sake:  the 
time  may  come”  — and  the  proud  gentleman  stopped  short,  for 
his  desolate  fortunes  rose  before  him , and  forbade  all  hope  of  the 
future. 

“Yes!”  cried  Crauford,  “the  time  may  come  when  you  will 
repay  me  this  money  a hundred-fold.  But  where  do  you  live?  You 
are  silent.  Well,  you  will  not  inform  me  — I understand  you. 
Meet  me,  then,  here,  on  this  very  spot,  three  nights  hence  — 
you  will  not  fail?” 

“I  will  not,”  said  Glendower;  and  pressing  Cranford’s  hand 
with  a generous  and  grateful  warmth , which  might  have  softened 
a heartless  obdurate,  he  turned  away. 

Folding  his  arms , while  a bitter  yet  joyous  expression  crossed 
his  countenance , Crauford  stood  still , gazing  upon  the  retreating 
form  of  the  noble  and  unfortunate  man  whom  he  had  marked  for 
destruction. 

“ Now,”  said  he , “this  virtue  is  a fine  thing,  a very  fine  thing 
to  talk  so  loftily  about.  A little  craving  of  the  internal  juices , a 
little  pinching  of  this  vile  body,  as  your  philosophers  and  saints 
call  our  better  part,  and,  lo!  it  oozes  out  like  water  through  a 
leaky  vessel,  and  the  vessel  sinks!  No,  no;  virtue  is  a weak 
game , and  a poor  game , and  a losing  game.  Why,  there  is  that 
man,  the  very  pink  of  integrity  and  rectitude,  he  is  now  only 
wanting  temptation  to  fall  — and  he  will  fall,  in  a fine  phrase, 
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too,  I ’ll  be  sworn!  And  then,  having  once  fallen , there  will  be 
no  medium  — be  will  become  utterly  corrupt;  whUe  honest 
Dick  Cranford  doing  as  other  wise  men  do,  cheat  a trick  or  two,  in 
playing  with  fortune , without  being  a whit  the  worse  for  it.  Do  I 
not  subscribe  to  charities ; am  I not  constant  at  church,  ay,  and 
meeting  to  boot ; kind  to  my  servants,  obliging  to  my  friends,  loyal 
to  my  king?  ’Gad,  ifl  were  less  loving  to  myself,  I should  have 
been  far  less  useful  to  my  country ! And , now , now , let  me  see 
wbat  has  brought  me  to  these  filthy  sububs?  Ah,  Madam  H — . 
Woman,  incomparable  woman ! On,  Richard  Cranford,  thou  hast 
made  a good  night’s  work  of  it  hitherto ! — business  seasons  plea- 
sure ! ” and  the  villain  upon  system  moved  away. 

Glendower  hastened  to  his  home;  it  was  miserably  changed, 
even  from  the  humble  abode  in  which  we  last  saw  him.  The  un- 
fortunate pair  had  chosen  their  present  residence  from  a melancholy 
refinement  in  luxury;  they  had  chosen  it  because  none  else  shared 
it  with  them,  and  their  famine,  and  pride,  and  struggles,  and 
despair,  were  without  witness  or  pity. 

With  a heavy  step  Glendower  entered  the  chamber  where  his 
wife  sat.  When  at  a distance  be  had  heard  a faint  moan,  but  as 
he  had  approached,  it  ceased;  for  she,  from  whom  it  came,  knew 
his  step,  and  hushed  her  grief  and  pain , that  they  might  not  add, 
even  by  an  atom , to  his  own.  The  peevishness , the  querulous 
and  stinging  irritations  of  want,  came  not  to  that  affectionate  and 
kindly  heart;  nor  could  all  those  biting  and  bitter  evils  of  fate, 
which  tom  the  love  that  is  boro  of  luxury  into  rancour  and  gall, 
scathe  the  beautiful  and  holy  passion  which  had  knit  into  one  those 
two  unearthly  natures.  They  rather  clung  the  closer  to  each  other, 
as  all  things  in  heaven  and  earth  spake  in  tempest  or  in  gloom 
around  them,  and  coined  their  sorrows  into  endearment,  and  their 
looks  into  smiles,  and  strove  each  from  the  depth  of  despair,  to 
pluck  hope  and  comfort  for  the  other. 

This , it  is  true,  was  more  striking  and  constant  in  her  than  in 
Glendower!  for  in  love,  man,  be  he  ever  so  generous , Is  always 
outdone.  Yet  even  when  in  moments  of  extreme  passion  and  con- 
flict, the  strife  broke  from  his  breast  into  words,  never  once  was 
his  discontent  vented  upon  her,  or  bis  reproaches  lavished  on  any 
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bat  fortune  or  himself,  or  his  murmurs  mingled  with  a single 
breath  wounding  to  her  tenderness , or  detracting  from  his  love. 

He  threw  open  the  door;  the  wretched  light  cast  its  sickly  beams 
over  the  squalid  walls,  foul  with  green  damps , and  the  miserable 
yet  clean  bed , and  the  fireless  hearth , and  the  empty  board , and 
the  pale  cheek  of  the  wife,  as  she  rose  and  flung  her  arms  round 
his  neck,  and  murmured  out  her  joy  and  welcome.  “There,” 
said  he,  as  he  extricated  himself  from  her,  and  flung  the  money 
upon  the  table,  “there,  love,  pine  no  more,  feed  yourself  and 
our  daughter,  and  then  let  us  sleep  and  be  bappy  in  our  dreams.” 

A writer,  one  of  the  most  gifted  of  the  present  day,  has  told 
the  narrator  of  this  history,  that  no  interest  of  a high  nature  can  be 
given  to  extreme  poverty.  I know  not  if  this  be  true ; yet  if  I mis- 
take not  our  human  feelings,  there  is  nothing  so  exalted , or  so  di- 
vine, as  a great  and  brave  spirit  working  out  its  end  through  every 
earthly  obstacle  and  evil : watching  through  the  utter  darkness,  and 
steadily  defying  the  phantoms  which  crowd  around  it;  wrestling 
with  the  mighty  allurements,  and  rejecting  the  fearful  voices  of  that 
WANT  which  is  the  deadliest  and  surest  of  human  tempters ; nur- 
sing through  all  calamity  the  love  of  species,  and  the  warmer  and 
closer  affections  of  private  ties ; sacrificing  no  duty , resisting  all 
sin ; and  amidst  every  horror  and  every  humiliation , feeding  the 
still  and  bright  light  of  that  genius  which , like  the  lamp  of  the  fa- 
bulist, though  it  may  waste  itself  for  years  amidst  the  depths  of 
solitude,  and  the  silence  of  the  tomb,  shall  live  and  burn  im- 
mortal and  undimmed,  when  all  around  it  is  rottenness  and 
decay ! 

And  yet  I confess  that  it  is  a painful  and  bitter  task  to  record 
the  humiliations,  the  wearing,  petty,  stinging  humiliations , of 
Poverty;  to  count  the  drops  as  they  slowly  fall,  one  by  one,  upon 
tbe  fretted  and  indignant  heart ; to  particularize , with  the  scrupu- 
lous and  nice  band  of  indifference,  the  fractional  and  divided  move- 
ments in  the  dial-plate  of  Misery ; to  behold  the  refinement  of 
birth,  the  masculine  pride  of  blood,  the  dignities  of  intellect,  the 
wealth  of  knowledge , the  delicacy  and  graces  of  womanhood  — all 
that  ennoble  and  soften  the  stony  mass  of  common  places  which  is 
our  life , frittered  into  atoms , trampled  into  tbe  dust  and  mire  of 
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the  meanest  Iboroui^hrares  of  distress ; life  and  soul , the  energies 
and  aims  of  man,  ground  into  one  prostrating  want,  cramped  into 
one  levelling  sympathy  with  the  dregs  and  refuse  of  his  kind , blis- 
tered into  a single  galling  and  festering  sore:  this  is,  I own,  a 
painful  and  a bitter  task;  but  it  hath  its  redemption:  a pride  even 
in  debasement,  a pleasure  even  in  woe:  and  it  is  therefore  that 
while  I have  abridged , I have  not  shunned  it.  There  are  some 
whom  the  lightning  of  fortune  blasts,  only  to  render  holy.  Amidst 
all  that  humbles  and  scathes  — amidst  all  that  shatters  from  their 
life  its  verdure,  smites  to  the  dust  the  pomp  and  summit  of  their 
pride,  and  in  the  very  heart  of  existence  writeth  a sudden  and 
“strange  defeature,”  they  stand  erect,  — riven,  notnprooted, 
— a monument  less  of  pity  than  of  awe ! There  are  some  who, 
exalted  by  a spirit  above  all  casualty  and  woe,  seem  to  throw  over 
the  most  degrading  circumstance  the  halo  of  an  innate  and  con- 
secrating power;  the  very  things  which,  seen  alone,  are  despi- 
cable and  vile,  associated  with  them,  become  almost  venerable 
and  divine;  and  some  portion,  however  dim  and  feeble,  of  that 
intense  holiness  which,  in  the  Infant  God,  shed  majesty  over 
the  manger  and  the  straw,  not  denied  to  those  who,  in  the  depth 
of  affliction,  cherish  the  Angel  Virtue  at  their  hearts,  flings  over 
the  meanest  localities  of  earth  an  emanation  from  the  glory  of 
Heaven ! 


CHAPTER  LII. 

Letters  of  divers  hands,  which  will  absolve 
Onrselves  from  long  narration. 

Tanner  of  Tyhurn. 

Onk  morning,  about  a fortnight  after  Talbot’s  death,  Clarence 
was  sitting  alone,  thoughtful  and  melancholy,  when  the  three  fol- 
lowing letters  were  pot  into  bis  hand : — 

LETTER  I. 

FROM  THE  DUKE  OF  HAVERFIELD. 

“Let  me,  my  dear  Linden,  be  the  first  to  congratulate  you 
opon  your  accession  of  fortune:  five  thousand  a-year,  Scarsdale, 
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and  eighty  thousand  pounds  in  the  funds,  are  very  pretty  foes  to 
starvation!  Ah,  my  dear  fellow,  if  you  had  but  shot  that  frosty 
Caucasus’ of  humanity,  thatpillar  of  the  state,  made  not  to  bend, 
that  — but  yon  know  already  whom  I mean,  and  so  I will  spare  you 
more  of  my  lamentable  metaphors ; had  you  shot  Lord  Borodaile, 
your  happiness  would  now  be  complete.  Every  body  talks  of  your 
luck.  La  Meronville  tending  on  you  with  her  white  hands,  the 
prettiest  bands  in  the  world  — who  would  not  be  wounded,  even  by 
Lord  Borodaile,  for  such  a nurse?  And  then  Talbot’s  — yet,  I 
will  not  speak  of  th a t , for  you  are  very  unlike  the  present  genera- 
tion ; and  who  knows  but  you  may  have  some  gratitude,  some  af- 
fection, some  natural  feeling  in  you.  I bad  once;  but  that  was 
before  I went  to  France  — those  Parisians , with  their  fine  senti- 
ments, and  witty  philosophy,  play  the  devil  with  one’s  good  old 
fashioned  feelings.  So  Lord  Aspeden  is  to  have  an  Italian  mi- 
nistry. How  delightful  for  the  southern  rascals ! Will  h e not, 
like  their  own  autumns,  wither  and  chill  with  the  gentlest  air  ima- 
ginable? By-the-by,  shall  you  go  with  him,  or  will  you  not  rather 
stay  at  home,  and  enjoy  your  new  fortunes  — hunt  — race  — dine 
out  — dance  — vote  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and,  in  short,  do 
all  that  an  Englishman  and  a gentleman  should  do?  Ornamento 
e splendor  del  secol  nostro.  Let  me  have  the  reversion  of 
La  Meronville,  thatis,  if  she  will  be  reverted.  Writemealine 
whenever  you  have  nothing  better  to  do. 

“And  believe  me, 

“Most  truly  yours, 

“Haverfield. 

“Will  you  sell  your  black  mare,  or  will  you  buy  my  brown 
one?  Utrum  horum  mavis  accipe,  the  only  piece  of  Latin  1 
remember.” 


LETTER  FROM  LORD  ASPEDEN. 

“My  dear  Linden, 

“Suffer  me  to  enter  most  folly  into  your  feeling.  Death,  my 
friend,  is  common  to  all ; we  most  submit  to  its  dispensations.  I 
heard  accidentally  of  the  great  fortune  left  you  by  Mr.  Talbot, 
(yonr  father,  I suppose  I may  venture  to  call  him.}  Indeed, 
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though  there  is  a silly  prejudice  against  illegitimacy,  yet,  as  our 
immortal  bard  says, 

Wherefore  betel 

When  thy  dimentiont  are  at  well  compact. 

Thy  mind  at  generout  and  thy  thape  at  true 
At  honett  madam’t  iiinel 

For  my  part,  my  dear  Linden , I say,  on  your  behalf,  that  it  is 
very  likely  that  you  are  a natural  son,  for  such  are  always  the 
luckiest  and  the  best.  Ah!  we  who  are  ofthe  corps  diploma- 
tique, know  weH  how  to  turn  a compliment. 

“ Yon  have  probably  heard  of  the  honour  his  Majesty  has  con- 
ferred upon  me,  in  appointing  to  my  administration  the  city  of  — . 
As  the  choice  of  a secretary  has  been  left  to  me,  I need  not  say  how 
happy  I shall  be  to  keep  my  promise  to  you.  Indeed  as  I told 
Lord  — yesterday  morning,  I do  not  know  any  where  a young  man 
who  has  more  talent,  to  say  nothing  of  your  skill  on  the  flute.  But, 
my  dear  young  friend,  there  are  sad  whispers  about  your  morality 
and  your  acquaintance  with  that  notorious  Frenchwoman.  Now 
you  see.  Linden,  that  we,  who  know  les  usages  du  monde 
et  les  moeurs  de  la  cour,  we,  ofthe  corps  diplomatique, 
are  not  very  scrupulous  in  these  matters ; but  we  must  humour  the 
vulgar,  and  love,  as  our  illustrious  Shakspeare  says,  ‘wisely, 
not  too  well.’  A hint  will , I know , be  sufficient  to  a young  gen- 
tleman of  your  sense  and  discretion,  for  the  Swan  of  Avon  has  very 
prettily  sung,  ‘Thou  wast  a pretty  fellow,  when  thou  hadst  no 
need  to  care  for  her  frowning ; now  thou  art  an  O without  a figure ; 
I am  better  than  thou  art  now.  I am  a fool  — thou  art  nothing.’ 
“Adieu,  my  dear  young  friend ; you  will,  I know , appreciate 
Ibis  advice. 

“And  believe  me, 

“Very  truly  yours, 

“Aspeuen.” 


LETTER  FROM  MADAME  DE  LA  MERONTILLE. 
(Translated.) 

“You  have  done  me  wrong  — great  wrong.  I loved  you  — I 
waited  on  you  — tended  you  — nursed  you  — gave  ail  up  for  you ; 
and  you  forsook  me  — forsook  me  without  a word.  True,  that 
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you  have  been  engaged  in  a melancholy  duty,  but^  at  least,  yon 
bad  time  to  write  a line,  to  cast  a thon^t,  to  one  who  bad  shown 
for  you  the  love  that  I have  done.  But  we  will  pass  over  all  this ; 
I will  not  reproach  you  — it  is  beneath  me.  The  vicious  upbraid 
— the  virtuous  forgive!  I have,  for  several  days , left  your 
boose.  I should  never  have  come  to  it,  had  you  not  been  wounded, 
and,  as  I fondly  imagined , for  my  sake.  Return  when  you  will, 
I shall  no  longer  be  there  to  persecute  and  torment  you. 

“ Pardon  this  letter.  I have  said  too  much  for  myself  — a 
hundred  times  too  much  to  you;  but  I shall  not  sin  again.  This 
intrusion  is  my  last. 

*‘C^CIT.B  DB  LA  MrROKVILLE.** 


These  letters  will , probably , suffice  to  clear  np  that  part  of 
Clarence’s  history  which  had  not  hitherto  been  touched  upon ; they 
will  show  that  Talbot’s  will  (after  several  legacies  to  his  old  ser- 
vants, his  nearest  connexions,  and  two  charitable  institutions, 
which  he  bad  founded,  and  for  some  years  supported)  had  be- 
queathed the  bulk  of  his  property  to  Clarence.  The  words  in 
which  the  bequest  was  made,  were  kind  and  somewhat  remark- 
able. — “To  my  relation  and  friend,  commonly  known  by  the 
name  of  Clarence  Linden , to  whom  I am  bound  alike  by  blood  and 
affection ,”  &c.  — These  expressions , joined  to  the  magnitude  of 
the  bequest,  the  apparently  unaccountable  attachment  of  the  old 
man  to  his  heir,  and  the  mystery  which  wrapt  the  origin  of  the 
latter,  all  concurred  to  give  rise  to  an  opinion,  easily  received, 
and  soon  universally  accredited,  that  Clarence  was  a natural  son 
of  the  deceased ; and  so  strong  in  England  is  the  aristocratic  aver- 
sion to  an  unknown  lineage,  that  this  belief,  unflattering  as  it  was, 
procured  for  Linden  a mtrcb  higher  consideration , on  the  score  of 
birth , than  he  might  otherwise  have  enjoyed.  Furthermore  will 
the  above  correspondence  testify  the  general  4clat  of  Madame  La 
Meronville’s  attachment,  and  the  construction  naturally  put  upon 
it.  Nor  do  we  see  much  left  for  us  to  explain , with  regard  to  the 
Frenchwoman  herself,  which  cannot  equally  well  be  gleaned  by 
any  judicious  and  intelligent  reader,  from  the  epistle  last  honoured 
by  his  perusal.  Clarence’s  conscience  did , indeed , smite  him 
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severely,  for  bis  negligooce  aod  ill  requital  to  one,  who,  whatever 
her  faults  or  follies , had  at  least  doue  nothing  with  which  h e had 
a right  to  reproach  her.  Itiuust,  however,  be  considered , in  his 
defence , that  the  fatal  event  which  had  so  lately  occurred,  the 
relapse  which  Clarence  had  suffered  in  consequence , and  the  me- 
lancholy confusion  and  bustle  in  which  the  last  week  or  ten  days 
had  been  passed,  were  quite  sufficient  to  banish  her  from  his 
remembrance.  Still  shp  was  a woman,  aod  bad  loved,  or  seemed 
to  love;  and  Clarence,  as  be  wrote  to  her  along,  kind,  and  al- 
most brotherly  letter,  in  return  for  her  own,  felt  that,  in  giving 
pain  to  another,  one  often  suffers  as  much  for  avoiding  as  for  com- 
mitting a sin. 

We  have  said  bis  letter  was  kind  — it  was  also  frank,  and  yet 
prudent.  In  it  be  said  that  he  had  long  loved  another  — which 
love  alone  could  have  rendered  him  insensible  to  her  attachment; 
that  be,  nevertheless,  should  always  recall  her  memory  with  equal 
interest  and  admiration ; and  then , with  a tact  of  flattery  which 
the  nature  of  (he  correspondence  and  the  sex  of  the  person  address- 
ed rendered  excusable , he  endeavoured , as  far  as  he  was  able, 
to  soothe  aod  please  the  vanity  which  the  candour  of  his  avowal  was 
calculated  to  wound. 

When  he  had  finished  this  letter,  he  despatched  another  to 
Lord  Aspeden, claiming  a reprieve  of  somedays  before  be  answered 
the  proposal  of  the  diplomatist.  After  these  epistolary  efforts, 
he  summoned  his  valet , and  told  him , apparently  in  a careless 
tone,  to  find  out  if  Lady  Westborough  was  still  in  town.  Then 
throwing  himself  on  the  conch,  he  w'restled  with  the  grief  and 
melancholy  which  the  death  of  a friend , and  more  than  a father, 
might  well  cause  in  a mind  less  susceptible  than  his,  and  counted 
the  dull  hours  crawl  onward  tUI  bis  servant  returned.  “Lady  > 
Westborough  and  all  the  family  bad  been  gone  a week  to  fiieir  seat 
in  — ” 

“Well,”  thought  Clarence , “had  he  been  alive,  leouldbave 
entrusted  my  cause  to  a mediator;  as  it  Is , I will  plead,  or  rather 
assert  it,  myself.  — Harrison,”  said  he  aloud,  “see  that  my 
black  mare  is  ready  by  son-riseto-morrow;  I shall  leave  town  for 
some  days.” 
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Not  in  your  present  state  of  health , Sir , surely?”  said  Uar> 
rison , with  the  license  of  one  who  had  been  a nurse. 

“Allow  me  to  make  my  own  plans,”  answered  Clarence, 
haughtily.  “ See  that  I am  obeyed.”  And  Harrison,  wondering 
and  crest-fallen , left  the  room. 

“Rich,  independent,  free  to  aspire  to  the  heights  which  in 
England  are  only  accessible  to  those  who  join  wealth  to  ambition, 
I hare  at  least,”  said  Clarence , proudly,  “no  unworthy  preten- 
sions even  to  (he  hand  of  Lady  Flora  Ardenne.  If  she  can  love  me 
for  myself,  if  she  can  trust  to  my  honour,  rely  on  my  love,  feel 
proud  in  my  pride,  and  aspiring  in  my  ambition,  then,  indeed, 
this  wealth  will  be  welcome  to  me,  and  the  disguised  name,  which 
has  cost  me  so  many  mortifications , become  grateful , since  she 
will  not  disdain  to  share  it.” 

CHAPTER  LIU. 

A little  drnid  uight. 

Of  withered  aspect;  but  bis  eye  was  keen 

With  sweetness  mixed  — in  russet  brown  bedigbt. 

Thomson’s  Cattle  of  Indolenct. 

Thus  holding  high  discourse  , they  came  to  where 
The  cursed  carle  was  at  bis  wonted  trade , 

Still  tempting  heedless  men  into  his  snare. 

In  witching  wise,  as  1 before  have  said. 

Jhid. 

It  was  a fine , joyous  summer  morning  when  Clarence  set  out, 
alone,  and  on  horseback,  upon  bis  enterprise  of  love  and  adventure. 
If  there  be  anything  on  earth  more  reviving  and  inspiriting  than 
another,  it  is,  to  my  taste,  a bright  day,  a free  horse,  a journey 
of  excitement  before  one , and  loneliness ! — Rousseau  — in  his 
own  way , a great  though  rather  a morbid  epicure  of  this  world’s 
enjoyments  — talks  with  rapture  of  his  pedestrian  rambles  when 
in  his  first  youth.  Rut  what  are  your  foot-ploddings , your  ambu- 
lating rejoicings,  to  the  free  etherealities  which  our  courser’s  light 
bound  and  exultant  spurnings  of  the  dull  earth  bring  to  the  spirit! 
For  my  own  part,  I do  not  love  to  touch  the  sordid  clay,  the  mean 
soil , to  which  we  gravitate  — I do  not  love  that  the  mire,  and  the 
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dust,  and  the  stony  roughness  of  the  plebeian  and  vulgar  sod, 
whence  spring  all  the  fleshy  and  grovelling  particles  of  our  frames, 
should  weary  the  limbs  and  exhaust  the  strength  and  make  the  free 
blood  grow  languid  with  a coarse  fatigue.  If  we  must  succumb 
to  the  power  of  weariness , let  it  come  by  the  buoyant  and  rushing 
streams  of  the  air,  through  which  we  can  cleave  without  touching 
the  meaner  element  below ; let  it  come  by  the  continuity  of  con- 
quest over  the  noble  slave  we  have  mastered  to  our  will,  and  not 
by  the  measured  labour  of  planting  one  jaded  step  after  another 
upon  this  insensate  earth. 

But  there  are  times  when  an  iron  and  stern  sadness  locks,  as  it 
were,  within  itself  our  capacities  of  enjoyment;  and  the  song  of 
the  birds,  and  the  green  freshness  of  the  summer  morning,  and 
the  glad  motion  of  his  generous  steed , brought  neither  relief  nor 
change  to  the  musings  of  the  young  adventurer. 

He  rode  on  for  several  miles  without  noticing  any  thing  on  his 
road , and  only  now  and  then  testifying  the  nature  of  his  thoughts 
and  his  consciousness  of  solitude  by  brief  and  abrupt  exclamations 
and  sentences , which  proclaimed  the  melancholy  yet  exciting  sub- 
jects of  his  meditations.  During  the  heat  of  the  noon , he  rested 
at  a small  public  house  about  **  * * miles  from  town ; and  resolving 
to  take  his  horse  at  least  ten  miles  further  before  his  day’s  journey 
ceased,  he  remounted  towards  the  evening,  and  slowly  resumed 
his  way. 

He  was  now  entering  the  same  county  in  which  he  first  made 
his  appearance  in  this  history.  Although  several  miles  from  the 
spot  on  which  the  memorable  night  with  the  gipsies  had  been  pass- 
ed , his  thoughts  reverted  to  its  remembrance , and  he  sighed  as 
he  recalled  the  eager  hopes  which  then  fed  and  animated  his  heart. 
While  thus  musing,  he  heard  the  sound  of  hoofs  behind  him , and 
presently  came  by  a sober  looking  man , on  a rough , strong  pony, 
laden  (besides  its  master’s  weight)  with  saddle  bags  of  uncommon 
size,  and  to  all  appearance  substantially  and  artfully  filled. 

Clarence  looked,  and,  after  a second  survey,  recognised  the 
person  of  his  old  acquaintance  Mr.  Morris  Brown.  Not  equally 
reminiscent  was  the  worshipful  intinerant,  who,  in  the  great 
variety  of  forms  and  faces  which  it  was  his  professional  lot  to 
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encounter,  could  not  be  expected  to  preserve  a very  nice  or  dis- 
tinguishing recollection  of  each. 

“Your  servant,  Sir,  your  servant,”  said  Mr.  Brown,  as  he 
rode  his  pony  alongside  of  our  traveller.  “Are  you  going  as  far 
as  W — this  evening?” 

“I  hardly  know  yet,”  answered  Clarence;  “ the  length  of  my 
ride  depends  upon  my  horse  rather  than  myself.” 

“Oh,  well,  very  well,”  said  Mr.  Brown:  “but  you  will  allow 
me,  perhaps,  Sir,  the  honour  of  riding  with  you  as  far  as  you  go.” 

“You  give  me  much  gratification  by  your  proposal,  Mr. 
Brown ! ” said  Clarence. 

The  broker  looked  in  surprise  at  his  companion.  “So  yon 
know  me.  Sir!” 

“I  do,”  replied  Clarence.  “I  am  surprised  that  you  have 
forgotten  m e.” 

Slowly  Mr.  Brown  gazed , till  at  last  his  memory  began  to  give 
itself  the  rousing  shake  — “God  bless  me.  Sir,  I beg  you  a thou- 
sand pardons  — I now  remember  you  perfectly  — Mr.  Linden, 
the  nephew  of  my  old  patroness  Mrs.  Minden.  — Dear,  dear, 
how  could  I be  so  forgetful!  I hope,  by  the  by,  Sir,  that  the 
shirts  wore  well,  I am  thinking  you  will  want  some  more.  I have 
some  capital  cambric  of  curiously  fine  quality  and  texture,  from 
the  wardrobe  of  the  late  Lady  Waddilove.” 

“What,  Lady  Waddilove  still!”  cried  Clarence.  “Why, 
my  good  friend,  you  will  offer  next  to  furnish  me  with  pantaloons 
from  her  Ladyship’s  wardrobe.” 

“Why,  really.  Sir,  I see  you  preserve  your  fine  spirits ; but 
I do  think  I have  one  or  two  pair  of  plum-coloured  velvet  inex- 
pressibles , that  passed  into  my  possession  when  her  ladyship’s 
husband  died,  which  might,  perhaps,  with  a leetle  alteration,  fit 
you , and  at  all  events , wonld  be  a very  elegant  present  from  a 
gentleman  to  bis  valet.” 

“Well,  Mr.  Brown,  whenever  I or  my  valet  wear  plum- 
coloured  velvet  breeches , I will  certainly  purchase  those  in  your 
possession;  but,  to  change  the  subject , can  you  inform  me  what 
have  become  of  my  old  host  and  hostess , the  Copperasses , of 
Copperas  Bower?” 
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*‘0h.  Sir,  they  are  the  same  as  ever — nice  genteel  people 
they  are , too.  Master  Adolphns  has  grown  into  a fine  young  gen- 
tleman, very  nearly  as  tall  as  you  and /are.  His  worthy  father 
preserves  his  jovial  vein,  and  is  very  merry  whenever  I call  there. 
Indeed , it  was  but  last  week  that  be  made  an  admirable  witticism. 
‘ Bob ,’  said  he  — (Tom  — you  remember  Tom , or  De  Warens, 
as  Mrs.  Copperas  was  pleased  to  call  him  — Tom  is  gone)  — 
‘Bob,  have  you  stopt  the  coach?’  ‘Yes,  Sir,'  said  Bob.  ‘And 
what  coach  Is  it?”  asked  Mr.  Copperas.  ‘It  be  the  Swallow,  Sir,’ 
said  the  boy.  ‘The  Swallow!  oh,  very  well,”  cried  Mr.  Cop- 
peras; ‘ then , now , having  swallowed  in  the  roll , I will  e’en  roll 
in  the  Swallow ! ’ — Ha ! ha ! ha ! Sir,  very  facetious , was  it  not?” 

“Very,  indeed,”  said  Clarence;  “and  so  Mr,  Dc  Warens 
has  gone ;<  how  came  that?” 

“Why,  Sir,  you  see,  the  boy  was  always  of  a gay  turn, 
and  be  took  to  frisking  it,  as  he  called  it,  of  a night,  and  so  he 
was  taken  up  for  thrashing  a watchman , and  appeared  before  Sir 
John , the  magistrate , the  next  morning.” 

“Caractacus  before  Cesar!”  observed  Linden;  “and  what 
said  Cesar?” 

“ Sir ! ” said  Mr.  Brown. 

“I  mean,  what  said  Sir  John?” 

“Oh!  he  asked  him  his  name,  and  Tom,  whose  head  Mrs. 
Cbpperas  (poor  good  woman!)  had  crammed  with  pride  enough 
for  fifty  foot-boys,  replied,  ‘De  Warens,’  with  all  the  air  of  a 
man  of  independence.  ‘De  Warens!’  cried  Sir  John,  amazed, 
‘ we  ’ll  have  no  De ’s  here ; take  him  to  Bridewell ! ’ and  so  Mrs. 
Copperas,  being  withont  a foot-boy,  sentfoime,  and  I supplied 
her  — with  Bob!” 

“Out  of  the  late  Lady  Waddilove’s  wardrobe  too?”  said 
Clarence. 

“Ha,  ha!  that ’s  well,  very  well.  Sir.  No,  not  exactly, 
but  he  was  a son  of  her  late  ladyship’s  coachman.  Mr.  Copperas 
has  had  two  other  servants  of  the  name  of  Bob  before,  but  this  is 
the  biggest  of  all , so  he  humorously  calls  him  ‘Triple  Bob  Major! 
You  observe  that  road  to  the  right.  Sir  — it  leads  to  the  mansion 
of  an  old  customer  of  mine,  General  Cornelius  St.  Lcger!  many 
TA«  Di$9iontd.  \ 9 
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a good  bargain  have  I sold  to  his  sister,  HeaTen  rest  her!  — 
when  she  died,  1 lost  a good  friend , tboagh  she  was  a little  hot  or 
so,  to  be  sure.  But  she  had  a relation,  a young  lady  — such  a 
lovely,  noble  looking  creature  — it  did  one’s  heart,  ay,  and  one’s 
eyes  also , good  to  look  at  her ; and  she’s  gone  too  — well , well, 
one  loses  one’s  customers  sadly;  it  makes  me  feel  old  and  com- 
fortless to  think  of  it.  Now,  yonder,  as  far  as  yon  can  see  among 
those  distant  woods , lived  another  friend  of  mine , to  whom  I 
offered  to  make  some  very  valuable  presents  upon  his  marriage 
with  the  young  lady  I spoke  of  just  now,  but,  poor  gentleman, 
he  had  not  time  to  accept  them ; he  lost  his  property  by  a lawsuit, 
a few  months  after  be  was  married , and  a very  different  person 
DOW  has  Mordaunt  Court.” 

“Mordaunt  Court!”  cried  Clarence;  *‘doyou  mean  to  say 
that  Mr.  Mordaunt  has  lost  that  property?” 

“Why,  Sir,  one  Mr.  Mordaunt  has  lost  it,  and  another  has 
gained  it:  but  the  real  Mr.  Mordaunt  has  not  an  acre  in  this  county 
or  elsewhere , I fear,  poor  gentleman.  He  is  universally  regretted, 
for  be  was  very  good  and  very  generous , though  Uiey  say  he  was 
also  mighty  proud  and  reserved ; but , for  ray  part , I never  per- 
ceived it.  If  one  is  not  proud  one’s  seif,  Mr.  linden , one  is  very 
little  apt  to  be  hurt  by  pride  in  other  people.” 

“And  where  Is  Mr.  Mordaunt?”  asked  Clarence,  as  he  re- 
called his  interview  with  that  person,  and  the  interest  with  which 
Algernon  then  inspired  him. 

“That,  Sir,  is  more  than  any  of  us  can  say.  He  has  disap- 
peared altogether.  Some  declare  that  he  has  gone  abroad,  others 
that  he  is  living  in  Wales  in  the  greatest  poverty.  However,  where- 
ver he  is,  I am  suie  that  he  cannot  be  rich ; for  the  lawsuit  quite 
ruined  him , and  the  young  lady  he  married  had  not  a farthing.” 
“Poor  Mordaunt,”  said  Clarence,  musingly. 

“I  think , Sir,  that  the  squire  would  not  be  best  pleased  if  he 
heard  you  pity  him.  I don ’t  know  why , but  he  certainly  looked. 
Walked , and  moved  like  one  whom  yon  felt  it  very  bard  to  pity. 
But  I am  thinking  that  it  is  a great  shame  that  the  general  should 
not  do  any  thing  for  Mr.  Mordannt’s  wife , for  she  was  his  own 
flesh  and  blood;  and  I am  sure  be  had  no  cause  to  be  angry  at 
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her  marrying  a gentleman  of  such  old  family  as  Mr.  Mordaurit.  I 
am  a great  stickler  for  birth,  Sir  — I learnt  that  from  the  late  Lady 
W.  ‘Brown,’  she  said,  and  I shall  never  forget  her  ladyship’s 
air  when  she  did  say  it,  ‘Brown,  respect  your  superiors,  and 
never  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  republicans  and  atheists ! ’ ” 

“And  why,”  said  Clarence,  who  was  much  interested  in 
Mordaunt’s  fate,  “did  General  St.  Leger  withhold  his  consent?” 
“That  we  don’t  exactly  know.  Sir;  but  some  say,  that  Mr. 
Mordaunt  was  very  high  and  proud  with  the  general,  and  the 
general  was , to  the  full , as  fond  of  his  purse  as  Mr.  Mordaunt 
could  be  of  his  pedigree  — and  so,  I suppose,  one  pride  clashed 
against  the  other,  and  made  a quarrel  between  them.” 

“Would  not  the  general,  then,  relent  after  the  marriage?” 
“Oh ! no , Sir  — for  it  was  a runaway  affair.  Miss  Diana  St. 
Leger,  bis  sister,  was  as  hot  as  ginger  upon  it,  and  fretted  and 
worried  the  poor  general,  who  was  never  of  the  mildest,  about 
the  match,  till  at  last  he  forbade  the  poor  young  lady’s  very  name 
to  be  mentioned.  And  when  31iss  Diana  died  about  two  years  ago, 
he  suddenly  introduced  a tawny  sort  of  cretur,  whom  they  call 
a mulatto  or  creole , or  some  such  thing , into  the  boose ; and  it 
seems  that  he  has  bad  several  children  by  her,  whom  he  never 
durst  own  during  Miss  Diana’s  life , but  whom  he  now  declares  to 
be  his  heirs.  Well  — they  rule  him  with  a rod  of  iron , and  suck 
him  as  dry  as  an  orange.  They  are  a bad , griping  set,  all  of  them ; 
and,  I am  sure,  I don’t  say  so  from  any  selGsh  feeling,  Mr. 
Linden , though  they  have  forbid  me  the  house , and  called  me, 
to  my  very  face , an  old  cheating  Jew.  Think  of  that,  Sir ! — I, 
whom  the  late  Lady  W.  in  her  exceeding  friendship , used  to  call 
‘ honest  Brown  ’ — I whom  your  worthy  — ” 

“And  who ,”  uncourteously  interrupted  Clarence , “ has  Mor- 
daunt Court  now?” 

“Why , a distant  relation  of  the  last  squire’s , an  elderly  gen- 
tleman who  calls  himself  Mr.  Yavasour  Mordaunt.  I am  going 
there  to-morrow  morning,  for  I still  keep  up  a connexion  with  the 
family.  Indeed  the  old  gentleman  bought  a lovely  little  ape  of  me, 
which  I did  intend  ns  a present  to  the  late  (as  I may  call  him) 
Mr.  Mordaunt;  so,  though  I will  not  say  1 exactly  like  him  — he 
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Is  a hard  hand  at  a bargain  — yet  at  least  I will  not  deny  him  his 
due.” 

“ What  sort  of  person  is  he?  What  character  does  he  bear?” 
asked  Clarence. 

“I  really  find  it  hard  to  answer  that  qnestion,”  said  the  gos- 
sipping Mr.  Brown.  In  great  things  he  is  very  lavish  and  osten- 
tatious, but  in  small  things  he  is  very  penurious  and  saving,  and 
miser-like  — and  all  for  one  son , who  is  deformed  and  very  sickly. 
He  seems  to  doat  on  that  boy ; and  now  I have  got  two  or  three 
little  presents  in  these  bags  for  Mr.  Henry.  God  forgive  me , but 
when  I look  at  the  poor  creature,  with  his  face  all  drawn  up , and 
his  sour,  ill-tempered  voice , and  his  limbs  crippled,  I almost 
think  it  would  be  better  if  he  were  in  his  grave , and  the  rightful 
Mr.  Mordaunt,  who  would  then  be  the  next  of  kin , in  bis  place.” 
“So  then,  there  is  only  this  unhappy  cripple  between  Mr. 
Mordaunt  and  the  property?”  said  Clarence. 

“ Exactly  so.  Sir.  But  will  you  let  me  ask  where  you  shall  put 
up  at  W — ? I will  wait  upon  you,  if  you  will  give  me  leave, 
with  some  very  curious  and  valuable  articles,  highly  desirable 
either  for  yourself  or  for  little  presents  to  your  friends.” 

“I  thank  you,”  said  Clarence , “ I shall  make  no  stay  at  W — , 
but  I shall  be  glad  to  see  you  in  town  next  week.  Favour  me, 
meanwhile , by  accepting  this  trifle.” 

“Nay,  nay,  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Brown , pocketing  the  money  — 
“ I really  cannot  accept  this  — any  thing  in  the  way  of  exchange  — 
a ring,  ora  seal,  or — ” 

“No,  no,  not  at  present,”  said  Clarence;  “the  night  is  co- 
ming on,  and  I shall  make  the  best  of  my  way.  Goodbye,  Mr. 
Brown;”  and  Clarence  trotted  off;  but  he  had  scarce  got  sixty 
yards  before  he  heard  the  itinerant  merchant  cry  out  — “Mr.  Lin- 
den, Mr.  Linden!”  and  looking  back,  he  beheld  the  honest 
Brown  putting  his  shaggy  pony  at  full  speed , in  order  to  overtake 
him : so  be  pulled  up. 

“Well,  Mr.  Brown,  what  do  you  want?” 

“Why,  you  see.  Sir,  you  gave  me  no  exact  answer  about  the 
plum-coloured  velvet  inexpressibles,”  said  Mr.  Brown. 
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CPHAPTER  LIV. 

Are  'wt  contemned! 

The  double  JUartiage. 

It  was  dusk  when  Clarence  arrived  at  the  very  same  inn  at 
which,  more  than  five  years  ago,  he  had  assumed  his  present 
name.  As  he  recalled  the  note  addressed  to  him,  and  the  insigni- 
ficant sum  (his  whole  fortune)  which  it  contained,  he  could  not 
help  smiling  at  the  change  his  lot  had  since  then  undergone : but 
the  smile  soon  withered  when  he  thought  of  the  kind  and  paternal 
hand  from  which  that  change  had  proceeded,  and  knew  that  his 
gratitude  was  no  longer  availing,  and  that  that  hand,  in  pouring 
its  last  favours  upon  him,  had  become  cold.  He  was  ushered  into 
No.  Four,  and  left  to  his  meditations  till  bed  time. 

The  next  day  be  recommenced  bis  journey.  Westborough 
Park  was,  though  in  another  county,  within  a short  ride  of  W — ; 
but  as  he  approached  it,  the  character  of  the  scenery  became 
essentially  changed.  Bare,  bold,  and  meagre,  the  features  of 
the  country  bore  somewhat  of  a Scottish  character.  On  the  right 
side  of  the  road  was  a precipitous  and  perilous  descent,  and  some 
workmen  were  placing  posts  along  a path  for  foot-passengers  on 
that  side  nearest  the  carriage-road,  probably  with  a view  to  pre- 
serve unwary  coachmen  or  equestrians  from  the  dangerous  vicinity 
to  the  descent,  which  a dark  night  might  cause  them  to  incur. 
As  Clarence  looked  idly  on  the  workmen,  and  painfully  on  the 
crumbling  and  fearful  descent  I have  described , be  little  thought 
that  that  spot  would , a few  years  after,  become  the  scene  of  a ca- 
tastrophe affecting  in  the  most  powerful  degree  the  interests  of  his 
future  life.  Our  young  traveller  put  up  his  horse  at  a small  inn, 
bearing  the  Westborough  arms , and  situated  at  a short  distance 
from  the  park  gales.  Now  that  he  was  so  near  his  mistress  — now 
that  less  than  an  honr,  nay,  than  the  fourth  part  of  an  hour, 
might  place  him  before  her,  and  decide  his  fate , his  heart,  which 
bad  hitherto  sustained  him , grew  faint,  and  presented,  first  fear, 
then  anxiety,  and,  at  last,  despondency  to  his  imagination  and 
forebodings. 

“At  all  events,”  said  he,  “I  will  see  her  alone  before  I will 
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confer  with  her  artful  and  proud  mother , or  her  cipher  of  a father. 
I will  then  tell  her  all  my  history , and  open  to  her  all  my  secrets : 
I will  only  conceal  from  her  my  present  fortunes , for  even  if  ru- 
mour should  have  informed  her  of  them , it  will  be  easy  to  give  the 
report  no  sanction ; I have  a right  to  that  trial.  When  she  is  con- 
vinced that,  at  least,  neither  my  birth  nor  character  can  disgrace 
her,  I shall  see  if  her  love  can  enable  her  to  overlook  my  supposed 
poverty,  and  to  share  my  uncertain  lot.  If  so,  there  will  be  some 
triumph  in  undeceiving  her  error  and  rewarding  her  generosity : if 
not,  I shall  be  saved  from  involving  my  happiness  with  that  of  one 
who  looks  only  to  my  worldly  possessions.  I owe  it  to  her,  it  is 
true,  to  show  her  that  I am  no  low-born  pretender;  but  I owe  it 
also  to  myself  to  ascertain  if  my  own  individual  qualities  are  suffi- 
cient to  gain  her  band.” 

Fraught  with  these  ideas , which  were  natural  enough  to  a man 
whose  peculiar  circumstances  were  well  calculated  to  make  him 
feel  rather  soured  and  suspicious,  and  whose  pride  had  been  se- 
verely wounded  by  the  contempt  with  which  his  letter  had  been 
treated  — Clarence  walked  into  the  park , and , hovering  around 
the  house,  watched  and  waited  that  opportunity  of  addressing 
Lady  Flora , which  he  trusted  her  habits  of  walking  would  afford 
him;  but  hours  rolled  away,  the  evening  set  in,  and  Lady  Flora 
had  not  once  quitted  the  house. 

More  disappointed  and  sick  at  heart  than  he  liked  to  confess, 
Clarence  returned  to  his  inn , took  his  solitary  meal , and  strolling 
once  more  into  the  park,  watched  beneath  the  windows  till  mid- 
night, endeavouring  to  guess  which  weie  the  casements  of  her 
apartments,  and  feeling  his  heart  beat  high  at  every  light  which 
flashed  forth,  and  disappeared,  and  every  form  which  flitted 
across  the  windows  of  the  gteat  staircase,  Little  did  Lady  Flora, 
as  she  sat  in  her  room  alone , and , in  tears,  mused  over  Clarence’s 
fancied  worthlessness  and  infidelity,  and  told  her  heart  again  and 
again  that  she  loved  no  more  — little  did  she  know  whose  eye  kept 
vigils  without,  or  whose  feet  brushed  away  the  rank  dews  beneath 
her  windows,  or  whose  thoughts,  though  not  altogether  unmingled 
with  repioach,  were  rivetted  with  all  the  ardour  of  a young  and 
first  love  upon  her. 
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It  was  uofortuDate  for  Linden  that  he  had  no  opportanity  of 
personally  pleading  his  suit ; his  altered  form  and  faded  counte- 
nance would  at  least  have  insured  a hearing  and  an  interest  for  his 
honest  though  somewhat  haughty  sincerity;  hut  though  that  day, 
and  the  next,  and  the  next,  were  passed,  in  the  most  anxious  and 
unremitting  vigilance,  Clarence  only  once  caught  a glimpse  of 
Lady  Flora , and  then  she  was  one  amidst  a large  party ; and  Cla- 
rence , fearful  of  a premature  and  untimely  discovery,  was  forced 
to  retire  into  the  thicknesses  of  the  park,  and  lose  the  solitary 
reward  of  his  watches  almost  as  soon  as  he  had  won  it. 

Wearied  and  racked  by  his  suspense,  and  despairing  of  obtain- 
ning  any  favourable  opportunity  for  an  interview,  without  such  a 
request,  Clarence  at  last  resolved  to  write  to  Lady  Flora,  en- 
treating her  assent  to  a meeting , in  which  he  pledged  himself  to 
clear  up  all  that  had  hitherto  seemed  doubtful  in  his  conduct  or 
mysterious  in  his  character.  Though  respectful,  urgent,  and 
bearing  the  impress  of  truth  and  feeling , the  tone  of  the  letter  was 
certainly  that  of  a man  who  conceived  he  had  a right  to  a little  re- 
sentment for  the  past,  and  a little  confidence  for  the  future.  It 
was  what  might  well  be  written  by  one  who  imagined  his  affection 
had  once  been  returned,  but  would  as  certainly  have  been  deemed 
very  presumptuous  by  a lady  who  thought  that  the  affection  itself 
was  a liberty. 

Having  penned  this  epistle , the  next  care  was  how  to  convey  it. 
After  much  deliberation , it  was  at  last  committed  to  the  care  of  a 
little  girl,  the  daughter  of  the  lodge-keeper,  whom  Lady  Flora 
thrice  a week  personally  instructed  in  the  mysteries  of  spelling, 
reading,  and  calligraphy.  With  many  injunctions  to  deliver  the 
letter  only  to  the  hands  of  the  beautiful  teacher,  Clarence  trusted 
his  dispatches  to  the  little  scholar,  and,  with  a trembling  frame, 
and  wistful  eye,  watched  Susan  take  her  road,  with  her  green 
satchel  and  her  shining  cheeks,  to  the  great  house. 

One  hour,  two  hours,  three  hours,  passed,  and  the  messen- 
ger had  not  returned.  Restless  and  impatient,  Clarence  walked 
back  to  his  ion , and  had  not  been  there  many  minutes  before  a 
servant,  in  the  Westhorough  livery,  appeared  at  the  door  of  the 
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humble  hostel,  and  left  the  following  letter  for  his  persual  and 
gratification. 

“Sir, 

“The  letter  intended  for  my  daughter,  has  jnst been  given  to 
me  by  Lady  Westorough.  I know  not  what  gave  rise  to  the 
language,  or  the  very  extraordinary  request  for  a clandestine  meet- 
ing, which  you  have  thought  proper  to  address  to  Lady  Flora 
Ardenne;  but  yon  will  allow  me  to  observe,  that  if  you  intend  to 
confer  upon  my  daughter  the  honour  of  a matrimonial  proposal, 
she  folly  concurs  with  me  and  her  mother  in  the  negative  which  I 
feel  necessitated  to  put  upon  your  obliging  offer. 

“I  need  not  add  that  all  correspondence  with  my  daughter 
must  close  here.  I have  the  honour  to  be , 

“ Sir, 

“ Your  very  obedient  servant , 

“Westborough.” 

“ Westborough  Park. 

“To  Clarence  Linden , Esq.” 

Had  Clacence’s  blood  been  turned  to  fire , his  veins  could  not 
have  swelled  and  burnt  with  a fiercer  heat  than  they  did,  as  he  read 
the  above  letter  — a masterpiece,  perhaps,  in  the  line  of  what  may 
be  termed  the  “ d—  d civil  ” of  epistolary  favours. 

“ Insufferable  arrogance ! he  muttered  within  his  teeth.  “I 
will  live  to  repay  it.  Perfidious,  unfeeling  woman  — what  an 
escape  I have  bad  of  her ! — Now , now,  I am  on  the  world,  and 
alone,  thank  Heaven.  I will  accept  Aspeden's  offer,  and  leave 
this  country;  when  I return , it  shall  not  be  as  a humble  suitor  to 
Lady  Flora  Ardenne.  Pish ! how  the  name  sickens  me : but 
come,  I have  a father  — at  least  a nominal  one.  He  is  old  and 
weak , and  may  die  before  I return.  I will  see  him  once  more, 
and  then,  heigh  for  Italy!  Oh!  I am  so  happy  — so  happy  at 
my  freedom  and  escape.  What,  ho!  — waiter  — my  horse  in- 
stantly 1” 
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CHAPTER  LV. 

tmer.  — What  ha*  thjr  father  done  I 
Uemt.  — What  have  1 donet 
Ami  not  innocent  I 

T/i«  Cenci. 

The  twilight  was  darkening  slowly  over  a room  of  noble  di- 
mensions, and  costly  fashion.  Although  it  was  the  height  of 
summer,  alow  fire  burnt  in  the  grate ; and,  stretching  his  hands 
over  the  feeble  flame , an  old  man,  of  about  siity , sate  in  an  arm 
chair,  curiously  carved  with  armorial  bearings.  The  dim,  yet 
fitful  flame , cast  its  upward  light  upon  a countenance , stern, 
haughty,  and  repellant,  where  the  passions  of  youth  and  manhood 
had  dug  themselves  graves  in  many  an  iron  line  and  deep  furrow: 
the  forehead , though  high , was  narrow  and  compressed  — the 
brows  sullenly  overhung  the  eyes , and  the  nose , which  was  sin- 
gularly prominent  and  decided,  age  had  sharpened,  and  brought 
out,  as  it  were,  till  it  gave  a stubborn  and  very  forbidding  expres- 
sion to  the  more  sunken  features  over  which  it  rose  with  exagger- 
ated dignity.  Two  bottles  of  wine , a few  dried  preserves,  and  a 
water  glass , richly  chased , and  ornamented  with  gold , showed 
that  the  inmate  of  the  apartment  had  passed  the  hour  of  the  princi- 
pal repast,  and  bis  loneliness  at  a time  usually  social , seemed  to 
indicate  that  few  olive  branches  were  accustomed  to  overshadow 
bis  table. 

The  windows  of  the  dining-room  reached  to  the  ground , and 
without,  the  closing  light  just  enabled  one  to  see  a thick  copse  of 
wood,  which,  at  a very  brief  interval  of  turf,  darkened  immediately 
opposite  the  house.  While  the  old  man  was  thus  bending  over 
the  fire  and  conning  bis  evening  contemplations , a figure  stole 
from  the  copse  I have  mentioned , and  approaching  the  window, 
looked  pryingly  into  the  apartment;  then  with  a noiseless  hand  it 
opened  the  spring  of  the  casement,  which  was  framed  on  a peculiar 
and  old-fashioned  construction,  that  required  a practised  and 
familiar  touch  — entered  the  apartment,  and  crept  on , silent  and 
unperceived  by  the  inhabitant  of  the  room,  till  it  paused  and  stood 
motionless,  with  folded  arms,  scarce  three  steps  behind  the  high 
back  of  the  old  man’s  chair. 
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In  a few  nolnutes  the  latter  moved  from  his  position,  and  slowly 
rose ; the  abruptness  with  which  he  turned,  brought  the  dark  figure 
of  the  intruder  full  and  suddenly  before  him : he  started  back,  and 
cried  in  an  alarmed  tone  — “Who  is  there?" 

The  stranger  made  no  reply. 

. The  old  man,  in  a voice  in  which  anger  and  pride  mingled  with 
fear , repeated  the  question.  The  figure  advanced , dropped  the 
cloak  in  which  it  was  wrapt,  and  presenting  the  features  of  Cla 
rence  Linden,  said,  in  a low  but  clear  tone, 

“Your  son.” 

The  old  man  dropped  his  hold  of  the  bell  rope,  which  he  had 
just  before  seized , and  leaned  as  if  for  support  against  the  oak 
wainscoat;  Clarence  approached. 

“Yes!”  said  he,  mournfully,  “your  unfortunate,  your  of- 
fending, but  your  guiltless  son.  More  than  five  years  I have  been 
banished  from  your  house;  I have  been  thrown,  while  yet  a boy, 
without  friends , without  guidance,  without  name,  upon  the  wide 
world,  and  to  the  mercy  of  chance.  I come  now  to  you  as  a man, 
claiming  no  assistance  and  uttering  no  reproach , but  to  tell  you 
that  him  whom  an  earthly  father  rejected , God  has  preserved ; that 
without  one  unworthy  or  debasing  act,  I have  won  for  myself  the 
friends  who  support,  and  the  wealth  which  dignifies  life,  since  it 
renders  it  independent.  Through  all  the  disadvantages  I have 
struggled  against,  I have  preserved,  unimpaired  my  honour,  and 
unsullied  my  conscience;  you  have  disowned , but  you  might  have 
claimed  me  without  shame.  Father,  these  hands  are  clean ! ” 

A strong  and  evident  emotion  shook  the  old  man’s  frame.  He 
raised  himself  to  his  full  height,  which  was  still  tall  and  com- 
manding, and  in  a voice,  the  natural  harshness  of  which  was 
rendered  yet  more  repellant  by  passion,  replied,  “Boy!  your 
presumption  is  insufferable.  What  to  me  is  your  wretched  fate? 
Go  — go  — go  to  your  miserable  mother;  find  her  out  — claim 
kindred  there;  live  together,  toil  together,  rot  together;  but  come 
not  to  me ! — disgrace  to  my  bouse  — ask  not  admittance  to  my 
affections ; the  law  may  give  you  my  name , but  sooner  would  I be 
torn  piece-meal  than  own  your  right  to  it.  If  you  want  money, 
name  the  sum,  take  it;  cut  up  my  fortune  to  shreds —>  seize  my 
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properly  - revel  on  it — but  come  not  here.  This  house  is 
sacred;  pollute  it  not:  I disown  you;  1 discard  you;  I — ay, 
I detest  — I loathe  you ' ” 

And  with  these  words,  which  came  forth  as  if  heaved  from  the 
inmost  heart  of  the  speaker,  who  shook  with  the  fury  he  endea- 
voured to  stifle,  he  fell  back  into  bis  chair,  and  fixed  his  eyes, 
which  glared  fearfully  through  the  increasing  darkness,  upon 
Linden,  who  stood,  high,  erect,  and  sorrowfully  before  him. 

“Unhappy  old  man!”  said  Clarence;  “have  not  the  years 
which  have  seared  your  form  and  whitened  your  locks,  brought 
some  meekness  to  your  rancour,  some  mercy  to  your  injustice , for 
one  whose  only  crime  against  you  seems  to  have  been  his  birth. 
But  I said  I came  not  to  reproach  — nor  do  I.  Many  a bitter  hour, 
many  a pang  of  shame,  and  mortification,  and  misery,  which 
have  made  scars  in  my  heart  that  will  never  wear  away,  my  wrongs 
have  cost  me  — but  let  them  pass.  Let  them  not  swell  your  future 
and  last  account  whenever  it  be  required.  I am  about  to  leave  this 
country,  with  a heavy  and  foreboding  heart;  we  may  never  meet 
again  on  earth.  I have  no  longer  any  wish , any  chance  of  resuming 
the  name  you  have  deprived  me  of.  I shall  never  thrust  myself  on 
your  relationship,  or  cross  your  view.  Lavish  your  wealth  upon 
him  whom  you  have  placed  so  immeasurably  above  me  in  your 
alTections.  But,  I have  not  deserved  your  curse , father;  give  me 
your  blessing,  and  let  me  depart  in  peace.” 

“Peace ! and  what  peace  have  I had?  what  respite  from  gnaw- 
ing shame , the  foulness  and  leprosy  of  humiliation  and  reproach, 
since  — since — ? But  this  is  not  your  fault , you  say:  no,  no  — 
it  is  another’s;  and  you  are  only  the  mark  of  my  stigma , my  dis- 
grace, not  its  perpetrator.  Ha!  a nice  distinction,  truly.  My 
blessing,  you  say!  Come,  kneel;  kneel,  boy,  and  have  it!" 

Clarence  approached,  and  stood  bending  and  bare-headed  be- 
fore his  father,  but  he  knelt  not. 

“ Why  do  you  not  kneel?”  cried  the  old  man , vehemently. 

“It  is  the  attitude  of  the  injurer,  not  of  the  injured!”  said 
Clarence,  firmly. 

“Injured ! — insolent  reprobate  — is  it  not  I who  am  injured? 
Du  you  not  read  it  in  my  brow  — here,  here?”  and  the  old  man 
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struck  his  clenched  hand  violently  against  his  temples.  “Was  1 
not  injured**  — (he  continued,  sinking  his  voice  into  a key  unna- 
turally low)  — “ did  I not  trust  implicitly?  — did  I not  give  up  my 
heart  without  suspicion?  — was  I not  doped  deliciously?  — was  I 
not  kind  enough,  blind  enough,  fool  enough  — and  was  I not 
betrayed  — damnably,  iilthily  betrayed?  But  that  was  no  injury. 
Was  not  my  old  age  turned  into  a drought,  a sapless  tree , a poi- 
soned spring?  — were  not  my  days  made  a curse  to  me , and  my 
nights  a torture?  — was  I not,  am  I not,  a mock,  and  a bye- 
word,  and  a miserable,  impotent,  unavenged  old  man?  Injured! 

— But  this  is  no  injury ! — Boy,  boy,  what  are  your  wrongs  to 
mine ! ’* 

“Father!”  cried  Clarence,  deprecatingly,  “I  am  not  the 
cause  of  your  wrongs . is  it  just  that  the  innocent  should  suffer  for 
the  guilty?** 

“ Speak  not  in  that  voice ! ” cried  the  old  man  — “ that  voice ! 

— lie,  lie  on  it.  Hence!  away!  — away,  boy!  — why  tarry  you? 

— My  son,  and  have  that  voice? — Pooh,  you  are  not  my  son. 
Ha,  ha!  — my  son!” 

“What  am  I,  then?”  said  Clarence,  soothingly;  for  he  was 
shocked  and  grieved , rather  than  irritated , by  a wrath  which  par- 
took so  strongly  of  insanity. 

“ I will  tell  you ,”  cried  the  father  — “ I will  tell  you  what  you 
are  — you  are  my  curse ! ” 

“Farewell!”  said  Clarence,  much  agitated,  and  retiring  to 
the  window  by  which  he  had  entered;  “ may  your  beait  never  smite 
you  for  your  cruelty ! Farewell ! — may  the  blessing  you  have 
withheld  from  me  be  with  you ! ” 

“Stop!  — stay!”  cried  the  father;  for  his  fury  was  checked 
for  one  moment,  and  his  nature,  flerce  as  it  was , relented:  but 
Clarence  was  already  gone,  and  the  miserable  old  man  was  left 
alone  to  darkness,  and  solitude,  and  the  passions  which  can  make 
a hell  of  the  human  heart! 
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CHAPTER  LVI. 

Sed  quae  praeclara,  et  proipera  tanti, 

Ut  rebus  laetis  par  sit  mensura  roalorum. 

Juvenal. 

We  are  now  transported  to  a father  and  a son  of  a very  different 
stamp. 

It  was  aboDt  the  hour  of  one,  p.  m.,  when  the  door  of  Mr. 
Vavasour  Mordaunt’s  study  was  thrown  open,  and  the  servant 
announced  Mr.  Brown. 

“Your  servant,  Sir  — your  servant,  Mr.  Henry,”  said  the 
itinerant,  howing  low  to  the  two  gentlemen  thus  addressed.  The 
former,  Mr.  Vavasour  Mordaunt , might  he  about  the  same  age  as 
Linden’s  father.  A shrewd,  sensible,  ambitious  man  of  the  world, 
he  had  made  his  way  from  the  stale  of  a younger  brother , with  no 
fortune  and  very  little  interest,  to  considerable  wealth,  besides 
the  property  he  had  acquired  by  law,  and  to  a degree  of  considera- 
tion for  general  influence  and  personal  ability,  which , considering 
he  bad  no  official  or  parliamentary  rank,  very  few  of  his  equals 
enjoyed.  Persevering,  steady,  crafty,  and  possessing,  to  an 
eminent  degree,  that  happy  art  of  ‘canting’  which  is  the  great 
secret  of  earning  character  and  consequence  in  England , the  rise 
and  reputation  of  Mr.  Vavasour  Mordaunt  appeared  less  to  be 
wondered  at  than  envied;  yet,  even  envy  was  only  for  those  who 
could  not  look  beyond  the  surface  of  thiugs.  He  was  at  heart  an 
anxious  and  unhappy  man.  The  evil  we  do  in  the  world  is  often 
paid  back  in  the  bosom  of  home.  Mr.  Vavasour  Mordaunt  was, 
like  Crauford , what  might  be  termed  a mistaken  utilitarian : he 
had  lived  utterly  and  invariably  for  self;  but  instead  of  uniting 
self-interest  with  the  interest  of  others,  he  considered  them  as 
perfectly  incompatible  ends.  But  character  was  among  the  greatest 
of  all  objects  to  him ; so  that,  though  he  had  rarely  deviated  into 
what  might  fairly  be  termed  a virtue,  he  had  never  transgressed 
what  might  rigidly  be  called  a propriety.  He  had  not  the  genius, 
the  wit,  the  moral  audacity  of  Crauford:  he  could  not  have  in- 
dulged iu  one  offence  with  impunity,  by  a mingled  courage  and 
hypocrisy  in  veiling  others  — he  was  the  slave  of  the  formula  which 
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Crauford  subjugated  to  himself.  He  was  only  so  far  resembling 
Cranford , as  one  man  of  the  world  resembles  another  in  selKsh- 
ness  and  dissimulation:  he  could  be  dishonest,  not  villanous, 
much  iess  a villain  upon  system.  He  was  a canter,  Crauford  a 
hypocrite:  his  uttered  opinions  were,  like  Cranford’s,  differing 
from  his  conduct;  but  he  believed  the  truth  of  the  former  even 
while  sinning  in  the  latter : he  canted  so  sincerely  that  the  tears  came 
in  his  eyes  when  he  spoke.  Never  was  there  a man  more  exemplary 
in  words:  people  who  departed  from  him  went  away  impressed 
with  the  idea  of  an  excess  of  honour  — a plethora  of  conscience. 
“It  was  almost  a pity,”  said  they,  “that  Mr.  Vavasour  was  so 
romantic;”  and  thereupon  they  named  him  as  executor  to  their 
wills,  and  guardian  to  their  sons.  None  but  he  could , in  carrying 
the  iawsuit  against  Mordaunt,  have  lost  nothing  in  reputation  by 
success.  But  there  was  something  so  specious,  so  ostensibly  fair 
in  his  manner  and  words , while  he  was  ruining  Mordaunt,  that  it 
was  impossible  not  to  suppose  he  was  actuated  by  the  purest  mo- 
tives, the  most  holy  desire  for  justice  — not  for  himself,  he  said, 
for  he  was  old,  and  already  rich  enough , — but  for  his  son ! From 
that  son  came  the  punishment  of  ali  his  offences  — the  black  drop 
at  the  bottom  of  a bowl,  seemingly  so  sparkling.  To  him,  as  the 
father  grew  old,  and  desirous  of  quiet.  Vavasour  had  transferred 
all  his  selfishness,  as  if  to  a securer  and  more  durable  firm.  The 
child,  when  young,  had  been  singularly  handsome  and  intelligent; 
and  Vavasour,  as  he  toiled  and  toiled  at  his  ingenious  and  grace- 
ful cheateries,  pleased  himself  with  anticipating  the  importance 
and  advantages  the  heir  to  his  labours  would  enjoy.  For  that  son 
he  certainly  had  persevered  more  arduously  than  otherwise  he 
might  have  done  in  the  lawsuit,  of  the  justice  of  which  he  better 
satisfied  the  world  than  his  own  breast;  for  that  son  he  rejoiced  as 
he  looked  atound  the  stately  halls  and  noble  domain  from  which 
the  rightful  possessor  had  been  driven;  for  that  son  he  extended 
economy  into  penuriousness , and  hope  into  anxiety ; and , too  old 
to  expect  much  more  from  the  world  himself,  for  that  son  he  anti- 
cipated , with  a wearing  and  feverish  fancy,  whatever  wealth  could 
purchase,  beauty  win,  or  intellect  command. 

But  as  if,  like  the  Castle  of  Otranto , there  was  something  in 
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Mordaunt  Court  which  contained  a penalty  and  a doom  for  the 
usurper,  no  sooner  had  Yavasour  possessed  himself  of  his  kins- 
man’s estate,  than  the  prosperity  of  his  life  dried  and  withered 
away,  like  Jonah’s  gourd , in  a single  night.  His  son,  at  the  age 
of  thirteen,  fell  from  a scaffold,  on  which  the  workmen  were  ma- 
king some  extensive  alterations  in  the  old  house , and  became  a 
cripple  and  a valetudinarian  for  life.  But  still  Vavasour,  always 
of  a sanguine  temperament,  cherished  a hope  that  surgical  assis- 
tance might  restore  him  : from  place  to  place , from  professor  to 
professor , from  quack  to  quack , he  carried  the  unhappy  hoy , and 
as  each  remedy  failed , he  was  only  the  more  impatient  to  devise  a 
new  one.  But  as  it  was  the  mind  as  well  as  person  of  his  son  in 
which  the  father  had  stored  up  his  ambition ; so , in  despite  of 
this  fearful  accident,  and  the  wretched  health  by  which  it  was 
followed , Vavasour  never  suffered  his  son  to  rest  from  the  tasks, 
and  tuitions,  and  lectures  of  the  various  masters  by  whom  he  was 
surrounded.  The  poor  boy,  it  is  true,  deprived  of  physical  ex- 
ertion, and  naturally  of  a serious  and  applicative  disposition, 
required  very  little  urging  to  second  his  father’s  wishes  for  bis 
mental  improvement;  and  as  the  tutors  were  all  of  the  orthodox 
university  calibre , who  imagine  that  there  is  no  knowledge  (but 
vanity)  in  any  other  works  than  those  in  which  their  own  education 
has  consisted ; so  Henry  Vavasour  became  at  once  the  victor  and 
victim  of  Bentleys  and  Scaligers,  word-weighers  and  metre- 
scanners  , till , utterly  ignorant  of  every  thing  which  could  have 
softened  his  temper,  dignihed  his  misfortunes,  and  reconciled 
him  to  his  lot,  he  was  sinking  fast  into  the  grave,  soured  by  inces- 
sant pain  into  morosity,  envy,  and  bitterness;  exhausted  by  an 
unwholesome  and  useless  application  to  unprofitable  studies;  an 
excellent  scholar  (as  it  is  termed) , with  the  worst  regulated  and 
worst  informed  mind  of  almost  any  of  bis  cotemporaries  equal  to 
himself  in  the  advantages  of  ability,  original  goodness  of  disposition 
and  the  costly  and  profuse  expenditure  of  education. 

But  the  vaiu  father,  as  be  heard,  on  all  sides,  of  his  son’s 
talents , saw  nothing  sinister  in  their  direction ; and  though  the 
poor  boy  grew  daily  more  contracted  in  mind,  and  broken  in 
frame , Vavasour  yet  hugged  more  and  more  closely  to  his  breast 
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the  hope  ofnltimate  cure  for  the  latter,  and  Aitare  glory  for  the 
former.  So  he  vent  on  heaping  money , and  extending  acres,  and 
planting,  and  improving,  and  building,  and  hoping,  and  anti- 
cipating, for  one  at  whose  very  feet  the  grave  was  already  dug ! 

But  we  left  9(r.  Brown  in  the  study,  making  his  bow  and  pro- 
fessions of  service  to  Mr.  Vavasour  Mordaunt  and  his  son. 

“Good  day,  honest  Brown,”  said  the  former,  a middle 
sized  and  rather  stout  man , with  a well  powdered  head , and  a 
sharp,  shrewd,  and  very  sallow  countenance;  “good  day — have 
you  brought  any  of  the  foreign  liqueurs  yon  spoke  of,  for  Mr. 
Henry?” 

“Yes,  Sir,  I have  some  curiously  filne  eau  d’ or  and  liqueurs 
des  ties,  besides  the  marasquino  and  curacoa.  The  late 
Lady  Waddilove  honoured  my  taste  in  these  matters  with  her 
especial  approbation.  ” 

“My  dear  boy,”  said  Vavasour , turning  to  his  son , who  lay 
extended  on  the  couch , reading,  n o t the  Prometheus,  (that  most 
noble  drama  ever  created,)  but  the  notes  upon  it  — “my 
dear  boy,  as  you  are  fond  of  liqueurs,  I desired  Brown  to  get 
some  peculiarly  fine ; perhaps  — ” 

“Pish!”  said  the  son,  fretfully  interrupting  him,  “do,  1 
beseech  you,  take  your  hand  off  my  shoulder.  See  now,  you  have 
made  me  lose  my  place.  I really  do  wish  you  would  leave  me  alone 
for  one  moment  in  the  day.  ” 

“I  beg  your  pardon,  Henry,”  said  the  father,  looking  re- 
verently on  the  Greek  characters  which  his  son  preferred  to  the 
newspaper.  “It  is  very  vexatious,  I own;  but  do  taste  these 
liqueurs.  Dr.  Lukewarm  said  you  might  have  every  thing  you 
liked—” 

“But  quiet!”  muttered  the  cripple. 

“I  assure  you.  Sir,”  said  the  wandering  merchant,  “that  they 
are  excellent;  allow  me,  Mr.  Vavasour  Mordaunt,  to  ring  for  a 
corkscrew.  I really  do  think.  Sir,  that  Mr.  Henry  looks  much 
better  — I declare  he  has  quite  a colour.” 

“No,  indeed!”  said  Vavasour,  eagerly.  “Well,  it  seems 
to  me,  too,  that  be  is  getting  better.  I intend  him  to  try  Mr. 
E—’s  patent  collar,  in  a day  or  two;  but  that  will  in  some  measure 
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prevent  his  reading.  A great  pity ; for  I am  very  anxious  that  he 
should  lose  no  time  in  his  studies  just  at  present.  He  goes  to 
Cambridge  in  October.” 

“Indeed , Sir.  Well,  he  will  set  the  town  in  a blaze,  I guess, 
Sir ! Every  body  says  what  a One  scholar  Mr.  Henry  is  — even  in 
the  servants'  ball?" 

“Ay,  ay,”  said  Vavasour,  gratihed  even  by  this  praise , “he 
is  clever  enough , Brown ; and , what  is  more ,”  ( and  here  Vava- 
sour's look  grew  sanctified, ) “ he  is  good  enough.  His  principles 
do  equal  honour  to  his  head  and  heart.  He  would  be 
no  son  of  mine  if  he  were  not  as  much  the  gentleman  as  the 
scholar.” 

The  youth  lifted  his  heavy  and  distorted  face  from  his  book, 
and  a sneer  raised  his  lip  for  a moment;  but  a sudden  spasm  of 
pain  seizing  him , the  expression  changed,  and  Vavasour,  whose 
eyes  were  fixed  upon  him , hastened  to  bis  assistance. 

“Throw  open  the  window.  Brown;  ring  the  bell  — call  — ” 

“Pooh,  father,”  cried  the  boy,  with  a sharp,  angry  voice, 
“lam  not  going  to  die  yet,  nor  faint  either ; but  it  is  all  your  fault. 
If  you  will  have  those  odious,  vulgar  people  here  for  your  own 
pleasure , at  least  suffer  me , another  day , to  retire.  ” 

“My  son,  my  son!”  said  the  grieved  father,  in  reproachful 
anger,  “it  was  my  anxiety  to  give  you  some  trifling  enjoyment 
that  brought  Brown  here  — you  must  be  sensible  of  that!  ” 

“You  tease  me  to  death,”  grumbled  the  peevish  unfortunate. 

“Well,  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Brown,  “shall  I leave  the  bottles 
here?  or  do  you  please  that  I should  give  them  to  the  butler?  Isee 
that  I am  displeasing  and  troublesome  to  Mr.  Henry;  but  as  my 
worthy  friend  and  patroness , the  late  Lady  — ” 

“Go  — go  — honest  Brown!  ” said  Vavasour,  (who  desired 
every  man’s  good  word)  — “go,  and  give  the  liqueurs  to 
Preston.  Mr.  Henry  is  extremely  sorry  that  he  is  too  unwell  to 
see  you  now ; and  I — I have  the  heart  of  a father  for  bis  suffer- 
ings. ” 

Mr.  Brown  withdrew.  ‘“Odious  and  vulgar,'”  said  he  to 
himself,  in  a little  fury  — for  Mr.  Brown  peculiarly  valued  himself 
on  his  gentility  — “ * odious  and  vulgar! ' To  think  of  bis  little 
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lordship  oUering  such  shameful  words!  However,  I will  go 
iulo  the  steward’s  room,  and  abuse  him  there.  But,  I suppose, 
I shall  get  no  dinner  in  this  house  — no,  not  so  much  as  a crust  of 
bread;  for  while  the  old  gentleman  is  launching  out  into  such 
prodigious  expenses  on  a great  scale — making  heathenish  temples, 
and  spoiling  the  fine  old  house  with  his  new  picture  gallery  and 
nonsense  — ' he  is  so  close  in  small  matters , that  I warrant  not  a 
candle-end  escapes  him  — griping  and  pinching,  and  squeezing 
with  one  hand,  and  scattering  money , as  if  it  were  dirt,  with  the 
other  — and  all  for  that  cross,  ugly,  deformed,  little  whipper- 
snapper  of  a son.  ‘Odious  and  vulgar,’  indeed!  What  shucking 
language.  Mr.  Algernon  Mordaunt  would  never  have  made  nse 
of  such  words,  I know.  And,  bless  me,  now  I think  of  it,  I 
wonder  where  that  poor  gentleman  is  — the  young  heir  here  is  not 
long  for  this  world,  1 can  see;  and  who  knows  but  what  Mr.  Al- 
gernon may  be  in  great  distress;  and  I am  sure,  as  far  as  four 
hundred  pounds,  or  even  a thousand,  or  two  thousand,  go,  I 
would  not  mind  lending  it  him , only  upon  the  post-obits  of  Squire 
Vavasour  and  bis  hopeful.  I like  doing  a kind  thing;  and  Mr. 
Algernon  was  always  very  good  to  me ; and  1 am  sure  I don’t  care 
about  the  security,  though  I think  it  will  be  as  sure  as  sixpence; 
for  the  old  gentleman  must  be  past  sixty , and  the  young  one  is  the 
worse  life  of  the  two.  We  should  help  one  another  — it  is  but 
one’s  duty:  and  if  be  is  in  great  distress  he  would  not  mind  a 
handsome  premium.  Well , nobody  can  say  Morris  Brown  is  not 
as  charitable  as  the  best  Christian  breathing;  and,  as  the  late  Lady 
Waddilove  very  justly  observed , ‘Brown,  believe  me,  a prudent 
risk  is  the  sorest  gain ! ’ 1 will  lose  no  time  in  finding  the  late 
squire  out.  ” 

Muttering  over  these  reflections , Mr.  Brown  took  his  way  to 
the  steward’s  room. 
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CHAPTER  LVII. 

Cl»r.  — How,  two  letten  I 

The  Lover's  Progress. 

LETTER  FROM  CLARENCE  LINCEN,  ESQ..  TO  THE  DUKE  OF 

HAVERFIELD. 

“My  Dkar  Duke,  “Hotel — , Calais. 

“After  your  kind  letter,  yon  will  forgive  me  for  not  having  called 
upon  you  before  I left  England  — for  you  have  led  me  to  hope  that 
I may  dispense  with  ceremony  towards  you ; and,  in  sad  and  sober 
earnest,  I was  in  no  mood  to  visit  even  you  during  the  few  days 
I was  in  London , previous  to  my  departure.  Some  French  philo- 
sopher has  said  that,  ‘ the  best  compliment  we  can  pay  our  friends, 
when  in  sickness  or  misfortune,  is  to  avoid  them.  ’ I will  not  say 
how  far  I disagree  with  this  sentiment:  but  I know  that  a French 
philosopher  will  be  an  unanswerable  authority  with  you ; and  so  I 
will  take  shelter  even  under  the  battery  of  an  enemy. 

“I  am  waiting  here  for  some  days,  in  expectation  of  Lord 
Aspeden’s  airival.  Sick  as  I was  of  England , and  all  that  has 
lately  occurred  to  me  there , I was  glad  to  have  an  opportunity  of 
leaving  it  sooner  than  my  chef  diplomatique  could  do;  and  I 
amuse  myself  very  indifferently  in  this  dull  town , with  reading  all 
the  morning,  plays  all  the  evening,  and  dreams  of  my  happier 
friends  all  the  night. 

“And  so  you  are  sorry  that  I did  not  destroy  Lord  Borodaile. 
My  dear  duke , you  would  have  been  much  more  sorry  if  I had ! 
What  could  yon  then  have  done  for  a living  Pasquin  for  your  stray 
lampoons  and  vagrant  sarcasms?  Had  an  unfortunate  bullet 
carried  away 

That  peer  of  England  — pillar  of  the  state, 
as  you  term  him , pray  on  whom  could  ‘Duke  Humphrey  unfold 
his  griefs?’  — Ah,  duke,  better  as  it  is,  believe  me ; and  when- 
ever you  are  at  a loss  for  a subject  for  wit,  you  will  find  cause  to 
bless  my  forbearance , and  congratulate  yourself  upon  the  exist- 
ence  of  its  object. 

“ Dare  I hope  that,  admist  all  the  gaieties  which  court  you,  you 
will  find  time  to  write  to  me?  If  so,  you  shall  have  in  return  the 
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earliest  iDtelligence  of  every  new  soprano , and  the  most  elaborate 
criticisms  on  every  budding  figurante  of  our  court. 

Have  you  metTrollolop  lately  — and  in  what  new  pursuit  are 
his  intellectual  energies  engaged?  There,  you  see,  I have  fairly 
entrapped  your  Grace  into  a question , which  common  courtesy 
will  oblige  you  to  answer. 

“Adieu,  ever, 

“My  dear  Duke, 

“Most  truly  yours,  <frc. 


LETTER  FROM  THE  DUKE  OF  HAVERFIELD  TO  CLARENCE 

LINDEN,  ESQ. 

“A  thousand  thanks,  mon  cher,  for  your  letter,  though  it 
was  certainly  less  amusing  and  animated  than  I could  have  wished 
it  for  your  sake , as  well  as  my  own ; yet  it  could  not  have  been 
more  welcomely  received,  had  it  been  as  witty  as  your  conversation 
itself.  I heard  that  you  had  accepted  the  place  of  secretary  to  Lord 
Aspeden , and  that  you  had  passed  through  London  on  your  way 
to  the  continent,  looking  — (the  amiable  Callythorpe,  ‘who  never 
flatters ,'  is  my  authority)  — more  like  a ghost  than  yourself.  So 
you  may  be  sure,  my  dear  Linden , that  I was  very  anxious  to  be 
convinced,  under  your  own  band , of  your  carnal  existence. 

“Take  care  of  yourself,  my  good  fellow,  and  don’t  imagine, 
as  I am  apt  to  do,  that  youth  is  like  my  hunter.  Fearnought,  and 
will  carry  you  over  everything.  In  return  for  your  philosophical 
maxim , I will  give  you  another.  ‘ In  age  we  should  remember  that 
we  have  been  young,  and  in  youth,  that  we  are  to  be  old.’ 
— Ebem ! — am  I not  profound  as  a moralist?  1 think  a few  such 
sentences  would  become  my  long  face  well ; and , to  say  troth , I 
am  tired  of  being  witty  — every  one  thinks  he  can  be  that  — so  I 
will  borrow  Trollolup’s  philosophy  — take  snuff,  wear  a wig  out 
of  curl , and  grow  wise , instead  of  merry. 

“Apropos  of  Trollolop ; let  me  not  forget  that  you  honour  him 
with  your  inquiries  I saw  him  three  days  since,  and  he  asked 
me  if  I had  been  impressed  lately  with  the  idea  vulgarly  called 
Clarence  Linden ; and  he  then  proceeded  to  inform  me  that  he  bad 
heard  the  atoms  which  composed  your  frame  were  about  to  be  re- 
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solred  Into  a new  form.  While  I was  knitting  my  brows  very 
wisely  at  this  intelligence , he  passed  on  to  apprise  me  that  I 
had  neither  length,  breadth,  or  extension,  or  any  thing  but 
mind.  Flattered  by  so  delicate  a compliment  to  my  under- 
standing, I yielded  my  assent;  and  he  then  shifted  his  ground, 
and  told  me  that  there  was  no  such  thing  as  mind  — that  we  were 
but  modifications  ofmatter— rand  that,  in  a word,  I was  all  body. 

1 took  advantage  of  this  doctrine , and  forthwith  removed  my  mo- 
dification of  matter  from  his. 

“Findlater  has  just  lost  his  younger  brother  in  a duel.  You 
have  no  idea  how  shocking  it  was.  Sir  Christopher,  one  day,  heard 
his  brother,  who  had  just  entered  the  — Dragoons,  ridiculed  for 
his  want  of  spirit,  by  Major  Elton , who  professed  to  be  the  youth’s 
best  friend  — the  honest  heart  of  our  worthy  baronet  was  shocked 
beyond  measure  at  this  perfidy,  and  the  next  time  his  brother 
mentioned  Elton’s  name  with  praise,  out  came  the  story.  You 
may  guess  the  rest:  young  Findlater  called  out  Ellon,  who  shot 
him  through  the  lungs ! — ‘ I did  it  for  the  best ,’  cried  Sir  Christo- 
pber. 

“La  pauvre  petite  Meronville!  — What  an  Ariadne! 
Just  as  I was  thinking  to  play  the  Bacchus  to  your  Theseus,  up 
steps  an  old  gentleman  from  Yorkshire,  who  hears  it  is  fashionable 
to  marry  bonas  robas,  proposes  honourable  matrimony,  and 
deprives  me  and  the  world  of  La  Meronville ! The  wedding  took 
place  on  Monday  last,  and  the  happy  pair  set  out  to  their  seat  in 
the  North.  Yerily,  we  shall  have  quite  a new  race  in  the  next  ge- 
neration — I expect  ail  the  babes  will  skip  into  the  world , with  a 
pas  de  zephyr,  singing  in  sweet  trebles  — 

Little  dancing  Invet  we  are! 

— Who  the  deuce  ii  onr  papal 

“ I think  yon  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  Lord  Borodaile  is 
beginning  to  thaw  — I saw  him  smQe  the  other  day ! Certainly,  we 
are  not  so  near  the  North  Pole  as  we  were!  He  is  going,  and  so 
am  I in  the  course  of  the  autumn , to  your  old  friends , the  West- 
boroughs.  Report  says  that  he  is  un  peu  ^pris  de  la  belle 
Flore;  but,  then.  Report  is  such  a liar!  — For  my  own  parti 
always  contradict  her. 
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“Tell  me  how  Lord  Aspedeo’s  flatteries  are  received  in  Italy. 
Somewhat  like  snow  in  that  country,  I should  imagine  ~ more 
suq)rising  than  agreeable ! 1 eagerly  embrace  your  offer  of  corre- 
spondence , and  assure  you  that  there  are  few  people  by  whose 
friendship  1 conceive  myself  so  much  honoured  as  by  yours.  You 
will  believe  this ; for  you  know  that,  like  Callythorpe  I never  flatter. 
— Farewell  for  the  present. 

“ Sincerely  yours , 

“Haverfield." 


CHAPTER  LVIII. 

Q.  EKt.  — Shall  1 be  tempted  of  the  devil  thnit 
K.  Rich.  — Ay , if  the  devil  tempt  thee  to  do  good. 

£A'e.  — Shall  1 forget  myself  to  be  myself  f 

Shakspeare. 

It  ivanted  one  boor  to  midnight,  as  Crauford  walked  slowly  to 
the  lonely  and  humble  street  where  he  had  appointed  his  meeting 
with  Glendower.  It  was  a stormy  and  fearful  night.  The  day  had 
been  uncommonly  sultry,  and  as  it  died  away,  thick  masses  of 
cloud  came  labouring  along  the  air,  which  lay  heavy  and  breathless, 
as  if  under  a spell  — as  if  in  those  dense  and  haggard  vapours  the 
rider  of  the  storm  sat , like  an  incubus , upon  the  atmosphere 
beneath,  and  paralysed  the  motion  and  wholesomeness  of  the 
sleeping  winds.  And  about  the  hour  of  twilight , or  rather  when 
twilight  should  have  been , instead  of  its  quiet  star,  from  one  ob- 
scure corner  of  the  heavens  flashed  a solitary  gleam  of  lightning, 
lingered  a moment, 

And  ere  a man  bad  power  to  lay.  Behold! 

The  jawi  of  darkneis  did  devonr  it  up. 

But  then , as  if  awakened  from  a torpor  by  a signal  universally 
acknowledged,  from  the  courts  and  quarters  of  heaven,  came, 
blaze  after  blaze , and  peal  upon  peal , the  light  and  voices  of  the 
Elements  when  they  walk  abroad.  The  rain  fell  not;  all  was  dry 
and  arid : the  mood  of  Nature  seemed  not  gentle  enough  for  tears : 
and  the  lightning,  livid  and  forked,  flashed  from  the  sullen  and 
motionless  clouds  with  a deadly  fierceness,  made  trebly  perilous 
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by  the  pantmg  drought  aud  stagnation  of  the  air.  The  streets  were 
empty  and  silent,  as  if  the  hnge  city  had  been  doomed  and  de- 
livered to  the  wrath  of  the  tempest  — and  ever  and  anon  the  light- 
nings paused  upon  the  housetops , shook  and  quivered  as  if  me- 
ditating their  stroke , and  then , baffled , as  it  were , by  some 
superior  and  guardian  agency,  vanished  into  their  gloomy  tents, 
and  made  their  next  descent  from  some  opposite  comer  of  the 
skies. 

It  was  a remarkable  instance  of  the  force  with  which  a cherished 
object  occupies  the  thoughts,  and  of  the  all-sufflciency  of  the  hu- 
man mind  to  itself,  the  slowness  and  unconsciousness  of  danger 
with  which  Crauford , a man  luxurious  as  well  as  naturally  timid, 
moved  amidst  the  angry  fires  of  heaven,  and  brooded,  undisturbed, 
and  sullenly  serene,  over  the  project  at  his  heart. 

“A  rare  night  for  our  meeting,"  thought  he,  suppose  he 
will  not  fail  me.  Now  let  me  con  over  my  task.  I must  not  tell 
him  all  yet.  Such  babes  must  be  led  into  error  before  they  can 
walk  — just  a little  inkling  will  suffice — a glimpse  into  the  arcana 
of  my  scheme.  Well , it  is  indeed  fortunate  that  I met  him , for 
verily  I am  surrounded  with  danger,  and  a very  little  delay  in  the 
assistance  I am  forced  to  seek  might  exalt  me  to  a higher  elevation 
than  the  peerage." 

Such  was  the  meditation  of  this  man , as  with  a slow,  shuffling 
walk , characteristic  of  his  mind , he  proceeded  to  the  appointed 
spot. 

A cessation  of  unusual  length  in  the  series  of  the  lightnings, 
and  the  consequent  darkness , against  which  the  dull  and  scanty 
lamps  vainly  struggled , prevented  Crauford  and  another  figure, 
approaching  from  the  opposite  quarter,  seeing  each  other  till  they 
almost  touched.  — Crauford  stopped  abruptly. 

“Is  it  you?”  said  he. 

“ It  is  a man  who  has  outlived  fortune ! ” answered  Glendower, 
in  the  exaggerated  and  metaphorical  language  which  the  thoughts 
of  men  who  imagine  warmly , and  are  excited  powerfully , so  often 
assume. 

“Then,”  rejoined  Crauford , “ you  arc  the  more  suited  for  my 
purpose.  A little  urging  of  necessity  behind  is  a marvellous 
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whciter  of  the  appetite  to  danger  before.  — He ! he ! ’’  And  as  he 
said  this , his  low , chnckling  laugh  jarringly  enough  contrasted 
with  the  character  of  the  night  and  his  companion. 

Glendower  replied  not;  a pause  ensued;  and  the  lightning, 
which , spreading  on  a sudden  from  east  to  west , hung  over  the 
city  — a burning  and  ghastly  canopy , — showed  the  face  of  each  to 
the  other,  working,  and  almost  haggard,  as  it  was,  with  the 
conception  of  dark  thoughts,  and  rendered  wan  and  unearthly  by 
the  spectral  light  in  which  it  was  beheld.  — “ It  is  an  awful  night ! ” 
said  Glendower. 

“True,”  answered  Crauford  — “a  very  awful  night;  but  we 
are  all  safe  under  the  care  of  Providence.  — Jesus!  what  a flash! 

— Think  you  it  is  a favourable  opportunity  for  our  conversation ! ” 

“Why not?”  said  Glendower;  “what  have  the  thunders  and 

wrath  of  Heaven  to  do  with  us?” 

“H  — e -m!  h — e — m ! God  sees  all  things,”  rejoined  Crau- 
ford , “ and  avenges  himself  of  the  guilty  by  his  storms ! ” 

“Ay;  but  those  are  the  storms  of  the  heart!  I tell  you  that 
even  the  inuocent  may  have  that  within  to  which  the  loudest  tem- 
pests without  are  peace ! But  guilt,  you  say  — what  have  w e to  do 
with  guilt?” 

Crauford  hesitated,  and,  avoiding  any  reply  to  this  question, 
drew  Glendower’s  arm  within  his  own,  and,  in  a low  half-whispered 
tone  said  — 

“Glendower,  survey  mankind;  look  with  a passionless  and 
unprejudiced  eye  upon  the  scene  which  moves  around  us:  what  do 
you  see  any  where  but  the  same  re-acted  and  eternal  law  of  nature 

— all,  all  preying  upon  each  other?  Or  if  there  be  a solitary  in- 
dividual who  refrains , he  is  as  a man  without  a common  badge, 
without  a marriage  garment,  and  the  rest  trample  him  under  foot! 
Glendower,  you  are  such  a man!  Now  hearken,  I will  deceive 
you  not ; I honour  you  too  much  to  beguile  you,  even  to  your  own 
good.  I own  to  yon , fairly  and  at  once , that  in  the  scheme  I shall 
unfold  to  you , there  may  be  something  repugnant  to  the  factitious 
and  theoretical  principles  of  education  — something  hostile  to  the 
prejudices , though  not  to  the  reasonings , of  the  mind ; but  — ” 

“Hold!”  said  Glendower  abruptly,  pausing  and  fixing  his 
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bold  and  searching  eye  npon  the  tempter ; hold ! — there  \rill  be 
no  need  of  argument  or  refinement  in  this  case : tell  me  at  once 
your  scheme , and  at  once  I will  accept  or  reject  it ! ” 

“Gently,”  answered  Cranford : “ to  all  deeds  of  contract  there 
is  a preamble.  Listen  to  me  yet  farther:  when  I have  ceased,  I 
will  listen  to  yon.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  place  man  in  cities  — it  is 
in  vain  that  you  fetter  him  with  laws  — it  is  in  vain  that  you  pour 
into  his  mind  the  light  of  an  imperfect  morality,  of  a glimmering 
wisdom , of  an  ineffectual  religion : in  all  places  he  is  the  same  — 
the  same  savage  and  crafty  being,  who  makes  the  passions  which 
rule  himself  the  tools  of  his  conquest  over  others ! There  is  in  all 
creation  but  one  evident  law  — self-preservation ! Split  it  as  you 
like  into  hairbreadths  and  atoms,  it  is  still  fundamentally  and  es- 
sentially unaltered.  Glendower,  that  self-preservation  is  our  bond 
now.  Of  myself  I do  nut  at  present  speak  — I refer  only  to  yon : 
self-preservation  commands  you  to  place  implicit  confidence  in 
me;  it  impels  you  to  abjure  indigence,  by  accepting  the  proposal 
I am  about  to  make  to  yon.” 

“You,  as  yet,  speak  enigmas,”  said  Glendower;  “but  they 
are  sufficiently  clear  to  tell  me  their  sense  is  not  such  as  I have 
heard  you  utter.” 

“You  are  right.  Truth  is  not  always  safe  — safe  either  to 
others,  or  to  ourselves!  But  I bare  open  to  you  now  my  real 
heart : look  in  it  — I dare  to  say  that  you  will  behold  charity, 
benevolence,  piety  to  God,  love  and  friendship  at  this  moment 
to  yourself;  but  I own,  also,  that  you  will  behold  there  a deter- 
mination— which,  to  me,  seems  courage  — not  to  be  the  only 
idle  being  in  the  world,  where  all  are  busy;  or  worse  still,  to 
be  the  only  one  engaged  in  a perilous  and  uncertain  game,  and  yet 
shunning  to  employ  all  the  arts  of  which  he  is  master.  1 will  own 
to  you  that,  long  since,  bad  I been  foolishly  inert,  I should  have 
been,  at  this  moment,  more  pennyless  and  destitute  than  yourself. 
I live  happy,  respected,  wealthy!  I enjoy  in  their  widest  range 
the  blessings  of  life.  I dispense  those  blessings  to  others.  Look 
round  the  world  — whose  name  stands  fairer  than  mine?  whose 
hand  relieves  more  of  human  distresses?  whose  tongue  preaches 
purer  doctrines?  None,  Glendower,  none.  I offer  to  you  means 
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not  dissimilar  to  those  I have  chosen  ~ fortunes  oot  unequal  to 
those  I possess.  Nothing  but  the  most  unjustifiable  fastidiousness 
will  make  you  hesitate  to  accept  my  offer.” 

“You  cannot  eipect  that  I have  met  you  this  night  with  a reso- 
lution to  be  unjustifiably  fastidious,”  said  Glendower,  with  a 
hollow  and  cold  smile. 

Crauford  did  not  immediately  answer,  for  he  was  considering 
whether  it  was  yet  the  time  for  disclosing  the  important  secret. 
While  he  was  deliberating,  the  sullen  clouds  began  to  break  from 
their  suspense.  A double  darkness  gathered  around , and  a few 
large  drops  fell  on  the  ground  in  token  of  a more  general  discharge 
about  to  follow  from  the  floodgates  of  heaven.  The  two  men  moved 
onward , and  took  shelter  under  an  old  arch. 

Crauford  first  broke  silence.  “Hist,"  said  he  — “hist  — do 
you  hear  any  thing?” 

“ Yes ! I heard  the  winds  and  the  rain,  and  the  shaking  houses, 
and  the  plashing  pavements,  and  the  reeking  housetops  — nothing 
more.” 

Looking  long  and  anxiously  around  to  certify  himself  that  none 
was  indeed  the  witness  of  their  conference,  Cranford  approached 
close  to  Glendower,  and  laid  his  hand  heavily  upon  his  arm.  At 
that  moment  a vivid  and  lengthened  flash  of  lightning  shot  through 
the  ruined  arch,  and  gave  to  Cranford’s  countenance  a lustre  which 
Glendower  almost  started  to  behold.  The  face,  usually  so  smooth, 
calm,  bright  in  complexion,  and  almost  inexpressive  from  its 
extreme  composure,  now  agitated  by  the  excitement  of  the  moment, 
and  tinged  by  the  ghastly  light  of  the  skies,  became  literally  fearful. 
The  cold  blue  eye  glared  out  from  its  socket  — the  lips  blanched, 
and,  parting  in  act  to  speak,  shewed  the  white  glistening  teeth; 
and  the  corners  of  the  mouth,  drawn  down  in  a half  sneer,  gave 
to  the  cheeks,  rendered  green  and  livid  by  the  lightning,  a lean 
and  hollow  appearance,  contrary  to  their  natural  shape. 

“It  Is,”  said  Crauford,  in  a whispered  but  distinct  tone, 
“a  perilous  secret  that  I am  about  to  disclose  to  yon.  I indeed 
have  no  concern  in  it,  but  my  lords  the  judges  have , and  you  will 
not  therefore  be  surprised  if  I forestal  the  ceremonies  of  their  court, 
and  require  an  oath.” 
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Then , his  manner  and  voice  suddenly  changing  into  an  earnest 
and  deep  solemnity,  as  excitation  gave  him  an  ejoquence  more 
impressive,  because  unnatural  to  his  ordinary  moments,  he  con- 
tinued: “By  these  liglUnings  and  commotions  above  — by  the 
heavens  in  which  they  revel  in  their  teirible  sports  — by  the  earth, 
whose  towers  they  crumble,  and  herbs  they  biight,  and  creatures 
they  blast  into  cinders  at  their  will  — by  Him  whom , whatever  be 
the  name  be  bears,  all  men  in  the  living  world  worship  and  tremble 
before  — by  whatever  is  sacred  in  this  great  and  mysterious  uni- 
verse, and  at  the  peril  of  whatever  can  wither,  and  destroy,  and 
curse  — swear  to  preserve  inviolable  and  for  ever  the  secret  I shall 
whisper  to  your  ear!  ” 

The  profound  darkness  which  now,  in  the  pause  of  the  lighte- 
ning, wrapt  the  scene,  hid  from  Crauford  all  sight  of  the  effect 
he  had  produced,  and  even  the  very  outline  of  Glendower’s  figure; 
but  the  gloom  made  more  distinct  the  voice  which  thrilled  through 
it  upon  Cranford’s  ear. 

“Promise  me  that  there  is  not  dishonour , nor  crime,  which 
is  dishonour,  in  this  confidence , and  I swear.” 

Cranford  ground  his  teeth.  He  was  about  to  reply  impetuously, 
but  he  checked  himself.  “I  am  not  going,”  thought  he,  “to 
communicate  my  own  share  of  this  plot,  but  merely  to  state  that 
a plot  does  exist,  and  then  to  point  out  in  what  manner  be  can 
profit  by  it  — so  far,  therefore,  there  is  no  guilt  in  his  concealment, 
and,  consequently,  no  excuse  for  him  to  break  his  vow.” 

Rapidly  running  over  this  self-argument,  be  said  aloud  — 
“ I promise ! " 

“And,”  rejoined  Glendower,  “Iswcar!” 

' At  the  close  of  this  sentence  another  flash  of  lightning  again 
made  darkness  visible,  and  Glendower,  beholding  the  countenance 
of  bis  companion,  again  recoiled;  for  its  mingled  haggardness  and 
triumph  seemed  to  his  excited  imagination  the  very  expression  of  a 
fiend!  — “Now,”  said  Crauford,  relapsing  into  his  usual  careless 
tone,  somewhat  enlivened  by  bis  sneer,  “now,  then,  you  must 
not  intemip*  me  in  my  disclosure,  by  those  starts  and  exclama- 
tions which  break  from  your  philosophy  like  sparks  from  flint. 
Hear  me  throughout.” 
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And,  bending  down,  till  his  month  reached  Glendower’s  ear, 
he  commenced  his  recital.  Artfully  hiding  his  own  agency,  the 
master-spring  of  the  gigantic  machinery  of  fraud,  which,  too 
mighty  for  a single  hand,  required  an  assistant — throwing  into 
obscurity  the  sin,  while,  knowing  the  undaunted  courage  and 
desperate  fortunes  of  the  man,  he  did  not  affect  to  conceal  the 
danger  — expatiating  upon  the  advantages,  the  immense  and  almost 
inexhaustible  resources  of  wealth  which  his  scheme  suddenly 
opened  upon  one  in  the  deepest  abyss  of  poverty,  and  slightly 
sketching,  as  if  to  excite  vanity,  the  ingenuity  and  genius  by  which 
the  scheme  originated , and  could  only  be  sustained  — Cranford’s 
detail  of  temptation,  in  its  knowledge  of  human  nature,  in  its 
adaptation  of  act  to  principles,  in  its  web-like  craft  of  self-con- 
cealment, and  ibe  specionsness  of  its  lure , was  indeed  a splendid 
masterpiece  of  villainous  invention. 

But  while  Glendower  listened , and  his  silence  flattered  Cran- 
ford’s belief  of  victory , not  for  one  single  moment  did  a weak  or 
yielding  desire  creep  around  his  heart.  Subtly  as  the  sheme  was 
varnished,  and  scarce  a tithe  of  its  comprehensive  enormity 
unfolded,  the  strong  and  acute  mind  of  one  long  accustomed  to 
unravel  sophistry  and  gaze  on  the  loveliness  of  truth , saw  at  once 
that  the  scheme  proposed  was  of  the  most  unmingled  treachery 
and  baseness.  Sick,  chilled,  withering  at  heart,  Glendower 
leant  against  the  damp  wall ; as  every  word  which  the  tempter 
fondly  imagined  was  irresistibly  confirming  his  purpose,  tore  away 
the  last  prop  to  which,  in  the  credulity  of  hope,  the  student  had 
clung , and  mocked  while  it  crushed  the  fondness  of  his  belief.  ' 

Crauford  ceased , and  stretched  forth  his  band  to  grasp  Glen- 
dower’s. He  felt  it  not.  — “You  do  not  speak,  my  friend,’’ 
said  he;  “do  you  deliberate,  or  have  you  not  decided?”  Still 
no  answer  came.  Surprised,  and  half  alarmed,  be  turned  round, 
and  perceived  by  a momentary  flash  of  lightning,  that  Glendower 
had  risen , and  was  moving  away  towards  the  mouth  of  the  arch. 

“Good  Heavens!  Glendower,”  cried  Cranford,  “where  are 
you  going?” 

“Any  where,”  cried  Glendower,  in  a sudden  paroxysm  of 
indignant  passion,  “any  where  in  this  great  globe  of  suffering, 
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&o  that  the  agonies  of  my  human  flesh  and  heart  are  not  polluted 
by  the  accents  of  crime ! And  such  crime ! — Why , I would 
rather  go  forth  into  the  highways,  and  win  bread  by  the  sharp 
knife,  and  the  death  struggle,  than  sink  my  soul  in  such  mire 
and  filthiness  of  sin.  Fraud  — fraud  — treachery!  Merciful 
Father!  what  can  be  my  state,  when  these  are  supposed  to  tempt 
me: 

Astonished  and  aghast,  Crauford  remained  rooted  to  the  spot. 

**Oh!”  continued  Glendower  — and  his  noble  nature  was 
wrung  to  the  utmost;  “Oh,  man  — man!  that  I should  have 
devoted  my  best  and  freshest  years  to  the  dream  of  serving  thee ! 
In  ray  boyish  enthusiasm , in  my  brief  day  of  pleasure  and  of 
power,  in  the  intoxication  of  love,  in  the  reverse  of  fortune,  in 
the  squalid  and  obscure  chambers  of  degradation  and  poverty, 
that  one  hope  animated , cheered , sustained  me  through  all ! In 
temptation  did  this  hand  belie,  or  in  sickness  did  this  brain  forego, 
or  in  misery  did  this  heart  forget,  thy  great  and  advancing  cause? 
In  the  wide  world , is  there  one  being  whom  I have  injured,  even 
in  thought  — one  being  who,  in  the  fellowship  of  want,  should 
not  have  drunk  of  my  cop , or  broken  with  me  the  last  morsel  of 
my  bread ! — and  now  — now,  is  it  come  to  this ! ” 

And , hiding  his  face  with  his  hands,  he  gave  way  to  a violence 
of  feeling,  before  which  the  weaker  nature  of  Crauford  stood 
trembling  and  abashed.  It  lasted  not  long;  be  raised  bis  head 
from  its  drooping  posture , and , as  he  stood  at  the  entrance  of  the 
arch,  a prolonged  flash  from  the  inconstant  skies  shone  full  upon 
his  form.  Tall,  erect,  still,  the  gloomy  and  ruined  walls  gave 
his  colourless  countenance  and  haughty  stature  in  bold  and  distinct 
relief;  all  trace  of  the  past  passion  had  vanished:  perfectly  calm 
and  set,  bis  features  borrowed  even  dignity  from  their  marble 
paleness,  and  the  marks  of  sufifering,  which  the  last  few  months 
bad  writ  in  legible  characters  on  the  cheek  and  brow.  Seeking 
out,  with  an  eye  to  which  the  intolerable  lightnings  seemed  to  have 
lent  something  of  their  fire,  the  cowering  and  bended  form  of  bis 
companion , he  said  — 

“Go  home,  miserable  derider  of  the  virtue  you  cannot  under- 
stand — go  to  your  luxurious  and  costly  home  — go  and  repine 
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that  haman  oatara  is  ool  measured  by  your  mangled  and  crippled 
laws;  — amidst  men,  yet  more  fallen  than  I am,  hope  to  select 
your  victim  — amidst  prisons,  and  hovels,  and  roofless  sheds 
amidst  rags  and  destitution , and  wretches  made  mad  hy  hunger, 
hope  that  you  may  find  a villain.  — I leave  you  to  that  hope, 
and  — to  remembrance ! " 

As  Glendower  moved  away,  Crauford  recovered  himself. 
Rendered  desperate  by  the  vital  necessity  of  procuring  some 
speedy  aid  in  his  designs,  and  not  yet  perfectly  persuaded  of 
the  fallacy  of  his  former  judgment , he  was  resolved  not  to  suffer 
Glendower  thus  easily  to  depart.  Smothering  his  feelings  by  an 
effort  violent  even  to  his  habitual  hypocrisy , he  sprung  forward, 
and  laid  bis  hand  upon  Glendower’s  shoulder. 

“Stay,  stay,”  said  he,  in  a soothing  and  soft  voice;  “you 
have  wronged  me  greatly.  I pardon  your  warmth  — nay , I ho- 
nour it;  but  hereafter  you  will  repent  your  judgment  of  me.  At 
least,  do  justice  to  my  intentions.  Was  I an  actor  in  the  scheme 
proposed  to  you?  — what  was  it  to  me?  Was  I in  the  smallest 
degree  to  be  benehted  by  it?  Could  I have  any  other  motive  than 
affection  for  you?  If  I erred,  it  was  from  a different  view  of  the 
question;  but  is  it  not  the  duty  of  a friend  to  find  eipedients  for 
distress , and  to  leave  to  the  distressed  person  the  right  of  accept- 
ing or  rejecting  them?  But  let  this  drop  for  ever  — partake  of  my 
fortune  — be  my  adopted  brother.  Here , I have  hundreds  about 
me  at  this  moment;  take  them  all,  and  own  at  least  that  I meant 
you  well.” 

Feeling  that  Glendower,  who  at  first  had  vainly  endeavoured 
to  shake  off  his  band , now  turned  towards  him , though  at  the 
moment  it  was  too  dark  to  see  his  countenance , the  wily  speaker 
continued  — “Yes , Glendower,  if  by  that  name  I must  alone  ad- 
dress you , take  all  I have  — there  is  no  one  in  this  world  dearer  to 
me  than  you  are.  I am  a lonely  and  disappointed  man , without 
children  or  ties.  I sought  out  a friend  who  might  be  my  brother 
in  life,  and  my  heir  in  death.  I found  you  — be  that  to  me ! ” 

“I  am  faint  and  weak,”  said  Glendower,  slowly , “ and  1 be- 
lieve my  senses  cannot  be  clear;  but  a minute  since,  and  yon 
spoke  at  length , and  with  a terrible  distinctness , words  which  it 
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poUated  my  very  ear  to  catch , and  now  you  speak  as  if  yoo  loved 
me.  Will  it  please  you  to  solve  the  riddle?  ” 

“The  truth  is  this/’  said  Crauford:  “I  knew  your  pride  — I 
feared  you  would  not  accept  a permanent  pecuniary  aid,  even  from 
friendship.  I was  driven  therefore,  to  devise  some  plan  ofinde- 
pendence  for  you.  I could  think  of  no  plan  but  that  which  I pro- 
posed. You  speak  of  it  as  wicked:  it  may  be  so;  but  it  seemed 
not  wicked  to  me.  I may  have  formed  a wrong  — I own  it  is  a pe- 
culiar— system  of  morals ; but  it  is,  at  least,  sincere.  Judging 
of  my  proposal  by  that  system,  I saw  no  sin  in  it.  I saw,  too, 
much  less  danger  than,  in  the  honesty  of  my  heart,  I spoke  of. 
In  a similar  distress,  I solemnly  swear,  I myself  would  have 
adopted  a similar  relief.  Nor  is  this  all ; the  plan  proposed  would 
have  placed  thousands  in  your  power.  Forgive  me  if  I thought 
your  life , and  the  lives  of  those  most  dear  to  you,  of  greater  value 
than  these  sums  to  the  persons  defrauded  — ay  — defrauded , if 
you  will : forgive  me  if  I thought  that  with  these  thousands  you 
would  effect  far  more  good  to  the  community  than  their  legitimate 
owners.  Upon  these  grounds , and  on  some  others , too  tedious 
now  to  state,  1 justified  my  proposal  to  my  conscience.  Pardon 
me,  1 again  beseech  you : accept  my  last  proposal;  be  my  partner, 
my  friend,  my  heir;  and  forget  a scheme  never  proposed  to  you, 
if  I had  hoped  (what  I hope  now)  that  you  would  accept  the  alter- 
native which  it  is  my  pride  to  offer,  and  which  you  are  not  justi- 
fied, even  by  pride,  to  refuse.” 

“Great  Source  of  all  knowledge!”  ejaculated  Glendower, 
scarce  audibly,  and  to  himself.  “Supreme  and  unfathomable 
God!  — dost  thou  most  loathe  or  pity  thine  abased  creatures, 
walking  in  their  dim  reason  upon  this  little  earth,  and  sanctioning 
fraud,  treachery,  crime,  upon  a principle  borrowed  from  thy 
laws ! Oh ! when  — when  will  thy  full  light  of  wisdom  travel  down 
tons,  and  guilt  and  sorrow,  and  this  world’s  evil  mysteries , roll 
away  like  vapours  before  the  blaze!  ” 

“ I do  not  hear  you,  my  friead,”  said  Crauford  “ Speak  aloud ; 
yon  will  — 1 feel  yoo  will,  accept  my  offer,  and  become  my 
brother!” 

“Away!”  said  Glendower.  “I  will  not.” 
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“He  wanders  — his  brain  is  touched!”  muttered  Crauford, 
and  then  resumed  aloud  — “Glendower,  we  are  both  unfit  for 
taik  at  present  — both  unstrung  by  our  late  jar.  You  will  meet 
me  again  to-morrow , perhaps.  I will  accompany  you  now  to  your 
door.” 

“Not  a step : our  paths  are  different.” 

“Well,  well,  if  you  will  have  it  so,  be  it  as  you  please.  I 
have  offended ; you  have  a right  to  punish  me , and  play  the  churl 
to-night;  but  your  address?” 

“Youdcr,”  said  Glendower,  pointing  to  the  heavens.  “Come 
to  me  a month  hence , and  you  will  find  me  there!’ 

“Nay,  nay,  my  friend,  your  brain  is  heated,  but  you  leave 
me!  Well,  as  I said,  your  will  is  mine  — at  least  take  some  of 
these  paltry  notes  in  earnest  of  our  bargain ; remember  when  next 
we  meet  you  will  share  all  I have.” 

“You  remind  me,”  said  Glendower , quietly,  “that  we  have 
old  debts  to  settle.  When  last  I saw  you , you  lent  me  a certain 
sum  — there  it  is  — take  it  — count  it  — there  is  but  one  poor 
guinea  gone.  Fear  not  — even  to  the  uttermost  farthing  you  shall 
be  repaid.” 

“Why,  why,  this  is  unkind,  ungenerous.  Stay,  stay, — ” 
but  waving  his  hand  impatiently,  Glendower  darted  away,  and 
passing  into  another  street , the  darkness  effectually  closed  upon 
his  steps. 

“Fool,  fool  that  I am,”  cried  Cranford , stamping  vehemently 
on  the  ground  — “ in  what  point  did  my  wit  fail  me,  that  I could 
not  win  one  whom  very  hunger  had  driven  into  my  net?  But  I 
must  yet  find  him  — and  I will  — the  police  shall  be  set  to  work : 
these  half  confidences  may  ruin  me.  And  how  deceitful  he  has 
proved  — to  talk  more  diffidently  than  a whining  harlot  upon  vir- 
tue , and  yet  be  so  stubborn  upon  trial ! Dastard  that  I am  too , as 
well  as  fool  — I felt  sunk  into  the  dust  by  his  voice.  But  pooh , I 
must  have  him  yet;  your  worst  villains  make  the  most  noise  about 
the  first  step.  True,  that  I cannot  storm,  but  I will  undermine. 
But,  wretch  that  I am,  I must  win  him,  or  another  soon,  or  1 
perish  on  a gibbet Out,  base  thought ! ” 
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CHAPTER  LIX. 

Formtin  qnidem  ipiam,  Marce  fili,  et  tanqnam  faciem  boneati 
videa:  quae,  ai  ocuiia  cerneretiur,  mirabilea  amorea  (ut  ait  Plato) 
eaitaret  aapientiae. 

Tull. 

It  was  almost  dawo  when  Gleodower  retarned  to  bis  home. 
Fearfal  of  distarbing  his  wife,  he  stole  with  mute  steps  to  the 
damp  aud  nigged  chamber,  where  the  last  son  of  a princely  line, 
and  the  legitimate  owner  of  lands  and  halls  which  ducal  rank  might 
have  envied , held  his  miserable  asylum.  The  first  faint  streaks 
of  coming  light  broke  through  the  shutterless  and  shattered 
windows,  and  he  saw  that  she  reclined  in  a deep  sleep  upon  the 
chair  beside  their  child’s  couch.  She  would  not  go  to  bed  herself 
till  Gleodower  returned,  and  she  bad  sat  up,  watching  and  praying, 
and  listening  for  his  footsteps,  till,  in  the  utter  exhaustion  of  de- 
bility and  sickness,  sleep  bad  fallen  upon  her.  Gleodower  bent 
over  her. 

“Sleep,”  said  he,  “sleep  on!  The  wicked  do  not  come  to 
thee  now.  Thou  art  in  a world  that  has  no  fellowship  with  this  — 
a world  from  which  even  happiness  is  not  banished!  Nor  woe,  nor 
pain,  nor  memory  of  the  past,  nor  despair  of  all  before  thee,  make 
the  characters  of  thy  present  state!  ’Ibou  forestallest  the  forget- 
fulness of  the  grave,  and  thy  heart  concentrates  all  earth’s  comfort 
in  one  word — ‘Oblivion.’  Beautiful,  bow  beautiful  thou  art 
even  yeti  — that  smile,  that  momentary  blush , years  have  not 
conquered  them.  They  are  as  when , my  young  bride,  thou  didst 
lean  first  upon  my  bosom,  and  dream  that  sorrow  was  no  more! 
A.nd  I have  brought  Uiee  unto  this.  These  green  walls  make  thy 
bridal  chamber  — yon  fragments  of  bread  thy  bridal  board.  Well ! 
it  is  no  matter ! thou  art  on  thy  way  to  a land  where  all  things,  even 
a breaking  heart,  are  at  rest.  I weep  not;  wherefore  should  I 
weep ! Tears  are  not  for  the  dead , but  their  survivors.  I would 
rather  see  thee  drop  inch  by  inch  into  the  grave,  and  smile  as  I be- 
held it , than  save  thee  for  an  inheritance  of  sin.  What  is  there  in 
this  little  and  sordid  life , that  we  should  strive  to  hold  it?  What 
in  this  dreadful  dream , that  we  should  fear  to  wake  ? ” 

The  Disowned.  21 
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And  Glendower  knelt  beside  bis  wife,  and,  despite  bis  words, 
tears  flowed  fast  and  gushingly  down  bis  cheeks ; and  wearied  as 
be  was,  be  watched  upon  her  slumbers , till  they  fell  from  the  eyes 
to  which  his  presence  was  more  joyous  than  the  day. 

It  was  a beautiful  thing,  even  in  sorrow,  to  see  that  couple, 
whom  want  could  not  debase , nor  misfortune , which  makes  even 
generosity  selfish , divorce ! All  that  Fate  had  stripped  from  the 
poetry  and  graces  of  life,  had  not  shaken  one  leaf  from  the  romance 
of  their  green  and  unnithered  affections ! They  were  the  very  type 
of  love  in  its  holiest  and  most  enduring  shape : their  hearts  had 
grown  together  — their  being  had  flowed  through  caves  and  de- 
serts, and  reflected  the  storms  of  an  angry  Heaven ; but  its  waters 
had  indissolubly  mingled  into  one!  Young,  gifted,  noble,  and 
devoted  they  were  worthy  victims  of  this  blighting  and  bitter 
world!  Their  garden  was  turned  into  a wilderness ; but,  like  our 
first  parents,  it  was  hand  in  band  that  they  took  their  solitary  way ! 
Evil  beset  them,  but  they  swened  not;  the  rains  and  the  winds 
fell  upon  their  unsheltered  heads,  but  they  were  not  bowed;  and 
through  the  mazes  and  briars  of  this  weary  life , their  bleeding 
footsteps  strayed  not,  for  they  had  a clue!  The  mind  seemed, 
as  it  were,  to  become  visible  and  external  as  the  frame  decayed, 
and  to  cover  the  body  with  something  of  its  own  invulnerable 
power ; so  that  whatever  should  have  attacked  the  mortal  and  frail 
part,  fell  upon  that  which,  imperishable  and  divine , resisted  and 
subdued  it! 

It  was  unfortunate  for  Glendower  that  he  never  again  met 
Wolfe ; for  neither  fanaticism  of  political  faith , nor  sternness  of 
natural  temper,  subdued  in  the  republican  the  real  benevolence 
and  generosity  which  redeemed  and  elevated  his  character:  nor 
could  any  impulse  of  party  zeal  have  induced  him , like  Crauford, 
systematically  to  take  advantage  of  poverty  in  order  to  tempt  to 
participation  in  his  schemes.  — From  a more  evil  companion 
Glendower  had  not  yet  escaped:  Crauford,  by  some  means  or 
other,  found  out  his  abode,  and  lost  no  time  in  availing  himself  of 
the  discovery.  In  order  fully  to  comprehend  his  unwearied  perse- 
cution of  Glendower,  it  must  constantly  be  remembered , that  to 
this  persecution  be  was  bound  by  a necessity  which , urgent,  dark, 
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and  implicating  life  itself,  rendered  him  callous  to  every  obstacle, 
and  unsusceptible  of  all  remorse.  With  the  exquisite  tact  which 
he  possessed , he  never  openly  recurred  to  his  former  proposal  of 
fraud;  he  contented  himself  with  endeavouring  to  persuade 
Glendower  to  accept  pecuniary  assistance;  but  in  vain.  The  veil 
once  torn  from  his  character,  no  craft  could  restore.  Through  ail 
bis  pretences , and  sevenfold  hypocrisy , Glendower  penetrated  at 
once  into  his  real  motives ; be  was  not  to  be  duped  by  assurances 
of  friendship  which  he  knew  the  very  dissimilarities  between  their 
natures  rendered  impossible.  He  had  seen  at  the  first,  despite  of 
all  allegations  to  the  contrary,  that,  in  the  fraud  Crauford  had  pro- 
posed, that  person  could  by  no  means  be  an  uninfluenced  and  cold 
adviser.  In  after  conversations , Crauford,  driven,  by  the  awful 
interest  he  had  in  success,  from  his  usual  consummateness  of 
duplicity,  betrayed  in  various  important  minutiae  how  deeply  he 
was  implicated  in  the  crime  for  which  be  had  argued;  and  not 
even  the  visible  and  progressive  decay  of  his  wife  and  child  could 
force  the  stern  mind  of  Glendower  into  accepting  those  wages  of 
iniquity  which  he  knew  well  were  only  offered  as  an  earnest  or  a 
snare. 

There  is  a majesty  about  extreme  misery,  when  the  mind  falls 
not  with  the  fortunes,  which  no  hardihood  of  vice  can  violate 
unabashed.  Often  and  often,  bumbled  and  defeated,  through  all 
his  dissimulation,  was  Crauford  driveu  from  the  presence  of  the 
man  whom  it  was  his  bitterest  punishment  to  fear  most  when  most 
he  affected  to  despise ; and  a s often , recollecting  his  powers , and 
fortifying  himself  in  his  experience  of  human  frailty  when  suffi- 
ciently tried,  did  he  return  to  his  attempts.  He  waylaid  the  door 
and  watched  the  paths  of  his  intended  prey.  He  knew  that  the 
mind  which  even  best  repels  temptation  first  urged,  hath  seldom 
power  to  resist  the  same  suggestion , if  daily,  — dropping,  — un- 
wearying, — presenting  itself  in  every  form,  — obtruded  in  every 
hour,  — losing  its  horror  by  custom,  — and  finding  in  the  rebel- 
lious bosom  itself  its  smoothest  vizard  and  most  alluring  excuse. 
And  it  was , indeed , a mighty  and  perilous  trial  to  Glendower, 
when  rushing  fiom  the  presence  of  his  wife  and  child  — when 
fainting  under  accumulated  evils  — when  almost  delirious  with 
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sickening  and  heated  thought,  to  hear  at  each  prompting  of  the 
wrung  and  excited  natnre , each  heave  of  the  hlack  fountain  that  in 
no  mortal  breast  is  ntterly  exhausted , one  smooth,  soft,  persua- 
sive voice  for  ever  whispering , “Relief!”  — relief,  certain,  utter, 
instantaneous ! — the  voice  of  one  pledged  never  to  relax  an  effort 
or  spare  a pang,*bj  a danger  to  himself,  a danger  of  shame  and 
death  — the  voice  of  one  who  never  spake  but  in  friendship  and 
compassion,  profound  in  craft,  and  a very  sage  in  the  disguises 
with  which  language  invests  deeds. 

But  Virtue  has  resources  buried  in  itself,  which  we  know 
not,  till  the  invading  hour  calls  them  from  their  retreats.  Sur- 
rounded by  hosts  without,  and  when  Nature  itself , turned  traitor, 
is  its  most  deadly  enemy  within ; it  assumes  a new  and  a superhu- 
man power,  which  is  greater  than  Nature  itself.  Whatever  be  its 
creed  — whatever  be  its  sect  — from  whatever  segment  of  the 
globe  its  orisons  arise,  Virtue  is  God’s  empire,  and  from  bis 
throne  of  thrones  He  will  defend  it.  Though  cast  into  the  distant 
earth,  and  struggling  on  the  dim  arena  of  a human  heart,  all 
things  above  are  spectators  of  its  conflict,  orenlistened  in  its  cause. 
The  angels  have  their  charge  over  it  — the  banners  of  archangels 
are  on  its  side;  and  from  sphere  to  sphere,  through  the  illimitable 
ether,  and  round  the  impenetrable  darkness  at  the  feet  of  God , its 
triumph  is  hymned  by  harps,  which  are  strung  to  the  glories  of  the 
Creator ! 

One  evening,  when  Cranford  had  joined  Glendower  in  his  so- 
litary wanderings,  the  dissembler  renewed  his  attacks. 

“But  why  not,”  said  he,  “ accept  from  my  friendship  what  to 
my  benevolence  you  would  deny?  I couple  with  my  offers,  my 
prayers  rather,  no  conditions.  How  then  do  you,  can  you  re- 
concile it  to  your  conscience,  to  suffer  your  wife  and  child  to  perish 
before  your  eyes?” 

“Man  — man,”  said  Glendower,  “tempt  me  no  more  — let 
them  die ! At  present,  the  worst  is  death  — what  you  offer  me  is 
dishonour.” 

“Heavens!  — how  uncharitable  is  this!  Can  you  call  the  mere 
act  of  accepting  money  from  one  who  loves  you , dishonour?” 

“It  is  in  vain  that  you  varnish  your  designs,”  said  Glendower, 
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stopping,  and  6xing  bis  eyes  upon  him.  “Do  you  not  think  that 
cunning  ever  betrays  itself?  In  a thousand  words  — in  a thousand 
looks,  which  have  escaped  you,  but  not  me,  1 know  that,  if 
there  be  one  being  on  this  earth  whom  you  hate,  and  would  injure, 
that  being  is  myself.  Nay,  start  not  — listen  to  me  patiently. 
I have  sworn  that  it  is  the  last  opportunity  you  shall  have.  1 will 
not  subject  myself  to  farther  temptation : 1 am  now  sane;  hut 
there  are  things  which  may  drive  me  mad , and  in  madness  you 
might  conquer.  You  hate  me:  it  is  out  of  the  nature  of  earthly 
things  that  you  should  not.  But  even  were  it  otherwise,  do  you 
think  that  I could  believe  you  would  come  from  your  voluptuous 
home  to  these  miserable  retreats ; that,  among  the  lairs  of  beggary 
and  theft,  you  would  lie  in  wait  to  allure  me  to  forsake  poverty, 
without  a stronger  motive  than  love  for  one  wo  affects  it  not  for 
you?  I know  you  — I have  read  your  heart  — I have  penetrated 
into  that  stronger  motive  — it  is  your  own  safety.  In  the  system 
of  atrocity  you  proposed  to  me , you  are  the  principal.  Ton  have 
already  bared  to  me  enough  of  the  extent  to  which  that  system 
reaches,  to  convince  me  that  one  miscreant,  however  ingenious, 
cannot,  unassisted,  support  it  with  impunity.  You  want  help: 
I am  he  in  whom  you  have  dared  believe  that  yon  could  Gnd  it. 
You  are  detected  — now  be  undeceived!" 

“Is  it  so?"  said  Cranford ; and  as  he  saw  that  it  was  no  longer 
possible  to  feign , the  poison  of  his  heart  broke  forth  in  its  full 
venom.  The  fiend  rose  from  the  reptile,  and  stood  exposed  in 
its  natural  shape.  Returning  Glendower’s  stern  but  lofty  gaze 
with  an  eye  to  which  all  evil  passions  lent  their  unholy  fire,  he  re- 
peated, “Is  it  so?  — then  yon  are  more  penetrating  than  I 
thought;  but  it  is  indifferent  to  me.  It  was  for  your  sake,  not 
mine,  most  righteous  man,  that  I wished  you  might  have  a dis- 
guise to  satisfy  the  modesty  of  your  punctilios.  It  is  all  one  to 
Richard  Cranford  whether  you  go  blindfold  or  with  open  eyes  into 
his  snare.  Go  you  must,  and  shall.  Ay,  frowns  will  not  awe 
me.  You  have  desired  the  truth;  you  shall  have  it.  Yon  are 
right , I hate  you  — hate  you  with  a soul  whose  force  of  hatred  you 
cannot  dream  of.  Your  pride , your  stubbornness , your  coldness 
of  heart,  which  things  that  would  stir  the  blood  of  beggars,  can- 
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not  warm  your  icy  and  passionless  virtue  — I hale  — I hate  all ! 
You  are  right  also,  most  wise  inquisitor,  in  supposing  that  in  the 
scheme  proposed  to  you , I am  the  principal  — lam!  You  were  to 
he  the  tool,  and  shall.  I have  offered  you  mild  inducements  — 
pleas  to  soothe  the  technicalities  of  your  conscience  — you  have 
rejected  them  — be  it  so.  Now  choose  between  my  Brst  offer  and 
the  gibbet.  Ay,  the  gibbet!  That  night  on  which  we  made  the 
appointment,  which  shall  not  yet  be  in  vain  — on  that  night  you 
stopped  me  in  the  street  — you  demanded  money  — you  robbed 
me  — I will  swear  - I will  prove  it.  Now,  then,  tremble,  man 
of  morality  — dupe  of  your  own  strength  — you  are  in  my  power  — 
tremble ! Yet  in  m y safety  is  your  escape  — lam  generous.  I re- 
peat my  original  offer  — wealth,  as  great  as  you  will  demand,  or  — 
the  gibbet  — the  gibbet  — do  I speak  loud  enough?  — do  you 
hear?” 

“Poor  fool!”  said  Glendower,  laughing  scornfully,  and 
moving  away.  But  when  Crauford , partly  in  mockery,  partly  in 
menace,  placed  his  band  upon  Glendower’s  shoulder,  as  if  to 
stop  him,  the  touch  seemed  to  change  his  mood  from  scorn  to 
fury  — turning  abruptly  round,  he  seized  the  villain’s  throat  with 
a giant’s  strength,  and  cried  out,  while  his  whole  countenance 
worked  beneath  the  tempestuous  wrath  within,  “What  if  I squeeze 
out  thy  poisonous  life  from  thee  this  moment ! ” — and  then  once 
more  bursting  into  a withering  laughter,  as  be  surveyed  the  terror 
which  he  had  excited,  he  added,  “No,  no;  thou  art  too  vile!” 
— and,  dashing  the  hypocrite  against  the  wall  of  a neighbouring 
house , he  strode  away. 

Recovering  himself  slowly,  and  trembling  with  rage  and  fear, 
Crauford  gazed  round,  expecting  yet  to  find  he  had  sported  too 
far  with  the  passions  he  had  sought  to  control.  When,  however, 
he  had  fully  satisfied  himself  that  Glendower  was  gone,  all  his 
wrathful  and  angry  feelings  returned  with  redoubled  force.  But 
their  most  biting  torture  was  the  consciousness  of  their  impotence. 
For  after  the  first  paroxysm  of  rage  had  subsided,  he  saw,  too 
clearly,  that  his  threat  could  not  be  executed  without  incurring  the 
most  imminent  danger  of  discovery.  High  as  his  character  stood, 
it  was  posisible  that  no  charge  against  him  might  excite  suspicion; 
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but  a word  might  cause  inquiry  — and  inquiry  would  be  ruin. 
Forced,  therefore,  to  stomach  his  failure,  his  indignation,  his 
shame , his  hatred , and  his  vengeance , his  own  heart  became  a 
punishnient  almost  adequate  to  bis  vices. 

“But  my  foe  will  die,”  said  he,  clenching  his  flst  so  lirmly 
that  the  nails  almost  brought  blood  from  the  palm ; “ be  will  stane, 
famish;  and  see  them  — his  wife,  his  child  — perish  first!  I shall 
have  my  triumph , though  I shall  not  witness  it!  — But  now,  away 
'.0  my  villa:  there,  at  least,  will  be  some  one  whom  I can  mock, 
and  beat,  and  trample,  if  I will!  Would  — would  — would 
that  I were  that  very  man,  destitute  as  he  is!  His  neck, 
at  least,  is  safe : if  he  dies,  it  will  not  be  upon  the  gallows,  nor 
among  the  bootings  of  the  mob ! O,  horror!  horror!  What  are  my 
villa,  my  wine,  my  women,  with  that  black  thought,  ever  follow* 
ing  me  like  a shadow?  — Who  — who,  while  an  avalanche  is 
sailing  over  him,  who  would  sit  down  to  feast?” 

Leaving  this  man  to  shun  or  be  overtaken  by  Fate,  we  return 
to  Gleodower.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  Crauford  visited  him  no 
more;  and,  indeed,  shortly  afterwards  Glendower  again  changed 
his  home.  But  every  day  and  every  hour  brought  new  strength  to 
the  disease  which  was  creeping  and  burning  through  the  veins  of 
the  devoted  wife ; and  Glendower , who  saw , on  earth , nothing 
before  them  but  a goal , from  which , as  yet , they  had  been  mira- 
culously delivered,  repined  not  as  he  beheld  her  approach  to  a 
gentler  and  benigner  home.  Often  he  sate , as  she  was  bending 
over  their  child,  and  gazed  upon  her  cheek  with  an  insane  and 
fearful  joy  at  the  characters  wich  consumption  had  there  engraved ; 
but  when  she  turned  towards  him  her  fond  eyes,  (those  deep  wells 
of  love,  in  which  truth  lay  hid  and  which  neither  languor  nor 
disease  could  exhaust,)  the  unnatural  hardness  of  his  heart  melted 
away,  and  he  would  rush  from  the  house,  to  give  vent  to  an  agony 
against  which  fortitude  and  manhood  were  in  vain ! 

There  was  no  hope  for  their  distress.  His  wife  had , unknown 
to  Glendower,  (for  she  dreaded  his  pride,)  written  several  times 
to  a relation,  who,  though  distant , was  still  the  nearest  in  blood 
which  fate  had  spared  her,  but  ineffectualy;  the  scions  of  a large 
and  illegitimate  family , . which  surrounded  him,  utterly  prevented 
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the  success,  and  generally  interrupted  the  application  of  any 
claimant  on  his  riches  but  themselves.  Glendower,  whose  tem- 
per had  ever  kept  him  aloof  from  all  but  the  commonest  acquain- 
tances , knew  no  human  being  to  apply  to.  Deprived  by  birth  of 
the  coarser  refuges  of  poverty,  and  utterly  unable  to  avail  himself 
of  the  mine  which  his  knowledge  and  talents  should  have  proved  — 
sick,  and  despondent  at  heart,  and  debarred  by  the  loftiness  of 
honour,  or  rather  principle  that  nothing  could  quell,  from  any 
unlawful  means  of  earning  bread,  which  to  most  minds  would 
have  been  rendered  excusable  by  the  urgency  of  nature.  Glen- 
dower  marked  the  days  drag  on  in  doll  and  protracted  despair,  ind 
envied  every  corpse  that  he  saw  borne  to  the  asylum  in  which  all 
earth’s  hopes  seemed  centred  and  confined ! 

CHAPTER  LX. 

For  ouri  was  not  like  earthly  love. 

And  must  this  parting  be  our  very  last  I 

No!  1 shall  love  thee  still  when  death  itself  is  past. 


Hush’d  were  his  Gertrude’s  lips!  hut  still  their  bland 
And  beautiful  expression  seem’d  to  melt 
With  love  that  could  not  diel  and  still  his  hand 
She  presses  to  the  heart,  no  more  that  felt. 

All,  heart!  where  once  each  fond  affection  dwelt. 

Campbell. 

“I  WONDER,”  said  Mr.  Brown  to  himself , as  he  spurred  his 
shaggy  pony  to  a speed  very  unusual  to  the  steady  habits  of  either 
party — “I  wonder  where  I shall  find  him.  I would  not  for  the 
late  Lady  Waddilove’s  best  diamond  cross  have  any  body  forestal 
me  in  the  news.  To  think  of  my  young  master  dying  so  soon  after 
my  last  visit , or  rather  my  last  visit  but  one  — and  to  think  of  the 
old  gentleman  taking  on  so , and  raving  about  his  injustice  to  the 
rightful  possessor,  and  saying  that  he  is  justly  punished , and 
asking  me  so  eagerly  if  I could  discover  the  retreat  of  the  late 
squire,  and  believing  me  so  implicitly  when  I undertook  to  do  it, 
and  giving  me  this  letter!”  And  here  Mr.  Brown  wistfblly  exa^ 
mined  an  epistle  sealed  with  black  wax , peeping  into  the  corners, 
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which  irritated  rather  than  satisfled  bis  curiosity  — *‘I  wonder 
what  the  old  gentleman  says  in  it  — I suppose  he  will,  of  course, 
give  up  the  estate  and  house.  Let  me  see  — that  long  picture 
gallery,  just  built,  will,  at  all  events,  want  furnishing.  That 
would  be  a famous  opportunity  to  get  rid  of  the  Indian  jars , and 
the  sofas,  and  the  great  Turkey  carpet.  How  lucky  that  I should 
just  have  come  in  time  to  get  the  letter.  But  let  me  consider  bow 
I shall  find  out?  — an  advertisement  in  the  paper?  Ah  I that ’s  the 
plan.  ‘Algernon  Mordaunt,  Esq.:  something  greatly  to  his 
advantage  — apply  to  Mr.  Brown , Ac.  ’ Ah ! that  will  do  well, 
very  welt.  The  Turkey  carpet  won’t  be  quite  long  enough.  I wish 
I had  discovered  Mr.  Mordaunt’s  address  before , and  lent  him 
some  money  during  the  young  gentleman’s  life;  itwould  have  seem- 
ed more  generous.  However,  I can  offer  it  now,  before  I show 
the  letter.  Bless  me,  it 's  getting  dark.  Come,  Dobbin,  ye-up ! ” 
Such  were  the  lucubrations  of  tbe  faithful  friend  of  the  late  Lady 
Waddilove , as  he  hastened  to  London , charged  with  the  task  of 
discovering  Mordaunt,  and  with  the  delivery  of  the  following 
epistle : 

“You  are  now,  Sir,  tbe  heir  to  that  property  which , some 
years  ago,  passed  from  your  hands  into  mine.  My  son,  for  whom 
alone  wealth,  or,  I may  say  life,  was  valuable  to  me,  is  no  more. 
I only,  an  old,  childless  man,  stand  between  you  and  the  estates 
of  Mordaunt.  Do  not  wait  for  my  death  to  enjoy  them.  I cannot 
live  here,  where  every  thing  reminds  me  of  my  great  and  irre- 
parable loss.  I shall  remove  next  month  into  another  home.  Con- 
sider this,  then,  as  once  more  yours.  The  house,  I believe, 
you  will  lind  not  disimproved  by  my  alterations ; the  mortgages  on 
the  estate  have  been  paid  off;  the  former  rental  you  will  perhaps 
allow  my  steward  to  account  to  you  for,  and  after  my  death  the 
present  one  will  be  yours,  I am  informed  that  you  are  a proud 
mau,  and  not  likely  to  receive  favours.  Be  it  so,  Sir!  — it  is 
not  as  a favour  on  your  side  that  I now  make  you  this  request  — 
there  are  circumstances  connected  with  my  treaty  with  your  father, 
which  have  of  late  vexed  my  conscience  — and  conscience.  Sir, 
must  be  satisfied  at  any  loss.  But  whe  shall  meet,  perhaps , and 
talk  over  the  past;  at  present  I will  not  enlarge  on  it.  If  you  have 
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suffered  by  me,  I am  sufilcieotly  punished,  and  my  only  hope  is 
to  repair  your  losses. 

“lam,  <fec. 

“H.  Vavasour  Mordaunt.” 

Such  was  the  letter,  so  important  to  Mordaunt,  with  which 
our  worthy  friend  was  charged.  Bowed  to  the  dust  as  Vavasour 
was  by  the  loss  of  his  son , and  open  to  conscience  as  affliction  had 
made  him,  he  had  lived  too  long  for  effect,  not  to  be  susceptible 
to  its  influence , even  to  the  last.  Amidst  all  his  grief,  and  it  was 
intense,  there  were  some  whispers  of  self- exaltation  at  the  thought 
of  the  ^clat  which  his  generosity  and  abdication  would  excite; 
and,  with  true  worldly  morality,  the  hoped-for  plaudits  of  others 
gave  a triumph,  rather  than  humiliation,  to  Us  reconcilement 
with  himself. 

To  say  truth , there  were  indeed  circumstances  connected  with 
his  treaty  with  Mordaunt’s  father,  calculated  to  vex  his  conscience. 
He  knew  that  he  had  not  only  taken  great  advantage  of  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt’s distress,  but  that,  at  his  instigation , a paper  which  could 
for  ever  have  prevented  Mr.  Mordaunt’s  sale  of  the  property,  bad 
been  destroyed.  These  circumstances,  during  the  life  of  his  son, 
he  had  endeavoured  to  forget  or  to  palliate.  But  grief  is  the  father 
of  remorse;  and  at  the  death  ofthat  idolized  son,  the  voice  at  his 
heart  grew  imperious , and  he  lost  the  power , in  losing  the  motive, 
of  reasoning  it  away. 

Mr.  Brown’s  advertisement  was  unanswered;  and,  with  the 
zeal  and  patience  of  the  Christian  proselyte’s  tribe  and  calling,  the 
good  man  commenced , in  person , a most  elaborate  and  pains- 
taking research.  For  a long  time,  bis  endeavours  were  so  inef- 
fectual, that  Mr.  Brown,  in  despair,  disposed  of  the  two  Indian 
jars  for  half  their  value , and  heaved  a despondent  sigh , whenever 
he  saw  the  great  Turkey  carpet  rolled  up  in  his  warehouse  with  as 
much  obstinacy  as  if  it  never  meant  to  unroll  itself  again. 

At  last,  however,  by  dint  of  indefatigable  and  minute  investi- 
gation, he  ascertained  that  the  object  of  his  search  had  resided  in 
London,  under  a feigned  name;  from  lodging  to  lodging,  and 
corner  to  coiner,  he  tracked  him,  till  at  length  he  made  himself 
master  of  Mordaunt’s  present  retreat  A joyful  look  did  Mr. 


SSI 


Brown  cast  at  the  great  Turkey  carpet , as  he  passed  by  it,  on  his 
way  to  his  street  door,  on  the  morning  of  bis  intended  visit  to 
Mordaunt.  *‘It  is  a fine  thing  to  have  a good  heart,  ” said  he,  in 
the  true  style  of  Sir  Christopher  Findlater,  and  be  again  eyed  the 
Turkey  carpet.  *‘I  really  feel  quite  happy  at  the  thought  of  the 
pleasure  1 shall  give ! ” 

After  a walk  through  as  many  obscure  and  filthy  wy  nds,  and 
lanes , and  alleys,  and  courts , as  ever  were  threaded  by  some 
humble  fugitive  from  justice,  the  patient  Morris  came  to  a sort  of 
court,  situated  among  the  miserable  hovels  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
Tower.  He  paused,  wonderingly,  at  a dwelling,  in  which  every 
window  was  broken , and  where  the  tiles , torn  from  the  roof,  lay 
scattered  in  forlorn  confusion  beside  the  door;  where  the  dingy 
bricks  looked  crumbling  away,  from  very  age  and  rottenness , and 
the  fabric,  which  was  of  great  antiquity,  seemed  so  rocking  and 
infirm,  that  the  eye  looked  upon  its  distorted  and  over-banging 
position  with  a sensation  of  pain  and  dread ; where  the  very  rats 
had  deserted  their  loathsome  cells , from  the  insecurity  of  their 
tenure,  and  the  ragged  mothers  of  the  abject  neighbourhood  for- 
bade their  brawling  children  to  wander  under  the  threatening 
walls,  lest  they  should  keep  the  promise  of  their  mouldering 
aspect,  and,  falling,  bare  to  tbe  obstructed  and  sickly  day  the 
secrets  of  their  prison  house.  Girt  with  the  foul  and  reeking  lairs 
of  that  extreme  destitution  which  necessity  urges  irresistibly  into 
guilt,  and  excluded,  by  filthy  alleys,  and  an  eternal  atmosphere 
of  smoke  and  rank  vapour , from  tbe  blessed  sun  and  the  pure  air 
of  Heaven,  the  miserable  mansion  seemed  set  apart  for  every 
disease  to  couch  within  — too  perilous  even  for  the  hunted  crimi- 
nal — too  dreary  even  for  tbe  beggar  to  prefer  it  to  the  bare  hedge, 
or  the  inhospitable  porch,  beneath  whose  mockery  of  shelter  the 
frosts  of  winter  had  so  often  numbed  him  into  sleep. 

Thrice  did  tbe  heavy  and  silver- headed  cane  of  Mr.  Brown, 
resound  upon  the  door,  over  which  was  a curious  carving  of  a lion 
dormant,  and  a date,  of  which  only  the  two  numbers  15  were  dis- 
cernible. Roused  by  a note  so  unusual , and  an  apparition  so  un- 
wontedly  smug  as  tbe  worthy  Morris , a whole  legion  of  dingy  and  • 
smoke-dried  brats,  came  trooping  from  the  surrounding  huts, 
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and  with  maDy  an  elvish  cry,  and  strange  oath,  and  cabalistic 
word,  which  thrilled  the  respectable  marrow  of  Mr.  Brown,  they 
collected  in  a gaping,  and,  to  his  alarmed  eye,  a menacing  group, 
as  near  to  the  house  as  their  fears  and  parents  would  permit  them. 

“It  is  very  dangerous,"  thought  Mr.  Brown,  looking  shi- 
veringly  up  at  the  hanging  and  tottering  roof , “and  very  appall- 
ing,” as  he  turned  to  the  ragged  crowd  of  infant  reprobates  which 
began  with  every  moment  to  increase.  At  last  he  snmmoucd 
courage,  and  inquired,  in  a tone  half  soothing  and  half  dignified, 
if  they  could  inform  him  bow  to  obtain  admittance,  or  how  to 
arouse  the  inhabitants. 

An  old  crone , leaning  out  of  an  opposite  window  with  matted 
hair  banging  over  a begrimed  and  shrivelled  countenance,  made 
answer.  ‘No  one,’  she  said  in  her  peculiar  dialect,  which  the 
worthy  man  scarcely  comprehended , ‘lived  there,  or  had  done  so 
for  years;’  but  Brown  knew  better:  and  while  he  was  asserting 
the  fact,  a girl  put  her  head  out  of  another  hovel , and  said  that 
she  had  sometimes  seen,  at  the  dusk  of  the  evening,  a man  leave 
the  house,  but  whether  any  one  else  lived  in  it,  she  conld  not  tell. 
Again  Mr.  Brown  sounded  an  alarm , but  no  answer  came  forth, 
and  in  great  fear  and  trembling,  be  applied  violent  hands  to  the 
door;  it  required  but  little  force;  it  gave  way;  he  entered;  and, 
jealous  of  the  entrance  of  the  mob  without,  reclosed  and  barred, 
as  well  as  he  was  able,  the  shattered  door.  The  house  was  un- 
naturally large  for  the  neighbourhood , and  Brown  was  in  doubt 
whether  first  to  ascend  a broken  and  perilous  staircase , or  search 
the  rooms  below:  he  decided  on  the  latter;  he  found  no  one , and 
with  a misgiving  heart , which  nothing  but  the  recollection  of  the 
great  Turkey  carpet  could  have  inspired,  he  asceneed  the  quaking 
steps.  All  was  silent.  But  a door  was  unclosed.  He  entered, 
and  saw  the  object  of  bis  search  before  him. 

Over  a pallet  bent  a form,  on  which,  though  youth  seemed 
withered,  and  even  pride  broken,  the  unconquerable  soul  left 
somewhat  of  grace  and  of  glory,  that  sustained  the  beholder’s  re- 
membrance of  better  days  — a child  in  its  first  infancy  knelt  on  the 
nearer  side  of  the  bed,  with  clasped  hands , and  vacant  eyes  that 
turned  towards  the  intruder , and  remained  rivettcd  on  his  steps 
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\rith  a listless  and  lack-lustre  gaze.  But  Glendower,  or  rather 
Mordauut,  as  be  bent  over  the  pallet,  spoke  not,  moved  not;  his 
eyes  were  rivetted  on  one  object;  his  heart  seemed  turned  into 
stone,  and  bis  veins  curdled  into  ice.  Awed  and  chilled  by  the 
breathing  desolation  of  the  spot,  Brown  approached , and  spoke, 
he  scarcely  knew  what;  the  habitual  nature  of  bis  thoughts , which 
cast  something  ludicrous  into  his  words,  doubled,  as  it  were, 
the  terror,  because  it  took  from  the  exaggeration  of  the  scene. 
“ You  are ,”  he  concluded  his  address , “ the  master  of  Mordaunt 
Court;  ” and  he  placed  the  letter  in  the  hands  of  the  person  he  thus 
greeted. 

“Awake,  bear  me ! ” cried  Algernon  to  Isabel,  as  she  lay  ex- 
tended on  the  conch;  and  the  messenger  of  glad  tidings,  for  the 
first  time  seeing  her  countenance , shuddered , and  knew  that  he 
was  in  the  chamber  of  death. 

“Awake,  my  own,  own  love!  Happy  days  are  in  store  for  ns 
yet:  our  misery  is  past;  you  will  live,  live  to  bless  me  in  riches, 
as  you  have  done  in  want.” 

Isabel  raised  her  eyes  to  his , and  a smile,  sweet,  comforting, 
and  full  of  love , passed  the  lips  which  were  about  to  close  for 
ever.  “Thank  Heaven,”  she  murmured,  “for  your  dear  sake. 
It  is  pleasant  to  die  now,  and  thus!”  and  she  placed  the  hand 
that  was  clasped  in  her  relaxing  and  wan  fingers,  within  the  bosom 
which  had  been,  for  anguished  and  hopeless  years,  his  asylum 
and  refuge , and  which  now , when  fortune  changed , as  if  it  bad 
only  breathed  as  a comfort  for  his  afflictions,  was,  for  the  first 
time,  and  for  ever,  to  be  cold,  — cold  even  to  him ! 

“You  will  live  — you  will  live,”  cried  Mordaunt,  in  wild  and 
incredulous  despair — “in  mercy  live!  You,  who  have  been  my 
angel  of  hope,  do  not  — OGod,  OGod!  do  not  desert  me  now!” 

But  that  faithful  and  loving  heart  was  already  deaf  to  his  voice, 
and  the  film  grew  darkening  and  rapidly  over  the  eye,  which  still, 
with  undying  fondness , sought  him  out  through  the  shade  and 
agony  of  death.  Sense  and  consciousness  were  gone,  and  dim 
and  confused  images  whirled  round  her  soul , struggling  a little 
moment  before  they  sunk  into  the  depth  and  silence  where  the 
past  lies  buried.  But  still  mindful  of  him  and  grasping,  as  it 
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were,  at  his  remembrance , she  clasped,  closer  and  closer,  the 
icy  hand  which  she  held,  to  her  breast.  “Your  hand  is  cold, 
dearest  — it  is  cold,”  said  she,  faintly,  “but  I will  warm  it 
here!”  — And  so  her  spirit  passed  away,  and  Mordaunt  felt 
afterwards,  in  a lone  and  surviving  pilgrimage,  that  her  last 
thought  had  been  kindness  to  him,  and  her  last  act  had  spoken 
a forgetfulness  even  of  death , in  the  cares  and  devotion  of  love ! 

CHAPTER  LXl. 

ChanKe  and  time  take  together  their  flight. 

Golden  Violet. 

One  evening  in  autumn , about  three  years  after  the  date  of  our 
last  chapter,  a stranger  on  horseback,  in  deep  mourning,  dis- 
mounted at  the  door  of  “the  Golden  Fleece,”  in  the  memorable 
town  of  W — . He  walked  into  the  tap-room,  and  asked  for  a 
private  apartment  and  accommodation  for  the  night.  The  land- 
lady, grown  considerably  plumper  than  when  we  first  made  her  ac- 
quaintance , just  lifted  up  her  eyes  to  the  stranger’s  face,  and  sum- 
moning a short  stout  man,  (formerly  the  waiter,  now  the  second 
helpmate  of  the  comely  hostess,)  desired  him,  in  a tone  which 
partook  somewhat  more  of  the  authority  indicative  of  their  former 
relative  situations  than  of  the  obedience  which  should  have  charac- 
terized their  present,  to  “show  the  gentleman  to  the  Griffin,  No. 
Four.” 

The  stranger  smiled  as  the  sound  greeted  his  ears,  and  he  fol- 
lowed not  so  much  the  host  as  the  hostess’s  spouse  into  the  apart- 
ment thus  designated.  A young  lady,  who  some  eight  years  ago 
little  thought  that  she  should  still  be  in  a state  of  single  blessed- 
ness, and  who  always  honoured  with  an  attentive  eye  the  stray 
travellers  who,  from  their  youth , loneliness,  or  that  ineflable  air 
which  usually  designates  the  unmarried  man,  might  be  in  the  same 
solitary  state  of  life , turned  to  the  landlady,  and  said  — 

“Mother,  did  you  observe  what  a handsome  gentleman  that 
was?” 

“ No,”  replied  the  landlady;  “I  only  obsen-ed  that  he  brought 
no  servant.” 
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“I  wonder,”  said  the  daughter,  “if  he  is  in  the  army?  — he 
has  a military  air!” 

«I  suppose  he  has  dined,”  muttered  the  laudlady  to  herself, 
looking  towards  the  larder. 

“Have  yon  seen  Squire  Mordaunt  within  a short  period  of 
time?”  said,  somewhat  abruptly,  a little  thick-set  man,  who  was 
enjoying  his  pipe  and  negus  in  a sociable  way  at  the  window-seat. 
The  characteristics  of  this  personage  were , a spruce  wig,  a bottle 
nose,  an  elevated  eyebrow , a snuff-coloured  skin  and  coat,  and 
an  air  of  that  consequential  self-respect  which  distinguishes  the 
philosopher  who  agrees  with  the  French  sage,  and  sees  “no  rea- 
son in  the  world  why  a man  should  not  esteem  himself.” 

“No,  indeed,  Mr.  Bossolton,”  returned  the  landlady;  “but 
I suppose  that,  as  he  is  now  in  the  parliament-house , he  will  live 
less  retired.  It  is  a pity  that  the  inside  of  that  noble  old  hall  of  his 
should  not  be  more  seen  — and  after  all  the  old  gentleman’s  im- 
provements, too!  They  say  that  the  estate  now,  since  the  mort- 
gages were  paid  off,  is  above  ten  thousand  pounds  a-year,  clear!  ” 

“And , if  I am  not  induced  into  an  error,”  rejoined  Mr.  Bos'- 
solton,  re-filling  his  pipe,  “old  Vavasour  left  a great  sum  of 
ready  money  besides , which  most  have  been  an  aid , and  an  as- 
sistance, and  an  advantage,  mark  me.  Mistress  Merrylack,  to 
the  owner  of  Mordaunt-Hall , that  has  escaped  the  calculation  of 
your  faculty,  — and  the  — and  the  — faculty  of  your  calcula- 
tion ! ” 

“You  mistake,  Mr.  Boss,”  as,  in  the  friendliness  of  dimi- 
nutives , Mrs.  Merrylack  sometimes  appelatived  the  grandiloquent 
practitioner  — “you  mistake:  the  old  gentleman  left  all  his  ready 
money  in  two  bequests  — the  one  to  the  College  of  — , in  the  uni- 
versity of  Cambridge,  and  the  other  to  an  hospital  in  London.  I 
remember  the  very  words  of  the  will  — they  ran  thus,  Mr.  Boss : — 
'And  whereas  my  beloved  son , had  be  lived , would  have  been  a 
member  of  the  College  of — , in  the  University  of  Cambridge,  which 
he  would  have  adorned  by  his  genius,  learning,  youthful  virtue, 
and  the  various  qualities  which  did  equal  honour  to  his  head  and 
heart,  and  would  have  rendered  him  alike  distinguished  as  the 
scholar  and  the  Christian  — 1 do  devise  and  bequeath  the  sum  of 
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thirty-seven  thousand  pounds  sterling,  now  in  the  English  funds/ 
&c.  (&c. ; and  then  follows  the  manner  in  which  be  will  have  his 
charity  vested  and  bestowed , and  all  about  the  prize  which  shall  be 
for  ever  designated  and  termed  ‘The  Vavasour  Prize/  and  what 
shall  be  the  words  of  the  Latin  speech  which  shall  be  spoken  when 
the  said  prize  be  delivered,  and  a great  deal  more  to  that  effect: 
so , then , he  passes  to  the  other  legacy,  of  exactly  the  same  sum, 
to  the  hospital , usually  called  and  styled  — , in  the  City  of  Lon- 
don , and  says , ‘ And  whereas  we  are  assured  by  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures , which , in  these  days  of  blasphemy  and  sedition , it  becomes 
every  true  Briton  and  member  of  the  Established  Church  to  sup- 
port, that  ‘charity  doth  cover  a multitude  of  sins’  — so  I do  give 
and  devise,’  &c.  &c.,  ‘to  be  for  ever  termed  in  the  deeds,’  &c.  dcc., 
‘of  the  said  hospital,  ‘The  Vavasour  Charity;’  and  always  provided 
that,  on  the  anniversary  of  the  day  of  my  death,  there  be  such 
prayer  as  shall  hereafter  in  this  my  last  will  be  dictated,  for  my 
soul , and  a sermon  afterwards,  by  a clergyman  of  the  Established 
Church , on  any  text  appropriate  to  the  day  and  deed  so  commemo- 
rated/ — But  the  conclusion  is  most  beantiffil,  Mr.  Bossolton . — 
‘And  now,  having  discharged  my  duties,  to  the  best  of  my  humble 
ability,  to  my  God,  my  king,  and  my  country,  and  dying  in  the 
full  belief  of  the  Protestant  Church,  as  by  law  established,  1 do 
set  my  hand  and  seal ,’  dec.  &c." 

“ A very  pleasing , and  charitable,  and  devout,  and  virtuous, 
testament  or  will.  Mistress  Merrylack,”  said  Mr.  Bossolton ; “and 
In  a time  when  anarchy  with  gigantic  strides  does  devastate,  and 
devour,  and  harm,  the  good  old  customs  of  our  ancestors  and  fore- 
fathers , and  tramples  with  its  poisonous  breath  the  Magna  Charts, 
and  the  glorious  Revolution,  it  is  beautiful  — ay,  and  sweet  — 
mark  you , Mrs.  Merrylack , to  behold  a gentleman  of  the  aristo- 
cratic classes,  or  grades,  supporting  the  institutions  of  bis  country 
with  such  remarkable  energy  of  sentiments , and  with  — and  with 
— Mistress  Merrylack  — with  sentiments  of  such  remarkable 
energy.” 

“Pray,”  said  the  daughter,  adjusting  her  ringlets  by  a little 
glass  which  hung  over  the  tap,  “how  long  has  Mr.  Mordaunt’s 
lady  been  dead?” 
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**0h!  she  died  just  before  the  squire  came  to  the  property,” 
quoth  the  mother.  “ Poor  thing  — she  was  so  pretty.  I am  sure 
1 cried  for  a whole  hour  when  I heard  it ! I think  it  was  three  years 
last  month,  when  it  happened.  Old  Mr.  Yavasour  died  about  two 
months  afterwards.” 

“The  afflicted  husband,”  (said  Mr.  Bossolton,  who  was  the 
victim  of  a most  fiery  Mrs.  Boss  at  home,)  “went  into  foreign 
lands  or  parts,  or,  as  it  is  vulgarly  termed,  the  continent,  im- 
mediately after  an  event,  or  occurrence  so  fatal  to  the  cup  of  bis 
prosperity,  and  the  sunshine  of  his  enjoyment,  did  he  not,  Mrs. 
Mcrrylack?” 

“ He  did.  And  you  know.  Mr.  Boss , be  only  returned  about 
six  months  ago.” 

“And  of  what  borough,  or  burgh,  or  town,  or  city,  is  he  the 
member  and  representative?”  asked  Mr.  Jeremiah  Bossolton, 
putting  another  lump  of  sugar  into  bis  negus.  “I  have  heard , it 
is  true,  but  my  memory  is  short;  and,  in  the  multitude  and  mul- 
tifariousness of  my  professional  engagements , I am  often  led  into 
a forgetfulness  of  matters  less  important  in  their  variety,  and  less 
— less  various  in  their  importance.” 

“Why,”  answered  Mrs.  Merrylack,  “somehow  or  other,  I 
quite  forget  too;  but  it  is  some  distant  borough.  The  gentleman 
wanted  him  to  stand  for  the  county,  but  he  would  not  hear  of  it; 
perhaps  he  did  not  like  the  publicity  of  the  thing,  for  he  is  mighty 
reserved.” 

“Proud,  haughty,  arrogant,  and  assumptions!”  said  Mr. 
Bossolton , with  a puff  of  unusual  length. 

“Nay,  nay,”  said  the  daughter,  (young  people  are  always  the 
first  to  defend ,)  “I ’m  sure  he  *s  not  proud  — he  does  a mort  of 
good,  and  has  the  sweetest  smile  possible ! I wonder  if  be  ’ll  marry 
again ! He  is  very  young  yet,  not  above  two  or  three-and-tbirty.” 
(The  kind  damsel  would  not  have  thought,  two  or  three-and-tbirty 
very  young  some  years  ago;  but  we  grow  wonderfully  indulgent 
to  the  age  of  other  people  as  we  grow  older  ourselves !) 

“And  what  an  eye  he  has!”  said  the  landlady.  “Well,  for 
my  part  — but,  bless  me.  Here,  John  — John  — John  — waiter— 
Tfif  Ditnwncd,  22 
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husband,  I mean  — here ’s  a carriage  and  four  at  the  door. 
Lizzy,  dear,  is  my  cap  right?” 

And  mother,  daughter,  and  husband,  all  flocked,  charged 
with  simper,  courtesy,  and  bow,  to  receive  their  expected  guests. 
With  a disappointment,  which  we  who  keep  not  inns  can  but  very 
imperfectly  conceive , the  trio  beheld  a single  personage  — a valet 
— descend  from  the  box , open  the  carriage  door,  and  lake  out  — 
a desk ! — Of  all  things  human , male  or  female , the  said  carriage 
was  utterly  empty. 

The  valet  bustled  up  to  the  landlady:  “My  master ’s  here, 
Ma’am , I think  — rode  on  before ! ” 

“And  who  is  your  master?”  asked  Sirs.  Slerrylack  — a thrill 
of  alarm , and  the  thought  of  No.  Four,  coming  across  her  at  the 
same  time. 

“Who!”  said  the  valet,  rubbing  his  bands;  “who!  — why 
Clarence  Talbot  Linden , Esq. , of  Scarsdale  Park , county  of  York, 
late  secretary  of  Legation  at  the  court  of  — , now  SI.  P. , and  one 
of  His  Majesty’s  under  Secretaries  of  State.” 

“Mercy  upon  us!”  cried  the  astounded  landlady,  “and  No. 
Four!  only  think  of  it.  Bun,  John, — John  — run  — light  a fire 
(the  night ’s  cold,  I think)  — in  the  Elephant,  No.  Sixteen  — beg 
the  gentleman’s  pardon  — say  it  was  occupied  till  now;  ask  what 
he  ’ll  have  for  dinner  — flsh , flesh , fowl , steaks , joints,  chops, 
tarts  — or , if  it ’s  too  late  (but  it 's  quite  early  yet  — you  may  put 
back  the  day  an  hour  or  so),  ask  what  he  ’ll  have  for  supper — run, 
John , run : — what ’s  the  oaf  staying  for  — run , I tell  you ! — 
Pray,  Sir,  walk  in  (to  the  valet,  our  old  friend  Sir.  Harrison)  — 
you  ’ll  be  hungry  after  your  journey,  I think;  no  ceremony, 
I beg.” 

“He ’s  not  so  handsome  as  his  master,”  said  Miss  Elizabeth, 
glancing  at  Harrison  discontentedly  — “ but  he  does  not  look  like 
a married  man,  somehow.  I’ll  just  step  up  stairs,  and  change 
my  cap ; it  would  be  but  civil  if  the  gentleman’s  gentleman  sups 
with  us." 

Meanwhile  Clarence,  having  been  left  alone  in  the  quiet  enjoy- 
ment of  No.  Four , had  examined  the  little  apartment  with  an  in-: 
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terest  not  altogether  UDmingled  with  painful  rcQections.  There  are 
few  persons , however  fortunate,  who  can  look  back  to  eight  years 
of  their  life , and  not  feel  somewhat  of  disappointment  in  the  re- 
trospect: few  persons,  whose  fortunes  the  world  envy , to  whom 
the  token  of  past  time , suddenly  obtruded  on  their  remembrance, 
does  not  awaken  hopes  destroyed,  and  wishes  deceived,  which 
that  world  has  never  known.  We  tell  our  triumphs  to  the  crowd, 
but  our  own  hearts  are  the  sole  confidants  of  our  sorrows.  Twice,” 
said  Clarence  to  himself,  “twice  before  have  I been  in  this  bumble 
room;  the  first  was  when,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  I was  just 
launched  into  the  world  — a vessel  which  had  for  its  only  hope  the 
motto  of  the  chivalrous  Sidney,  — 

Aut  viam  iavenlam,  aut  faciani ; 

yet,  humble  and  nameless  as  I was,  how  well  I can  recall  the  exag- 
gerated ambition , nay,  the  certainty  of  success,  as  well  as  its 
desire,  which  then  burnt  within  me.  I smile  now  at  the  over- 
weening vanity  of  those  hopes  — some , indeed , realized,  but  how 
many  nipped  and  withered  for  ever!  seeds,  of  which  a few  fell 
upon  rich  ground,  and  prospered,  but  of  which  how  far  the  greater 
number  were  scattered , some  upon  the  wayside , and  were  de- 
voured by  immediate  cares,  some  on  stony  places,  and  when  the 
sun  of  manhood  was  up,  they  were  scorched,  and  because  they 
bad  no  root,  withered  away:  and  some  among  thorns,  and  the 
thorns  sprang  up  and  choked  them.  — I am  now  rich,  honoured, 
high  in  the  favour  of  courts , and  not  altogether  unknown  or  unes- 
teemed arbitrio  popularis  aurae:  and  yet  I almost  think  I 
was  bappierwhen,  in  that  flush  of  youth  and  inexperience,  I looked 
forth  into  the  wide  world , and  imagined  that  f^rom  every  corner 
would  spring  up  a triumph  for  my  vanity,  or  an  object  for  my  af- 
fections. The  next  time  I stood  in  this  little  spot , I was  no  longer 
the  dependant  of  a precarious  charity,  or  the  idle  adventurer  who 
bad  no  stepping-stone  but  his  ambition.  I was  then  just  declared 
the  heir  of  wealth , which  I could  not  rationally  have  hoped  for  five 
years  before,  and  which  was  in  itself  sufficient  to  satisfy  the  aspi- 
rings of  ordinary  men.  But  I was  corroded  with  anxieties  for  the  ob- 
ject of  my  love,  and  regret  for  the  friend  whom  I had  lost:  perhaps 
the  eagerness  of  my  heart  for  the  one  rendered  me , for  the  mo- 
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meot,  too  little  mindful  of  the  other;  but,  in  after  years,  memory 
took  ample  atonement  for  that  temporary  suspension  of  her  duties. 
How  often  baTe  I recalled,  in  this  world  of  cold  ties  and  false 
hearts , that  true  and  generous  friend , from  whose  lessons  my 
mind  took  improvement,  and  from  whose  warnings,  example; 
who  was  to  me,  living,  a father,  and  from  whose  generosity, 
whatever  wordly  advantages  I have  enjoyed , or  distinctions  I have 
gained,  are  derived!  Then  I was  going  with  a tom,  yet  credu- 
lous, heart,  to  pour  forth  my  secret  and  my  passion  to  h e r , and, 
within  one  little  week  thence , bow  ship-wrecked  of  all  hope , ob- 
ject , and  future  happiness , I was ! Perhaps , at  that  time , I did 
not  sufficiently  consider  the  excusable  cautions  of  the  world  — 
I should  not  have  taken  such  umbrage  at  her  father’s  letter  — 
I should  have  revealed  to  him  my  birth , and  accession  of  fortune 

— nor  bartered  the  truth  of  certain  happiness  for  the  trials  and 
manoeuvres  of  romance.  But  it  is  too  late  to  repent  now.  By  this 
time  my  image  must  be  wholly  obliterated  from  her  heart : — she 
has  seen  me  in  the  crowd,  and  passed  me  coldly  by  — her  cheek  is 
pale,  but  not  for  me;  and  in  a little  — little  while  — she  will  be 
another’s , and  lost  to  me  for  ever!  Tet  have  I never  forgotten  her 
through  change  or  time  — the  bard  and  harsh  projects  of  ambition 

— the  labours  of  business , or  the  engrossing  schemes  of  political 
intrigue.  — Never ! — but  this  is  a vain  and  foolish  subject  of  re- 
flection now.” 

And  not  the  less  reflecting  upon  it  for  that  sage  and  veracious 
recollection,  Clarence  turned  firom  the  window,  against  which  he 
had  been  leaning,  and  drawing  one  of  the  four  chairs  to  the  solitary 
table,  be  sat  down,  moody  and  disconsolate,  and  leaning  his  face 
upon  his  hands,  pursued  the  confused,  yet  not  disconnected, 
thread  of  his  meditations. 

The  door  abruptly  opened,  and  Mr.  Merrylack  appeared. 

“Dear  me,  Sir!"  cried  he,  “a  thousand  pities  you  should 
have  been  put  here.  Sir!  Pray  step  up  stairs.  Sir;  the  front 
drawing-room  is  just  vacant.  Sir;  what  will  you  please  to  have 
for  dinner.  Sir,”  dec.  dec.,  according  to  the  instructions  of  bis 
wife.  To  Mr.  Merrylack’s  great  dismay , Clarence,  however,  re- 
solutely refused  all  attempts  at  locomotion,  and  contenting  himself 
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with  entrasting  the  dinner  to  the  discretion  of  the  landlady,  desired 
to  be  left  alone  till  it  was  prepared. 

Now,  when  Mr.  John  Merrylack  returned  to  the  tap-room,  and 
communicated  the  stubborn  adherence  to  No.  Four,  manifested  by 
its  occupier,  our  good  hostess  felt  exceedingly  discomposed.  “ You 
are  so  stupid,  John,”  said  she,  “I  'll  go  and  expostulate  like 
with  him ; ” and  she  was  rising  for  that  purpose , when  Harrison, 
who  was  taking  particularly  good  care  of  himself,  drew  her  back : 
“I  know  my  master’s  temper  better  than  you  do.  Ma’am,”  said 
he;  “ and  when  he  is  in  the  humour  to  be  stubborn,  the  very  devij 
himself  could  not  get  him  out  of  it.  I dare  say  he  wants  to  be  left 
to  himself:  he  is  very  fond  of  being  alone  now  and  then ; state  af- 
fairs, you  know,  (added  the  valet,  mysteriously  touching  his 
forehead)  and  even  I dare  not  disturb  him  for  the  world;  so  make 
yourself  easy,  and  I ’ll  go  to  him  when  he  has  dined,  and  / 
supped.  There  is  time  enough  for  No.  Four,  when  we  have  taken 
care  of  number  one.  ^ Miss,  your  health!” 

The  landlady,  reluctantly  overruled  in  her  design,  reseated 
herself. 

“Mr.  Clarence  Linden,  M.  P. , did  you  say.  Sir?”  said  the 
learned  Jeremiah:  “surely,  I have  had  that  name  or  appellation 
in  my  books,  but  I cannot,  at  this  instant  of  time,  recall  to  my  re- 
collection the  exact  date  and  circumstance  of  my  professional  ser- 
vices to  the  gentleman  so  designated,  styled,  or,  I may  say, 
termed.” 

“Can’t  say,  I am  sure.  Sir,”  said  Harrison  — “lived  with 
my  master  many  years  — never  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  be- 
fore, nor  of  travelling  this  road  — a very  hilly  road  it  is , Sir. — 
Miss,  this  negus  is  as  bright  as  your  eyes,  and  as  warm  as  my 
admiration.” 

“Oh,  Sir!” 

“Pray,”  said  Mr.  Merrylack,  who,  like  most  of  his  tribe, 
was  a bit  of  a politician ; “is  it  the  Mr.  Linden  who  made  that  long 
speech  in  the  House  the  other  day?” 

“Precisely,  Sir.  He  is  a very  eloquent  gentleman , indeed: 
pity  he  speaks  so  little — never  made  but  that  one  long  speech  since 
be  has  been  in  the  House , and  a capital  one  it  was , too.  You  saw 


Digitized  by  Google 


342 


how  the  prime  minister  complimented  him  upon  it.  'A  speech,’ 
said  his  lordship,  ‘ which  had  united  the  graces  of  youthful  genius, 
with  the  sound  calculations  of  matured  experience!”’ 

“Bid  the  prime  minister  really  so  speak?”  said  Jeremiah: 
“what  a beautiful,  and  noble,  and  sensible  compliment!  I will 
examine  my  books  when  I go  home  — ‘ the  graces  of  youthful  ge- 
nius , with  the  sound  calculations  of  matured  experience ! ’ ” 

“If  he  is  in  the  Parliament  House,”  quoth  the  landlady , “I 
suppose  he  will  know  our  Mr.  Mordaunt,  when  the  squire  takes 
his  seat , next  — what  do  you  call  it  — sessions?  ” 

“Know  Mr.  Mordaunt!”  said  the  valet.  “It  is  to  see  him 
that  we  have  come  down  here.  We  intended  to  have  gone  there 
to-night,  but  master  thought  it  too  late,  and  I saw  he  was  in  a 
melancholy  humour;  we  therefore  resolved  to  come  here;  and  so 
master  took  one  of  the  horses  from  the  groom , whom  we  have  left 
behind  with  the  other,  and  came  on  alone.  I take  it,  he  must 
have  been  in  this  town  before,  for  he  described  the  inn  so  well.  — 
Capital  cheese  this;  as  mild  — as  mild  as  your  sweet  smile,  Miss ' ” 
“Oh,  Sir!” 

“Pray,  Mistress  Merrylack,”  said  Mr.  Jeremiah  Bossolton, 
depositing  his  pipe  on  the  table , and  awakening  from  a profound 
reverie  in  which , for  the  last  flve  minutes , his  senses  had  been 
buried  — “pray.  Mistress  Merrylack,  do  you  not  call  to  your 
mind,  or  your  reminiscence,  or  your  — your  recollection,  a young 
gentleman,  equally  comely  in  his  aspect  and  blandiloqnent(ehem !) 
in  his  address,  who  had  the  misfortune  to  have  his  arm  severely 
contused  and  afflicted  by  a violent  kick  from  Mr.  Mordaunt’s  horse, 
even  in  the  yard  in  which  your  stables  are  situated,  and  who  re- 
mained for  two  or  three  days  in  your  house,  or  tavern,  or  hotel? 
I do  remember  that  you  were  grievously  perplexed  because  of  his 
name,  the  initials  of  which  only  he  gave,  or  intrusted,  or  com- 
municated to  you , until  you  did  exam  — ” 

“I  remember,”  interrupted  Miss  Elizabeth  — “I  remember 
well  — a very  beautiful  young  gentleman,  who  had  a letter  directed 
to  be  left  here,  addressed  to  him  by  the  letters  C.  L.,  and  who  was 
afterwards  kicked , and  who  admired  your  cap,  mother,  and  whose 
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name  was  Clarence  Linden.  You  remember  it  well  enough,  mo- 
ther, surely?” 

*‘IthinkIdo,  Lizzy,”  said  the  landlady,  slowly;  for  her 
memory,  not  so  much  occupied  as  her  daughter’s  by  beautiful 
young  gentlemen , struggled  slowly  with  dim  ideas  of  the  various 
travellers  and  visitors  with  whom  her  house  bad  been  honoured, 
before  she  came,  at  last,  to  the  reminiscence  of  Clarence  Linden 

— "I  think  I do  — and  Squire  Mordaunt  was  very  attentive  to 
him  — and  he  broke  one  of  the  panes  of  glass  in  No.  Eight,  and 
gave  me  half  a gninea  to  pay  for  it.  I do  remember,  perfectly, 
Lizzy.  So  that  is  the  Mr.  Linden  now  here ! — only  think ! ” 

“I  should  not  have  known  him,  certainly,”  said  Miss  Elizabeth ; 
“he  is  grown  so  much  taller,  and  bis  hair  looks  quite  dark  now, 
and  his  face  is  much  thinner  than  it  was;  but  be ’s  very  handsome 
still  — is  he  not , Sir?”  turning  to  the  valet. 

“Ah!  ah!  w’ell  enough,”  said  Mr.  Harrison,  stretching  out 
his  right  leg,  and  falling  away  a little  to  the  left,  in  the  manner 
adopted  by  the  renowned  Gil  Bias , in  his  address  to  the  fair  Laura 

— “ well  enough ; but  he ’s  a little  too  tall  and  thin , / think.” 

Mr.  Harrison’s  faults  in  shape  were  certainly  not  those  of  being 

too  tall  and  thin. 

“ Perhaps  so ! ” said  Miss  Elizabeth , who  scented  the  vanity 
by  a kindred  instinct,  and  bad  her  own  reasons  for  pampering  it  — 
“perhaps  so!” 

“ But  he  is  a great  favourite  with  the  ladies  all  the  same ; how- 
ever, he  only  loves  one  lady.  Ah,  but  I must  not  say  who,  though 
1 know.  However,  she  is  so  handsome;  such  eyes,  they  would 
go  through  you  like  a skewer,  but  not  like  yours,  yours.  Miss, 
which , I vow  and  protest,  are  as  bright  as  a seirice  of  plate.” 

“Oh,  Sir!” 

And  amidst  these  graceful  compliments  the  time  slipped  away, 
till  Clarence’s  dinner,  and  his  valet’s  supper,  being  fairly  over, 
Mr.  Harrison  presented  himself  to  his  master,  a perfectly  different 
being  in  attendance  to  what  he  was  in  companionship  — flippancy, 
impertinence,  forwardness,  all  merged  in  the  steady,  sober, 
serious  demeanour  which  characterize  the  respectful  and  well-bred 
domestic. 
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ClarcDce’s  orders  were  soon  given.  They  were  limited  to  the 
appurtenances  of  writing;  and  as  soon  as  Harrison  re-appeared 
with  his  master’s  writing-desk,  he  was  dismissed  for  the  night. 

Very  slowly  did  Clarence  settle  himself  to  his  task,  and  attempt 
to  escape  the  ennui  of  his  solitude,  or  the  restlessness  of  thought 
feeding  upon  itself,  by  inditing  the  following  epistle. 

“TO  THE  DUKE  OF  HAVERFIELD. 

“ I was  very  unfortunate , my  dear  duke,  to  miss  seeingyou, 
when  1 called  in  Arlington-street,  the  evening  before  last,  for  1 
had  a great  deal  to  say  to  you  — something  upon  public  and  a little 
upon  private  affairs.  I will  reserve  the  latter,  since  I only  am  the 
person  concerned , for  a future  opportunity.  With  respect  to  the 

former,  ***** 

****** 

****** 

“And  now  having  finished  the  political  part  of  my  letter,  let 
me  congratulate  you  most  sincerely  upon  your  approaching  mar- 
riage with  Miss  Trevanion.  I do  not  know  her  myself;  but  I re- 
member that  she  was  the  bosom  friend  of  Lady  Flora  Ardeniic, 
whom  I have  often  heard  speak  of  her  in  the  highest  and  most  affec- 
tionate terms,  so  that  I imagine  her  brother  could  not  better  atone 
to  you  for  dishonestly  carrying  off  the  fair  Julia  some  three  years 
ago , than  by  giving  you  bis  sister  in  honourable  and  orthodox  ex- 
change — the  gold  armour  for  the  brazen. 

“Asformylot,  though  I ought  not,  at  this  moment,  to  dim 
yours  by  dwelling  upon  it , you  know  how  long,  bow  constantly, 
how  ardently  I have  loved  Lady  Flora  Ardenne  — how,  for  her 
sake , I have  refused  opportunities  of  alliance  which  might  have 
gratified,  to  the  utmost,  that  worldliness  of  heart  which  so  many 
who  saw  me  only  in  the  crowd  have  been  pleased  to  impute  to  me. 
Vou  know  that  neither  pleasure , nor  change , nor  the  insult  I re- 
ceived from  her  parents,  nor  the  sodden  indifference  which  I so 
little  deserved  from  herself,  has  been  able  to  obliterate  her  image. 
You  will  therefore  sympathize  with  me,  when  I inform  yon  that 
there  is  no  longer  any  doubt  of  her  marriage  with  Borodaile  (or 
rather  Lord  Ulswater,  since  his  father's  death),  as  soon  as 
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sixth  month  of  bis  monming  expires;  to  this  period  only  two 
months  remain. 

“Heavens!  when  one  thinks  over  the  past,  how  incrednlous 
one  could  become  to  the  future : when  I recall  all  the  tokens  of  love 
I received  from  that  woman , I cannot  persuade  myself  that  they 
are  now  all  forgotten,  or  rather,  all  lavished  upon  another. 

“But  I do  not  blame  her  — may  she  be  happier  with  him  than 
she  could  have  been  with  me ! and  that  hope  shall  whisper  peace 
to  regrets  which  I have  been  foolish  to  indulge  so  long,  and  it  is 
perhaps  well  for  me  that  they  are  about  to  be  rendered  for  ever  un- 
availing. 

“lam  staying  at  an  inn,  without  books , companions,  or  any 
thing  to  beguile  time  and  thought,  but  this  pen,  ink,  and  paper. 
You  will  see , therefore,  a reason  and  an  excuse  for  my  scribbling 
on  to  yon,  till  my  two  sheets  are  filled,  and  the  hour  often  (one 
can ’t  well  go  to  bed  earlier)  arrived. 

“You  remember  having  often  heard  me  speak  of  a very  extra- 
ordinary man  whom  I met  in  Italy,  and  with  whom  I became  in- 
timate. He  returned  to  England  some  months  ago ; and  on  hear- 
ing it,  my  desire  of  renewing  our  acquaintance  was  so  great,  that 
1 wrote  to  invite  myself  to  his  house.  He  gave  me  what  is  termed 
a very  obliging  answer,  and  left  the  choice  of  time  to  myself.  You 
see  now,  most  noble  Festus,  the  reason  of  my  journey  hither- 
wards. 

“His  house,  a fine  old  mansion,  is  situated  about  five  or  six 
miles  from  this  town;  and,  as  I arrived  here  late  in  the  evening, 
and  knew  that  his  habits  were  reserved  and  peculiar,  I thought  it 
better  to  take  ‘mine  ease  in  my  inn’  for  this  night,  and  defer  my 
visit  to  Mordaunt  Court  till  to-morrow  morning.  In  troth , I was 
not  averse  to  renewing  an  old  acquaintance  — not,  as  you  in  your 
malice  would  suspect,  with  my  hostess,  but  with  her  house. 
Some  years  ago,  when  I was  eighteen,  I first  made  a slight  acquain- 
tance with  Mordaunt  at  this  very  inn,  and  now,  at  twenty-six,  I 
am  glad  to  have  one  evening  to  myself  on  the  same  spot,  and  re- 
trace here  all  that  has  since  happened  to  me. 

“Now,  do  not  be  alarmed ; I am  not  going  to  inflict  upon  you 
the  unquiet  retrospect  with  which  I have  just  been  vexing  myself ; 
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no,  I will  rather  speak  to  you  of  my  acquaintance  and  host  to  be. 
1 have  said  that  I first  met  Mordaunt  some  years  since  at  this  ibn  — 
an  accident,  for  which  his  horse  was  to  blame,  brought  us  ac- 
quainted — I spent  a day  at  bis  house,  and  was  much  interested 
in  his  conversation;  since  then,  we  did  not  meet  till  about  two 
years  and  a half  ago,  when  we  were  in  Italy  together.  During  the 
intermediate  interval  Mordaunt  had  married  — lost  his  property 
by  a lawsuit — disappeared  from  the  W'orld  (whither  none  knew)  for 
some  years  — recovered  the  estate  he  bad  lost  by  the  death  of  his 
kinsman’s  heir,  and  shortly  afterwards  by  that  of  the  kinsman 
himself,  and  had  become  a widower,  with  one  only  child,  a beau- 
tiful little  girl  of  about  four  years  old.  He  lived  in  perfect  seclusion, 
avoided  all  intercourse  with  society,  and  seemed  so  perfectly  un- 
conscious of  having  ever  seen  me  before,  whenever  in  our  rides  or 
walks  we  met , that  I could  not  venture  to  intrude  myself  on  a re- 
serve so  rigid  and  unbroken  as  that  which  characterized  his  habits 
and  life. 

“The  gloom  and  loneliness,  however,  in  which  Mordaunt’s 
days  were  spent,  were  far  from  partaking  of  that  selfishness  so 
common,  almost  so  necessarily  common,  to  recluses.  Where- 
ver he  had  gone  in  bis  travels  through  Italy,  he  had  left  light  and 
rejoicing  behind  him.  In  his  residence  at  — , while  unknown  to 
the  great  and  gay,  he  was  familiar  with  the  outcast  and  the 
destitute.  The  prison,  the  hospital,  the  sordid  cabins  of  want, 
the  abodes  (so  frequent  in  Italy,  that  emporium  of  artists  and 
poets)  where  genius  struggled  against  poverty  and  its  own  impro- 
vidence — all  these  were  the  spots  to  which  his  visits  were  paid, 
and  in  which  ‘the  very  stones  prated  of  his  whereabout.’  It  was  a 
strange  and  striking  contrast  to  compare  the  sickly  enthusiasm  of 
those  w'ho  flocked  to  Italy,  to  lavish  their  sentiment  on  statues, 
and  their  wealth  in  the  modern  impositions  palmed  upon  their 
gross  tastes  as  the  masterpieces  of  ancient  art  — it  was  a noble 
contrast,  I say,  to  compare  that  ludicrous  and  idle  enthusiasm 
with  the  quiet  and  wholesome  energy  of  mind  and  heart  which  led 
Mordaunt,  not  to  pour  forth  worship  and  homage  to  the  uncon- 
scious monuments  of  the  dead , but  to  console , to  relieve , and  to 
sustain,  the  woes,  the  wants,  the  feebleness . of  the  living. 
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“Tet,  while  he  was  thus  employed  in  reducing  the  miseries 
and  enlarging  the  happiness  of  others,  the  most  settled  melancholy 
seemed  to  mark  himsdf  ‘ as  her  owm.’  Clad  in  the  deepest  mourn- 
ing, a stern  and  unbroken  gloom  sat  for  ever  upon  his  coun- 
tenance. I have  observed . that  if  in  his  walks  or  rides  any  one, 
especially  of  the  better  classes , appeared  to  approach , he  would 
strike  into  a new  path.  He  could  not  bear  even  the  scrutiny  of  a 
glance  or  the  fellowship  of  a moment;  and  his  mien,  high  and 
haughty,  seemed  not  only  to  repel  others,  but  to  contradict  the 
meekness  end  charity  which  his  own  actions  so  invariably  and  un- 
equivocally displayed.  It  must,  indeed,  have  been  a powerful 
exertion  of  principle  over  feeling,  which  induced  him  voluntarily 
to  seek  the  abodes  and  intercourse  of  the  rude  beings  he  blessed 
and  relieved. 

We  met  at  two  or  three  places  to  which  my  weak  and  imper- 
fect charity  had  led  me,  especially  at  the  house  of  a sickly  and 
distressed  artist;  for  in  former  life  I had  iutimately  known  one  of 
that  profession;  and  I have  since  attempted  to  transfer  to  his 
brethren  that  debt  of  kindness  which  an  early  death  forbade  me  to 
discharge  to  himself.  It  was  thus  that  I first  became  acquainted 
with  Mordaunt’s  occupations  and  pursuits;  for  what  ennobled  his 
benevolence  was  the  remarkable  obscurity  in  which  it  was  veiled. 
It  was  in  disguise  and  in  secret  that  his  generosity  flowed ; and  so 
studiously  did  be  conceal  bis  name,  and  hide  even  his  features, 
during  his  brief  visits  to  ‘the  house  of  mourning,'  that  none  but 
one  who  (like  myself)  is  a close  and  minute  observer  and  inves- 
tigator of  whatever  has  once  become  an  object  of  interest,  could 
have  traced  his  band  in  the  various  works  of  happiness  it  bad  aided 
or  created. 

“One  day,  among  some  old  mins,  I met  him  with  his  young 
daughter.  By  great  good  fortune  I preserved  the  latter,  who  bad 
wandered  away  from  her  father,  from  a fall  of  loose  stones  which 
would  inevitably  have  crushed  her.  I was  myself  much  hurt  by  my 
cflort,  having  received  upon  my  shoulder  a fragment  of  the  falling 
stones  ; and  thus  our  old  acquaintance  was  renewed,  and  gradually 
ripened  into  intimacy;  not,  I musk  own,  without  great  patience 
and  constant  endeavour  on  my  part;  for  bis  gloom  and  lonely  ha- 
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bits  rendered  him  uUcrlj  impracticable  of  access  to  any  (as  Lord 
Aspeden  wonld  say)  bat  a diplomatist.  I saw  a great  deal  of  him 
during  the  six  months  I remained  in  Italy,  and  — but  you  know 
already  bow  warmly  I admire  his  extraordinary  powers , and  ve- 
nerate his  character.  — Lord  Aspeden’s  recall  to  England  sepa- 
rated us. 

“A  general  election  ensued.  I was  returned  for  — . I entered 
eagerly  into  domestic  politics  — your  friendship , Lord  Aspeden’s 
kindness,  my  own  wealth  and  industry , made  my  success  almost 
unprecedentedly  rapid.  Engaged,  heart  and  hand,  in  those 
minute  yet  engrossing  labours  for  which  the  aspirant  in  parlia- 
mentary and  state  intrigue  must  unhappily  forego  the  more  en- 
larged though  abstruser  speculations  of  general  philosophy,  and 
of  that  morality  which  may  be  termed  universal  politics,  I 
have  necessarily  been  employed  in  very  different  pursuits  from 
those  to  which  Mordaunt’s  contemplations  are  devoted , yet  have  I 
often  recalled  his  maxims,  with  admiration  at  their  depth,  and 
obtained  applause  for  opinions  which  were  only  imperfectly  filtered 
from  the  pure  springs  of  his  own. 

“ It  is  about  six  months  since  be  has  returned  to  England , and 
he  has  very  lately  obtained  a seat  in  parliament  — so  that  we  may 
trust  soon  to  see  his  talents  displayed  upon  a more  public  and 
enlarged  theatre  than  they  hitherto  have  been ; and , though  I fear 
his  politics  will  be  opposed  to  ours , I anticipate  his  public  d d b u t 
with  that  interest  which  genius , even  when  adverse  to  one’s  self, 
always  inspires.  Yet  I confess  that  I am  desirous  to  see  and  con- 
verse with  him  once  more  in  the  familiarity  and  kindness  of  private 
intercourse.  The  rage  of  party , the  narrowness  of  sectarian  zeal , 
soon  exclude  from  our  friendship  all  those  who  differ  from  our 
opinions ; and  it  is  like  sailors  holding  commune  for  the  last  time 
with  each  other,  before  their  several  vessels  are  divided  by  the 
perilous  and  uncertain  sea , to  confer  in  peace  and  retirement  for 
a little  while  with  those  who  are  about  to  be  launched  with  us  in 
that  same  unquiet  ocean,  where  any  momentary  caprice  of  the 
winds  may  disjoin  us  for  ever,  and  where  our  very  union  is  only  a 
sympathy  in  toil , and  a fellowship  in  danger. 

“ Adieu , my  dear  Duke ! it  is  fortunate  for  me  that  our  public 
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opinions  are  so  closely  allied , and  that  I may  so  reasonably  cal- 
culate in  private  upon  the  happiness  and  honour  of  subscribing 
myself  your  affectionate  friend, 

“C.L.” 


Such  was  the  letter  to  which  we  shall  leave  the  explanation  of 
much  that  has  taken  place  within  the  last  three  years  of  our  tale, 
.md  which , in  its  tone , will  serve  to  show  the  kindness  and  gene- 
rosity of  heart  and  feeling  that  mingled  (rather  increased  than 
abated  by  the  time  which  brought  wisdom)  with  the  hardy  activity 
and  resolute  ambition  that  characterized,  the  mind  of  our  “Dis- 
owned.” — We  now  consign  him  to  such  repose  as  the  best  bed- 
room in  the  Golden  Fleece  can  afford,  and  conclude  the  chapter. 

CHAPTER  LXII. 

Thoagh  the  wildi  of  enchantment  all  vernal  and  bright. 

In  the  daya  of  delnaion  by  fancy  combin’d 

With  the  vaniihing  |»hantomi  of  love  and  delight. 

Abandon  my  loul,  like  a dream  of  the  night. 

And  leave  but  a deiert  behind. 

Be  huih’d  , my  dark  ijiirit,  for  Wiadom  condemns 
When  the  faint  and  the  feeble  deplore; 

Be  strong  as  the  rock  of  the  ocean  that  stems 
A thousand  wild  waves  on  the  shore! 

Campbell. 

“Shall  I order  the  carriage  round,  Sir?”  said  Harrison, 
“it  is  past  one.” 

“ Yes  — yet  stay  — the  day  is  line  — I will  ride  — let  the  car- 
riage come  on  in  the  evening — see  that  my  horse  is  saddled  — you 
looked  to  bis  mash  last  night?” 

“I  did.  Sir.  He  seems  wonderfully  fresh : would  you  please 
to  have  me  stay  here  with  the  carriage,  Sir,  till  the  groom  comes 
on  with  the  other  horse?” 

“Ay;  do  — I don’t  know  yet  how  far  strange  servants  may  be 
welcome  where  I am  going.” 

“ Now,  that 's  lucky!  ” said  Harrison  to  himself,  as  he  shut  the 
door:  “I shall  have  a good  five  hours’  opportunity  of  making  my 
court  here,  bliss  Elizabeth  is  really  a very  pretty  girl , and  might 
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not  be  a bad  match.  I don’t  see  any  brothers:  who  knows  but 
she  may  succeed  to  the  inn  — hem ! A.  servant  may  be  ambitious 
as  well  as  bis  master,  I suppose?” 

So  meditating , Harrison  sauntered  to  the  stables  — saw  (fur 
he  was  an  admirable  servant,  and  could,  at  a pinch,  dress  a 
horse  as  well  as  its  master)  that  Clarence’s  beautiful  steed  received 
the  utmost  nicely  of  grooming  which  the  ostler  could  bestow — led 
it  himself  to  the  door  — held  the  stirrup  for  his  master,  with  the 
mingled  humility  and  grace  of  bis  profession , and  then  strutted 
away  — “pride  on  his  brow,  and  glory  in  his  eye”  — to  be  the 
cynosure  and  oracle  of  the  tap-room. 

Meanwhile , Linden  rode  slowly  onwards.  As  he  passed  that 
turn  of  the  town  by  which  he  had  for  the  first  time  entered  it,  the 
recollection  of  the  eccentric  and  would-be  gipsy  flashed  upon  him. 
“I  wonder,”  thought  he,  “where  that  singular  man  is  now  — 
whether  he  still  preserves  his  itinerant  and  woodland  tastes  — 

*Si  flamina  lylvaique  ingloriut  amet,’ 
or  whether,  as  bis  family  increased  in  age  or  number,  he  has 
turned  from  his  wanderings , and  at  length  found  out  ‘ the  peaceful 
hermitage.’  How  glowingly  the  whole  scene  of  that  night  comes 
across  me  — the  wild  tents,  their  wilder  habitants,  the  mingled 
bluntness,  poetry,  honest  good-nature,  and  spirit  of  enterprise, 
which  constituted  the  chiefs  nature  — the  jovial  meal  and  mirth 
round  the  wood  fire,  and  beneath  the  quiet  stars , and  the  eager- 
ness and  zest  with  which  I then  mingled  in  the  merriment. 
Alas!  — how  ill  the  fastidiousness  and  refinement  of  after  days 
repay  US  for  the  elastic , buoyant,  ready  zeal , with  which  our  first 
youth  enters  into  whatever  is  joyous,  without  pausing  to  ask  if  its 
cause  and  nature  be  congenial  to  our  habits,  or  kindred  to  our 
tastes.  After  all,  there  really  was  something  philosophical  in 
the  romance  of  the  jovial  gipsy,  childish  as  it  seemed;  and  I 
should  like  much  to  know  if  the  philosophy  has  got  the  better  of 
the  romance,  or  the  romance,  growing  into  habit,  become 
common-place,  and  lost  both  its  philosophy  and  its  enthusiasm. 
Well,  after  I leave  Mordaunt , I will  try  and  find  out  my  old 
friend.” 

With  this  resolution,  Clarence’s  thoughts  took  anew  channel, 


Digitized  by  Googl 


351 


and  dwelt  upon  Mordaunt,  till  he  foand  himself  entering  his 
domain.  As  he  rode  through  the  park,  where  brake  and  tree 
were  glowing  in  the  yellow  tints  which  Autumn , like  Ambition, 
gilds  ere  it  withers , he  paused  for  a moment , to  recall  the  scene, 
as  he  last  beheld  it , to  his  memory.  It  was  then  Spring  — Spring 
in  its  6rst  and  (lushest  glory  — when  not  a blade  of  grass  but  sent 
a perfume  to  the  air  — the  happy  air, 

Making  tweet  music  while  the  jroung  leaves  ilancedi 

when  every  cluster  of  the  brown  fern , that  now  lay  dull  and  mo- 
tionless around  him , and  amidst  which  the  melancholy  deer  stood 
afar  off,  gazing  upon  the  intruder,  was  vocal  with  the  blithe  me- 
lodies of  the  inf^ant  year  — the  sharp,  yet  sweet,  voices  of 
birds — “those  fairy-formed  and  many  coloured  things”  — and 
(heard  at  intervals)  the  chirp  of  the  merry  grasshopper,  or  the 
hum  of  the  awakened  bee.  He  sighed , as  he  now  looked  around, 
and  recalled  the  change,  both  of  time  and  season:  and  with  that 
fondness  of  heart  which  causes  man  to  knit  his  own  little  life  to  the 
varieties  of  Time,  the  signs  of  Heaven,  or  the  revolutions  ot  Na- 
ture , he  recognised  something  kindred  in  the  change  of  scene  lo 
the  change  of  thought  and  feeling  which  years  had  wrought  in  the 
beholder. 

Awaking  from  his  reverie,  he  hastened  his  horse’s  pace,  and 
was  soon  within  sight  of  the  house.  Vavasour,  during  the  few 
years  he  had  possessed  the  place,  had  conducted  and  carried 
through  improvements  and  additions  to  the  old  mansion , upon  a 
scale  equally  costly  and  judicious.  The  heavy  and  motley  magni- 
ficence of  the  architecture  in  which  the  house  had  been  built,  re- 
mained unaltered;  but  a wing  on  cither  side,  though  exactly 
corresponding  in  style  with  the  intermediate  building,  gave , by 
the  long  Gothic  colonnade  which  ran  across  the  one,  and  the 
stately  windows  which  adorned  the  other,  an  air  not  only  of  grander 
extent,  but  more  cheerful  lightness  to  the  massy  and  antiquated 
pile.  It  was,  assuredly,  in  the  point  of  view  by  which  Clarence 
now  approached  it,  a structure  which  possessed  few  superiors  in' 
point  of  size  and  effect;  and  harmonized  so  well  with  the  noble 
extent  of  the  park , the  ancient  woods , and  the  venerable  avenues,' 
that  a very  slight  effort  of  imagination  and  love  of  antiquarian 
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musiogs  might  have  poured  from  the  massive  portals  the  pagean- 
tries of  old  days,  and  the  gay  galliard  of  chivalric  romance  with 
which  the  scene  was  in  such  accordance , and  which  in  a former 
age  it  had  so  often  witnessed. 

Ah,  little  could  any  one  who  looked  upon  that  gorgeous  pile, 
and  the  broad  lands  which,  beyond  the  boundaries  of  the  park, 
swelled  on  the  hills  of  the  distant  landscape , studded  at  frequent 
intervals  with  the  spires  and  villages,  which  adorned  the  wide 
baronies  of  Mordaunt  — little  could  be  who  thus  gazed  around, 
have  imagined  that  the  owner  of  all  he  surveyed  had  passed  the 
glory  and  verdure  of  his  manhood  in  the  bitterest  struggles  with 
gnawing  want,  and  rebellious  pride,  and  urgent  passion , without 
friend  or  aid  but  his  own  haughty  and  supporting  virtue,  sentenced 
to  bear  yet  in  his  wasted  and  barren  heart  the  sign  of  the  storm 
he  had  resisted,  and  the  scathed  token  of  the  lightning  he  had 
braved.  None  but  Crauford , who  had  his  own  reasons  for  taci- 
turnity, and  the  itinerant  broker , easily  bribed  into  silence,  had 
ever  known  of  the  extreme  poverty  from  which  Mordaunt  had 
passed  to  his  rightful  possessions.  It  was  whispered , indeed , 
that  he  had  been  reduced  to  narrow  and  straitened  circumstances ; 
but  the  whisper  had  been  only  the  breath  of  rumour,  and  the  ima- 
gined poverty  far  short  of  the  reality:  for  the  pride  of  Mordaunt 
(the  great,  almost  the  sole  failing  in  his  character)  could  not 
endure  that  all  he  had  borne  and  baffled  should  be  bared  to  the 
vulgar  eye;  and,  by  a rare  anomaly  of  mind,  indifferent  as  he 
was  to  renown , he  was  morbidly  susceptible  of  shame. 

When  Clarence  rung  at  the  ivy-covered  porch , and  made  in- 
quiry for  Mordaunt,  he  was  informed  that  the  latter  was  in  the 
park,  by  the  river,  where  most  of  his  hours , during  the  day-time, 
were  spent. 

“Shall  I send  to  acquaint  him  that  you  are  come , Sir?”  said 
the  servant. 

“No,”  answered  Clarence,  “I  will  leave  my  horse  to  one  of 
the  grooms,  and  stroll  down  to  the  river  in  search  of  your  master” 

Suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he  dismounted , consigned  his 
steed  to  the  groom , and  following  the  direction  indicated  to  him, 
bent  his  way  to  the  ‘ river.* 
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As  he  descended  the  hill,  the  brook  (for  tt  did  not  deser^’e, 
though  it  received,  a higher  name)  opened  enchantingly  upon  his 
view.  Amidst  the  fragrant  reed  and  the  wild  ilower , still  sweet, 
though  fading,  and  tufts  of  tedded  grass,  ail  of  which  when  crush- 
ed beneath  the  foot,  sent  a mingled  tribute,  to  its  sparkling  waves, 
the  wild  stream  took  its  gladsome  course,  now  contracted  by 
gloomy  firs,  which,  bending  over  the  water,  cast  somewhat  of 
their  own  sadness  upon  its  surface  — now  glancing  forth  from  the 
shade,  as  it  “broke  into  dimples  and  laughed  in  the  sun,”  — now 
washing  the  gnarled  and  spreading  roots  of  some  lonely  ash,  which, 
hanging  over  it,  still  and  droopingly,  seemed,  the  hermit  of  the 
scene,  to  moralize  on  its  noisy  and  various  wanderings  — now 
winding  round  the  hill,  and  losing  itself  at  last  amidst  thick  copses, 
where  day  did  never  more  than  wink  and  glimmer — and  where,  at 
night,  its  waters,  brawling  on  their  stony  channel,  seemed  like  a 
spirit’s  wail , and  harmonized  well  with  the  scream  of  the  grey  owl, 
wheeling  from  her  dim  retreat,  or  the  moaning  and  rare  sound  of 
some  solitary  deer. 

As  Clarence’s  eye  roved  admiringly  over  the  scene  before  him, 
it  dwelt  at  last  upon  a small  building  situated  on  the  wildest  part  of 
the  opposite  bank:  it  was  entirely  overgrown  with  ivy,  and  the 
outline  only  remained  to  show  the  gothic  antiquity  of  the  architec- 
ture. It  was  a single  square  tower,  built  none  knew  when  or 
wherefore,  and,  consequently,  the  spot  of  many  vagrant  guesses 
and  wild  legends  among  the  surrounding  gossips.  On  approach- 
ing yet  nearer,  he  perceived,  alone  and  seated  on  a little  mound 
beside  the  tower,  the  object  of  his  search. 

Mordaunt  was  gazing  with  vacant  yet  earnest  eye  upon  the 
waters  beneath ; and  so  intent  was  either  his  mood , or  look , that 
he  was  unaware  of  Clarence’s  approach.  Tears  fast  and  large  were 
rolling  from  those  haughty  eyes,  which  men  who  shrunk  from 
their  indifferent  glance  little  deemed  were  capable  of  such  weak 
and  feminine  emotion.  Far,  far  through  the  aching  voidoflime 
W’ere  the  thoughts  of  the  reft  and  solitary  mourner;  they  were 
dwelling,  in  all  the  vivid  and  keen  intensity  of  grief  which  dies  not, 
upon  the  day  when,  about  that  hour  and  on  that  spot,  he  sate, 
with  Isabel's  young  cheek  upon  his  bosom , aud  listened  to  a voice 
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which  was  now  only  for  his  dreams.  He  recalled  the  moment 
when  the  fatal  letter,  charged  with  change  and  poverty , was  given 
to  him , and  the  pang  which  had  rent  his  heart  as  he  looked  around 
upon  a scene  over  which  spring  had  then  just  breathed , and  which 
he  was  about  to  leave  to  a fresh  summer  and  a new  lord ; and  then, 
that  deep,  fond,  half-fearful  gaze  with  which  Isabel  had  met  bis 
eye,  and  the  feeling,  proud  even  in  its  melancholy , with  which  he 
had  drawn  towards  his  breast  all  that  earth  bad  now  for  him , and 
thanked  God  in  his  heart  of  hearts  that  she  was  spared. 

“And  I am  once  more  master,”  (thought  he),  “not  only  of 
all  I then  held,  but  all  which  my  wealthier  forefathers  possessed. 
But  she  who  was  the  sharer  of  my  sorrows  and  want  — oh , where 
is  she?  rather,  ah!  rather  a hundredfold  that  her  hand  was  still 
clasped  in  mine,  and  her  spirit  supporting  me  through  poverty  and 
trial,  and  her  soft  voice  murmuring  the  comfort  that  steals  away 
care,  than  to  be  thus  heaped  with  wealth  and  honour,  and  alone 
— alone,  where  never  more  can  come  love,  or  hope,  or  the  yearn- 
ings of  affection,  or  the  sweet  fulness,  of  a heart  that  seems  fathom- 
less in  its  tenderness,  yet  overflows!  Had  my  lot,  when  she 
left  me,  been  still  the  steepings  of  bitterness,  the  stings  of  penury, 
the  moody  silence  of  hope , the  damp  and  chill  of  sunless  and 
aidless  years,  which  rust  the  very  iron  of  the  soul  away;  had  my 
lot  been  thus , as  it  bad  been , I could  have  borne  her  death , I 
could  have  looked  upon  her  grave,  and  wept  not  — nay,  I could 
have  comforted  my  own  stm^les  with  the  memory  of  her  escape; 
but  thus,  at  the  very  moment  of  prosperity,  to  leave  the  altered 
and  promising  earth,  ‘to  house  with  darkness  and  with  death;’ 
no  little  gleam  of  sunshine,  no  brief  recompense  for  the  agonizing 
past,  no  momentary  respite  between  tears  and  the  tomb.  Oh, 
Heaven!  what  — what  avail  is  a wealth  which  comes  too  late, 
when  she,  who  could  alone  have  made  wealth  bliss , is  dost;  and 
the  light  that  should  have  gilded  many  and  happy  days , flings  only 
a wearying  and  ghastly  glare  upon  the  tomb?” 

Starting  from  these  reflections,  Mordaunt  balf-unconscionsly 
rose , and  dashing  the  tears  from  his  eyes , was  about  to  plunge 
into  the  neighbouring  thicket,  when  looking  up,  he  beheld  Cla- 
rence, now  within  a few  paces  of  him.  Restarted,  and  seemed 
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for  one  moment  irresolute  whether  to  meet  or  shun  his  advance; 
but  probably  deeming  it  too  iate  for  the  latter,  he  banished,  by  one 
of  those  violent  efforts  with  which  men  of  proud  and  strong  minds 
vanquish  emotion,  all  outward  sign  of  the  past  agony:  and  hasten- 
ing towards  his  guest,  greeted  him  with  a welcome  which,  though 
from  ordinary  hosts  it  might  have  seemed  cold , appeared  to  Cla- 
rence, who  knew  his  temper,  more  cordial  than  he  had  ventured 
to  anticipate. 


CHAPTER  LX  III. 

My  father  urged  me  sair, 

Bat  ray  mither  did  na  apeak, 

Though  she  looked  into  my  face. 

Till  my  heart  eras  like  to  break. 

Auld  Robin  Gray. 

“It  is  rather  singular,”  said  Lady  Westborough  to  her  daugh- 
ter, as  they  sate  alone  one  aflernon  in  the  music  room  at  West- 
borough  Park,  “it  is  rather  singular  that  Lord  Ulswater  should 
not  have  come  yet.  He  said  he  should  certainly  be  here  before 
three  o’clock.” 

“You  know,  mamma,  that  he  has  some  military  duties  to 
detain  him  at  W — ,”  answered  Lady  Flora,  bending  over  a 
drawing,  in  which  she  appeared  to  be  earnestly  engaged. 

“True,  my  dear,  and  it  was  very  kind  in  Lord  — to  quarter 
the  troop  he  commands  in  his  native  county;  and  very  fortunate 
that  W — , being  bis  head  quarters,  should  also  be  so  near  ns. 
But  I cannot  conceive  that  any  duty  can  be  sufficiently  strong  to 
detain  him  from  you,”  added  Lady  Westborough,  who  had  been 
accustomed  all  her  life,  to  a devotion  unparalleled  in  this  age. 
“ You  seem  very  indulgent.  Flora.” 

“Alas!  — she  shonld  rather  say , very  indifferent,”  thought 
Lady  Flora ; but  she  did  not  give  her  thought  utterance  — she  only 
looked  op  at  her  mother  for  a moment , and  smiled  faintly. 

Whether  there  was  something  in  that  smile,  or  in  the  pale 
cheek  of  her  daughter,  that  touched  her,  we  know  not,  but  Lady 
Westborough  was  touched;  she  threw  her  arms  round  Lady  Flo- 
ra’s neck,  kissed  her  fondly,  and  said,  “You  do  not  seem  well, 
to-day,  my  love  — arc  you?" 
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“Oh!  — very  — very  well,”  answered  Lady  Flora , returning 
her  mother’s  caress,  and  hiding  her  eyes,  to  which  the  tears  had 
started. 

“My  child,”  said  Lady  Westborough,  “you  know  that  both 
myself  and  your  father  are  very  desirous  to  see  you  married  to  Lord 
Ulswater — of  high  and  ancient  birth,  of  great  wealth,  young, 
unexceptionable  in  person  and  character,  and  warmly  attached  to 
you  — it  would  be  impossible  even  for  the  sanguine  heart  of  a 
parent  to  ask  for  you  a more  eligible  match.  But  if  the  thought 
really  does  make  you  wretched  — and  yet,  how  can  it?” 

“I  have  consented,”  said  Flora,  gently:  “all  I ask  is,  do  not 
speak  to  me  more  of  the  — the  event  than  you  can  avoid.” 

Lady  Westboiough  pressed  her  band,  sighed,  and  replied  not. 
The  door  opened,  and  the  marquis,  who  had  within  the  last 
year  become  a cripple,  with  the  great  man’s  malady,  dira  po- 
dagra, was  wheeled  in  on  his  easy  chair:  close  behind  him  fol- 
lowed Lord  Ulswater. 

“I  have  brought  you ,”  said  the  marquis , who  piqued  himself 
on  a vein  of  dry  humour,  “I  have  brought  you,  young  lady,  a 
consolation  for  my  ill  humours.  Few  gouty  old  fathers  make  them- 
selves as  welcome  as  I do  — eh , Ulswater!  ” 

“Dare  I apply  to  myself  Lord  Westborough’s  compliment?” 
said  the  young  nobleman,  advancing  towards  Lady  Flora;  and 
drawing  his  seat  near  her,  he  entered  into  that  whispered  conver- 
sation so  significant  of  courtship.  But  there  was  little  in  Lady 
Flora’s  manner,  by  which  an  experienced  eye  would  have  detected 
the  bride  elect : no  sudden  blush,  no  downcast,  yet  sidelong  look, 
no  trembling  of  the  small  and  fairy-like  band , no  indistinct  con- 
fusion of  the  voice,  struggling  with  unanalyzed  emotions.  No  — 
all  was  calm,  cold,  listless;  her  cheek  changed  not  tint  nor  hue, 
and  her  words,  clear  and  collected,  seemed  to  contradict  whatever 
the  low  murmurs  of  her  betrothed  might  well  be  supposed  to  in- 
sinuate. But,  even  in  bis  behaviour,  there  was  something  which, 
had  Lady  Westborough  been  less  contented  than  she  was  with  the 
externals  and  surface  of  manner,  would  have  alarmed  her  for  her 
daughter.  A cloud,  sullen  and  gloomy,  sate  upon  his  brow,  and 
bis  lip , alternately , quivered  with  something  like  scorn , or  was 
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compressed  with  a kind  of  stifled  passion.  Even  in  the  exultation 
that  sparkled  in  his  eye,  when  he  alluded  to  their  approaching 
marriage,  there  was  an  expression  that  almost  might  have  been 
termed  fierce,  and  certainly  was  as  little  like  the  true  orthodox 
ardour  of  “gentle  swain,"  as  Lady  Flora’s  sad  and  half  uncon- 
scious coldness  resembled  the  diffident  passion  of  the  “blushing 
maiden.” 

“You  have  considerably  past  the  time  in  which  we  expected 
you,  my  lord,"  said  Lady  Westborough,  who,  as  a beauty  her- 
self, was  a little  jealous  of  the  deference  due  to  the  beauty  of  her 
daughter. 

“It  is  true,”  said  Lord  Ulswater,  glancing  towards  the  oppo- 
site glass , and  smoothing  his  right  eyebrow  with  his  forefinger  — 
“ it  is  true , but  I could  not  help  it.  I bad  a great  deal  of  business 
to  do  with  my  troop  — I have  put  them  into  a new  manoeuvre.  Do 
you  know,  my  lord  (turning  to  the  marquis),  I think  it  very  likely 
the  soldiers  may  have  some  work  on  the  — of  this  month.” 

“Where,  and  wherefore?”  asked  Lord  Westborough , whom 
a sudden  twinge  forced  into  the  laconic. 

“At  W — . Some  idle  fellows  hold  a meeting  there  on  that 
day;  and  if  I may  judge  by  bills  and  advertisements,  chalkings  on 
the  walls,  and,  more  than  all,  popular  rumour,  I have  no  doubt 
but  what  riot  and  sedition  are  intended  — the  magistrates  are 
terribly  frightened.  I hope  we  shall  have  some  cutting  and  hewing 
— 1 have  no  patience  with  the  rebellious  dogs.” 

“For  shame  — for  shame!”  cried  Lady  Westborough,  who, 
though  a worldly,  was  by  no  means  an  unfeeling  woman;  “the 
poor  people  are  misguided  — they  mean  no  harm.” 

Lord  Ulswater  smiled  scornfully.  “I  never  dispute  upon 
politics,  but  at  the  head  of  my  men,”  said  be,  and  turned  the 
conversation. 

Shortly  afterwards  Lady  Flora , complaining  of  indisposition, 
rose,  left  the  apartment,  and  retired  to  her  own  room.  There 
she  sat,  motionless,  and  white  as  death , for  more  than  an  hour. 
A day  or  two  afterwards  Miss  Trevaniou  received  the  following 
letter  from  her : — 
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*‘Most  hearlily,  most  truly  do  I congratalale  you , my  dearest 
Eleanor,  upon  your  approaching  marriage.  You  may  reasonably 
hope  for  all  that  happiness  can  afford ; and  though  you  do  affect 
(for  I do  not  think  that  you  feel)  a fear  lest  you  should  not  be 
able  to  fix  a character,  volatile  and  light,  like  your  lover’s,  yet, 
when  I recollect  his  warmth  of  heart,  and  high  sense,  and  your 
beauty,  gentleness,  charms  of  conversation,  and  purely  disinter- 
ested love  for  one  whose  great  worldly  advantages  might  so  easily 
bias  or  adulterate  affection , I own  that  I have  no  dread  for  your 
future  fate;  no  feeling  that  can  at  all  darken  the  brightness  of 
anticipation.  Thank  you,  dearest,  for  the  delicate  kindness  with 
which  you  allude  to  my  destiny  — me,  indeed,  you  cannot 
congratulate  as  I can  yon.  But  do  not  grieve  for  me,  my  own 
generous  Eleanor:  if  not  happy,  I shall,  I trust,  be  at  least  con- 
tented. My  poor  father  implored  me  with  tears  in  his  eyes  — 
my  mother  pressed  my  hand,  but  spoke  not;  and  I — I whose 
affections  were  withered , and  hopes  strewn , should  I not  have 
been  hard-hearted  indeed,  if  they  had  not  wrung  from  me  a con- 
sent? And,  oh!  should  I not  be  utterly  lost,  if  in  that  consent 
which  blessed  them,  I did  not  And  something  of  peace  and  con- 
solation? 

“Yes,  dearest,  in  two  months,  only  two  months,  I shall  be 
Lord  Ulswater’s  wife;  and  when  we  meet,  you  shall  look  narrowly 
at  me , and  see  if  he  or  you  have  any  right  to  complain  of  me. 

“Have  you  seen  Mr.  Linden  lately?  Yet,  do  not  answer  the 
question;  I ought  not  to  cherish  still  that  fatal,  clinging  interest 
for  one  who  has  so  utterly  forgotten  me.  But  I do  rejoice  in  his 
prosperity:  and  when  I hear  bis  praises,  and  watch  his  career, 
I feel  proud  that  I should  once  have  loved  him ! Oh,  how  could 
he  be  so  false,  so  cruel,  in  the  very  midst  of  his  professions  of 
undying,  unswerving  faith  to  me,  at  the  very  moment  when  I was 
ill,  miserable,  wasting  my  very  heart,  for  anxiety  on  bis  account — 
and  such  a woman  too!  And  bad  he  loved  me,  even  though  his 
letter  was  returned , would  not  his  conscience  have  told  him  he 
deserved  it,  and  would  be  not  have  sought  me  out  in  person , and 
endeavoured  to  win  from  my  folly  his  forgiveness.  But  without 
attempting  to  see  me,  or  speak  to  me,  or  soothe  a displeasure  so 
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natural , lu  leave  the  country  in  silence , almost  in  disdain ; and 
when  we  metagain,  to  greet  me  with  coldness  and  hauteur,  and 
never  betray  by  word , sign , or  look , that  he  bad  ever  been  to  mo 
more  than  the  merest  stranger!  Fool,  fool,  that  I am,  to  waste 
another  thought  upon  him;  but  I will  not,  and  ought  not  to  do  so. 
In  two  months  I shall  not  even  have  the  privilege  of  memory. 

“I  wish,  Eleanor  — for  I assure  you  that  1 have  tried  and 
tried  — that  1 could  find  any  thing  to  like  and  esteem  (since  love  is 
out  of  the  question)  in  this  man,  who  seems  so  great,  and,  tome, 
so  unaccountable  a favourite  with  my  parents.  His  countenance 
and  voice  are  so  harsh  and  stern;  his  manner  at  once  so  self- 
complacent  and  gloomy;  his  sentiments  so  narrow , even  in  their 
notions  of  honour;  his  very  courage  so  savage,  and  his  pride  so 
constant  and  offensive,  that  I in  vain  endeavour  to  persuade  myself 
of  his  virtues,  and  recur,  at  least,  to  the  unwearying  affection 
for  me  which  he  professes.  It  is  true  that  be  has  been  three  times 
refused;  that  I have  told  him  I cannot  love  him;  that  I have  even 
owned  former  love  to  another : he  still  continues  his  suit,  and  by 
dint  of  long  hope  has  at  length  succeeded.  But  at  times  I could 
almost  think  that  he  married  me  from  very  bate , rather  than  love, 
there  is  such  an  artificial  smoothness  in  bis  stern  voice , such  a 
latent  meaning  in  his  eye ; and  when  he  thinks  I have  not  noticed 
him,  I have,  on  suddenly  turning  towards  him , perceived  so  dark 
and  lowering  an  expression  upon  his  countenance,  that  my  heart 
has  died  within  me  for  very  fear. 

"Had  my  mother  been  the  least  less  kind , my  father  the  least 
less  urgent,  I think,  nay,  I know,  I could  not  have  gained  such 
a victory  over  myself  as  I have  done  in  consenting  to  the  day.  But 
enough  of  this.  I did  not  think  I should  have  run  on  so  long  and 
so  foolishly;  but  we,  dearest,  have  been  children,  and  girls,  and 
women  together:  we  have  loved  each  other  with  such  fondness  and 
unreserve  that  opening  my  heart  to  you  seems  only  another  phrase 
for  thinking  aloud. 

"However,  in  two  months  I shall  have  no  right  even  to 
thoughts  — perhaps  I may  not  even  love  you  — till  then,  dearest 
Eleanor,  lam,  as  ever,  vour  affectionate  and  faithful  friend. 

"F.  A." 
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Had  Lord  Wcslborough,  indeed,  been  “less  argent,"  or 
her  mother  “less  kind,"  nothing  could  ever  have  wrung  from 
Lady  Flora  her  consent  to  a marriage  so  ungenial  and  ill-omened. 
And  it  is  worthy  of  observation,  that  while  Isabel,  whose  lot,  in 
this  instance,  somewhat  resembled  Lady  Flora’s,  had  been  driven 
by  harshness  and  force  into  a despair  in  which  was  hurried  away 
and  lost,  as  in  a whirlpool,  not  only  the  prudence,  but  almost 
that  feminacy  of  sex  which  her  gentle  and  modest  nature  had, 
above  all  others,  possessed,  an  entirely  opposite  persecution  of 
love  and  kindness,  and  wooing  prayers,  and  silent  looks,  had 
won  from  Lady  Flora  a consent  to  a marriage  equally  repugnant 
with  that  proposed  to  Isabel,  and  a compliance  with  wishes  which 
were  worse  than  torture  to  her  soul. 

Thrice  had  Lord  Ulswater  (then  Lord  Borodaile)  been  refused, 
before  his  final  acceptation;  and  those  who  judge  only  from  the 
ordinary  effects  of  pride , would  be  astonished  that  he  should  have 
still  persevered.  But  his  pride  was  that  deep-rooted  feeling  which, 
so  far  from  being  repelled  by  a single  blow , tights  stubbornly  and 
doggedly  onward,  till  the  battle  is  over,  and  its  object  gained. 
From  the  moment  he  had  resolved  to  address  Lady  Flora  Ardenne, 
he  had  also  resolved  to  win  her.  For  three  years,  despite  of  a 
refusal,  first  gently,  then  more  peremptorily,  urged,  he  fixed 
himself  in  her  train.  He  gave  out  that  he  was  her  affianced.  In 
all  parties,  in  all  places,  he  forced  himself  near  her,  unheeding 
alike  of  her  frowns  or  indifference;  and  his  rank,  his  hauteur, 
his  fierceness  of  mien,  and  acknowledged  courage,  kept  aloof  all 
the  less  arrogant  and  hardy  pretenders  to  Lady  Flora’s  favour. 
For  this,  indeed,  she  rather  thanked  than  blamed  him;  and  it 
was  the  only  thing  which  in  the  least  reconciled  her  modesty  to  his 
advances , or  her  pride  to  his  presumption. 

He  bad  been  prudent  as  well  as  bold.  The  father  he  had  served, 
and  the  mother  he  had  won.  Lord  Westborough,  addicted  a little 
to  politics,  a good  deal  to  show,  and  devotedly  to  gaming,  was 
often  greatly  and  seriously  embarrassed.  Lord  Ulswater,  even 
during  the  life  of  his  father,  (who  was  lavishly  generous  to  him,) 
was  provided  with  the  means  of  relieving  his  intended  father-in- 
law’s  necessities ; and,  caring  little  for  money  in  comparison  to  a 
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desired  object,  he  was  willing  CDougb , we  do  not  say  to  bribe, 
but  to  i n n u e D c e Lord  Weslborough’s  consent.  These  matters 
of  arrangement  were  by  no  means  concealed  from  the  marchioness, 
who,  herself  ostentatious  and  profuse,  was  in  no  small  degree 
benefited  by  them ; and  though  they  did  not  solely  procure , yet 
they  certainly  contributed  to  conciliate,  her  favour. 

Few  people  are  designedly  and  systematically  wicked:  even  the 
worst  God  good  motives  for  bad  deeds ; and  are  as  intent  upon 
discovering  glosses  for  conduct,  to  deceive  themselves,  as  to  de- 
lude others.  What  wonder,  then,  that  poor  Lady  Westborough. 
never  too  rigidly  addicted  to  self-examination , and  viewing  all 
things  through  a very  worldy  medium,  saw  only,  in  the  alternate 
art  and  urgency  employed  against  her  daughter’s  most  real  happi- 
ness , the  various  praiseworthy  motives  of  permanently  distentan- 
gling Lady  Flora  from  an  unworthy  attachment , of  procuring  for 
her  an  establishment  proportioned  to  her  rank,  and  a husband 
whose  attachment,  already  shown  by  such  singular  perseverance, 
was  so  likely  to  afford  her  every  thing  which,  in  Lady  West- 
borough’s  eyes,  constituted  felicity. 

All  our  friends,  perhaps,  desire  our  happiness;  but,  then, 
it  must  invariably  be  in  their  own  way.  What  a pity  that  they  do 
not  employ  the  same  zeal  in  making  us  happy  in  ours! 

CHAPTER  LXIV. 

If  thou  crieit  after  Knowledge , and  liftett  up  thf  voice  for  nn> 
deritanding; 

If  thou  leekeit  her  ai  silver,  and  searcbeit  for  her  as  for  hid 
treasures ; 

Then  shalt  thou  understand  the  fear  of  the  Lord,  and  find  the 
knowledge  of  God. 

Proverbt,  ch.  ii.  ver.  3,  4,  5. 

WHir.e  Clarence  was  thus  misjudged  by  one  whose  affections 
and  conduct  he,  in  turn,  naturally  misinterpreted  — while  Lady 
Flora  was  alternately  struggling  against  and  submitting  to  the  fate 
which  Lady  Westborough  saw  approach  with  gladness  — the  fa- 
ther with  indifference , and  the  bridegroom  with  a pride  that  par- 
took less  of  rapture  than  revenge,  our  unfortunate  lover  was  en- 
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deavoaring  to  gleao , from  Mordaunt’s  conversation  and  example, 
somewhat  of  that  philosophy  so  rare  except  in  the  theories  of  the 
civUized  and  the  occasional  practice  of  the  barbarian,  which, 
though  it  cannot  give  us  a charm  against  misfortune,  bestows,  at 
least , upon  us  the  energy  to  support  it. 

We  have  said  already  that  when  the  first  impression  produced 
by  Mordaunt’s  apparent  pride  and  coldness  wore  away,  it  required 
little  penetration  to  discover  the  benevolence  and  warmth  of  bis 
mind.  But  none  ignorant  of  bis  original  dispositions,  or  the  mis- 
fortunes of  his  life,  could  ever  have  pierced  the  depth  of  bis  self- 
sacrificing  nature , or  measured  the  height  of  his  lofty  and  devoted 
virtue.  Many  men  may,  perhaps , be  found , who  will  give  up  to 
duty  a cherished  wish,  or  even  a darling  vice,  but  few  will  ever 
renounce  to  it  their  rooted  tastes,  or  the  indulgence  of  those 
habits  which  have  almost  become , by  long  use , their  happiness 
itself.  Naturally  melancholy  and  thoughtful,  feeding  the  sensi- 
• bilities  of  his  heart  upon  fiction , and  though  addicted  to  the  culti- 
vation of  reason  rather  than  fancy,  having  perhaps  more  of  the 
deeper  and  acuter  characteristics  of  the  poet  than  those  calm  and 
half  callous  properties  of  nature,  supposed  to  belong  to  the 
metaphysician  and  the  calculating  moralist,  Mordaunt  was  above 
all  men  fondly  addicted  to  solitude,  and  inclined  to  contemplations 
less  useful  than  profound.  The  untimely  death  of  Isabel,  whom 
he  had  loved  with  that  love  which  is  the  vent  of  hoarded  and  passio- 
nate musings , long  nourished  upon  romance , and  lavishing  the 
wealth  of  a soul  that  overQows  with  secreted  tenderness , upon  the 
first  object  that  can  bring  reality  to  fiction,  that  event  had  not 
only  darkened  melancholy  into  gloom,  but  had  made  loneliness  still 
more  dear  to  his  habits  by  all  the  ties  of  memory , and  all  the  con- 
secrations of  regret.  The  campanionless  w'anderings  — the  mid- 
night closet  — the  thoughts  which,  as  Hume  said  of  his  own, 
could  not  exist  in  the  world , but  were  all  busy  with  life  in  seclu- 
sion: these  were  rendered  sweeter  than  ever  to  a mind  for  which 
the  ordinary  objects  of  the  world  were  now  utterly  loveless ; and 
the  musings  of  solitude  had  become,  as  it  were,  a rightful  homage 
and  offering  to  the  dead ! We  may  form,  then,  some  idea  of  the 
extent  to  which , in  Mordannt’s  character,  principle  predominated 
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over  iuclination . and  regard  for  others  over  the  love  of  self,  when 
we  see  him  tearing  his  spirit  from  its  beloved  retreats  and  abstracted 
contemplations,  and  devoting  it  to  duties  from  which  its  fastidious 
and  refined  characteristics  were  particularly  calculated  to  revolt. 
When  we  have  considered  his  attachment  to  the  hermitage,  we  can 
appreciate  the  virtue  which  made  him  among  the  most  active  citi- 
zens in  the  great  world ; when  we  have  considered  the  natural  self- 
ishness of  grief,  the  pride  of  philosophy,  the  indolence  of  medi- 
tation, the  eloquence  of  wealth,  which  says,  “rest  and  toil  not,’' 
and  the  temptation  within,  which  says,  “obey  the  voice;”  — 
when  we  have  considered  these,  we  can  perhaps  do  justice  to  the 
man  who,  sometimes  on  foot  and  in  the  coarsest  attire,  travelled 
from  inn  to  inn,  and  from  hut  to  hut;  who  made  human  misery 
the  object  of  his  search,  and  human  happiness  of  his  desire;  who, 
breaking  aside  an  aversion  to  rude  contact , almost  feminine  in  its 
extreme , voluntarily  sought  the  meanest  companions , and  sub- 
jected himself  to  the  coarsest  intrusions;  for  whom  the  wail  of 
affliction,  or  the  moan  of  hunger,  was  as  a summons  which  al- 
lowed neither  hesitation  nor  appeal ; who  seemed  possessed  of  an 
ubiquity  for  the  purposes  of  good,  almost  resembling  that  attri- 
buted to  the  wanderer  in  the  magnificent  fable  of  “Melmoth,”  for 
the  temptations  to  evil;  who,  by  a zeal  and  labour  that  brought 
to  habit  and  inclination  a thousand  martjTdoms , made  his  life  a 
very  hour-glass , in  which  each  sand  was  a good  deed  or  a virtuous 
design. 

Many  plunge  into  public  affairs , to  which  they  have  had  a pre- 
vious distaste , from  the  desire  of  losing  the  memory  of  a private 
affliction ; but  so  far  from  wishing  to  heal  the  wounds  of  remem- 
brance by  the  anodynes  which  society  can  afford , it  was  only  in 
retirement  that  Mordaunt  found  the  flowers  from  which  balm  could 
be  distilled.  Many  are  through  vanity  magnanimous,  and  bene- 
volent from  the  selfishness  of  fame ; but  so  far  from  seeking  ap- 
plause, where  he  bestowed  favour,  Mordaunt  had  sedulously 
shrouded  himself  in  darkness  and  disguise.  And  by  that  increa- 
sing propensity  to  quiet,  so  often  found  among  those  addicted jto 
lofty  or  abstruse  contemplation,  he  had  conquered  the  ambition  of 
youth  with  the  philosophy  of  a manhood  that  bad  forestalled  the 
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afTectioQS  of  age.  Many,  in  short,  have  become  great  or  good  to 
the  community  by  individual  motives  easily  resolved  into  common 
and  earthly  elements  of  desire;  but  they  who  inquire  diligently 
into  human  nature  have  not  often  the  exalted  happiness  to  record  a 
character  like  Mordaunt’s,  actuated  purely  by  a systematic  prin- 
ciple of  love,  which  covered  mankind,  as  heaven  does  earth,  with 
an  atmosphere  of  light  extending  to  the  remotest  corners,  and 
penetrating  the  darkest  recesses. 

It  was  one  of  those  violent  and  gusty  evenings,  which  give  to  an 
English  autumn  something  rude,  rather  than  gentle,  in  its  cha- 
racteristics , that  Mordaunt  and  Clarence  sate  together. 

And  sowed  the  hours  with  various  seeds  of  talk. 

The  young  Isabel,  the  only  living  reUc  of  the  departed  one,  sat  by 
ber  father’s  side,  upon  the  floor;  and,  though  their  discourse 
was  far  beyond  the  comprehension  of  her  years , yet  did  she  seem 
to  listen  with  a quiet  and  absorbed  attention.  In  truth,  child  as 
she  was,  she  so  loved,  and  almost  worshipped,  her  father,  that 
the  very  tones  of  his  voice  had  in  them  a charm , which  could  al- 
ways vibrate , as  it  were,  to  her  heart,  and  hush  her  into  silence ; 
and  that  melancholy  and  deep,  though  somewhat  low  voice,  when 
it  swelled  or  trembled  with  thought  — which  in  Mordaunt  was 
feeling  — made  her  sad,  she  knew  not  why;  and  when  she 
heard  it,  she  would  creep  to  his  side,  and  pot  her  little  hand  on 
his , and  look  up  at  him  with  eyes,  in  whose  tender  and  glistening 
blue  the  spirit  of  her  mother  seemed  to  float.  She  was  serious, 
and  thoughtful,  and  loving,  beyond  the  usual  capacities  of  child- 
hood ; perhaps  her  solitary  condition,  and  habits  of  constant  inter- 
course with  one  so  grave  as  Mordaunt,  and  who  always,  when  not 
absent  on  his  excursions  of  charity,  loved  her  to  be  with  him,  had 
given  to  her  mind  a precocity  of  feeling , and  tinctured  the  sim- 
plicity of  infancy  with  vthat  ought  to  have  been  the  colours  of  after 
years.  She  was  not  inclined  to  the  sports  of  her  age  — she  loved, 
rather,  and  above  all  else,  to  sit  by  Mordaunt’s  side , and  silently 
pore  over  some  book,  or  feminine  task,  and  to  steal  her  eyes, 
every  now  and  then  away  from  her  employment,  in  order  to  watch 
his  motions,  or  provide  for  whatever  her  vigilant  kindness  of  heart 
imagined  he  desired.  And  often , when  he  saw  her  fairy  and  lithe 
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form  hoveriDg  hboul  him,  and  altendiug  oo  his  wanis,  or  her 
heauliful  countenance  glow  with  pleasure , when  she  fancied  she 
supplied  them,  he  almost  believed  that  Isabel  yet  lived , though  in 
another  form,  and  that  a love,  so  intense  and  holy  as  hers  bad 
been,  might  transmigrate , but  could  not  perish. 

The  young  Isabel  had  displayed  a passion  for  music  so  early, 
that  it  almost  seemed  innate;  and  as,  from  the  mild  and  wise 
education  she  received,  her  ardour  had  never  been  repelled  on 
the  one  hand  or  overstrained  on  the  other , so,  though  she  had  but 
just  passed  her  seventh  year,  she  had  attained  to  a singular  pro- 
ficiency in  the  art  — an  art  that  suited  well  with  her  lovely  face, 
and  fond  feelings,  and  innocent  heart;  and  it  was  almost  heavenly, 
in  the  literal  acceptation  of  the  word , to  hear  her  sweet , though 
childish  voice,  swell  along  the  still  pure  airs  of  summer,  and  her 
angelic  countenance  all  rapt  and  brilliant  with  the  enthusiasm 
which  her  own  melodies  created. 

Never  had  she  borne  the  bitter  breath  of  unkindness,  or  writhed 
beneath  that  customary  injustice  which  punishes  in  others  the  sins 
of  our  own  temper,  and  the  varied  fretfulness  of  caprice ; — and 
so  she  had  none  of  the  fears  and  meannesses,  and  acted  un- 
truths which  so  usually  pollute  and  debase  the  innocence  of  child- 
hood. But  the  promise  of  her  ingenuous  brow  ( over  which  the 
silken  hair  (lowed,  parted  into  two  streams  of  gold),  and  of  the 
fearless  but  tender  eyes , and  of  the  quiet  smile  which  sat  for  ever 
upon  the  rosy  mouth,  like  Joy  watching  Love,  was  kept  in  its 
fullest  extent  by  the  mind,  from  which  all  thoughts,  pure,  kind, 
and  guileless  flowed , like  waters  from  a well , which  a spirit  has 
made  holy  for  its  own  dwelling. 

On  this  evening,  we  have  said  that  she  sat  by  her  father’s  side, 
and  listened,  though  she  only  in  part  drank  in  its  sense,  to  his 
conversation  with  his  guest. 

The  room  was  of  great  extent,  and  surrounded  with  books, 
over  which,  at  close  intervals,  the  busts  of  the  departed  Great  and 
the  immortal  Wise  looked  down.  There  was  the  sublime  beauty 
of  Plato,  the  harsher  and  more  earthly  countenance  ofTully,  the 
only  Roman  (except  Lucretius)  who  might  have  been  a Greek. 
There  the  mute  marble  gave  the  broad  front  of  Bacon  (itself  a 
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world)  — and  there  the  features  of  Locke  showed  how  the  mind 
wears  away  the  links  of  flesh , with  the  file  of  that  thought  which 
makes  ail  things,  even  the  soul,  free!  And  over  other  depart- 
ments of  those  works  which  remind  us  that  man  is  made  little 
lower  than  the  angels , the  stem  face  of  the  Florentine  who  sung 
of  hell,  contrasted  with  the  quiet  grandeur  enthroned  on  the  fair 
brow  of  the  English  poet  — “blind  but  bold,”  — and  there  the 
glorious,  but  genial  countenance  of  him  who  has  found  in  ail  hu- 
manity a friend,  conspicuous  among  sages  and  minstrels,  claimed 
brotherhood  with  all. 

The  fire  burned  clear  and  high,  casting  a rich  twilight  (for  there 
was  no  other  light  in  the  room)  over  that  gothic  chamber,  and 
shining  cheerily  upon  the  varying  countenance  of  Clarence,  and 
the  more  contemplative  features  of  his  host.  In  the  latter  might 
you  sec  that  care  and  thought  had  been  harsh , but  not  unhallowed, 
companions.  In  the  lines  which  crossed  his  expanse  of  brow, 
time  seemed  to  have  buried  many  hopes;  but  his  mien  and  air,  if 
loftier,  were  gentler  than  in  younger  days,  and  though  they  bad 
gained  somewhat  in  dignity , had  lost  greatly  in  reserve. 

There  was  in  the  old  chamber , with  its  fretted  roof  and  ancient 
“garniture,”  the  various  books  which  surrounded  it,  walls  that 
the  learned  built  to  survive  themselves,  and  in  the  marble  like- 
nesses of  those  for  whom  thought  had  won  eternity,  joined  to  the 
hour,  the  breathing  quiet,  and  the  hearth-light,  by  whose 
solitary  rays  we  love  best  in  the  eves  of  autumn  to  discourse  on 
graver  or  subtler  themes  — there  was  in  all  this  a spell  which 
seemed  particularly  to  invite  and  to  harmonize  with  that  tone  of 
conversation , some  portions  of  which  we  arc  now  about  to  relate. 

“How  loudly,”  said  Clarence,  “that  last  gust  swept  by  — 
you  remember  that  beautiful  couplet  in  Tibullus  — 

Quam  juvat  immites  ventoi  aiiilire  nibantem, 

£t  dominam  tenero  detinniase  linn.  * 

“Ay,”  answered  Mordaunt,  with  a scarcely  audible  sigh, 
“that  is  the  feeling  of  the  lover  at  the  ‘immites  ventos,’  but 
we  sages  of  the  lamp  make  our  mistress  Wisdom , and  when  the 

* Sweet  on  our  cnneh  to  hear  the  winds  above , 

And  cling  with  closer  heart  to  her  wc  love. 
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winds  rage  without,  it  is  to  her  that  wc  cling.  See  how,  from 
the  same  object  different  conclusions  are  drawn ! tlie  most  common 
externals  of  nature , the  wind  and  the  wave , the  stars  and  the 
heavens , the  very  earth  on  which  we  tread , never  excite  in  differ- 
ent bosoms  the  same  ideas ; and  it  is  from  our  own  hearts , and 
not  from  an  outward  sonrce , that  we  draw  the  hues  which  colour 
the  web  of  our  existence.” 

“ It  is  true answered  Clarence.  “You  remember  that  in  two 
specks  of  the  moon  the  enamoured  maiden  perceived  two  unfortu- 
nate lovers , wtn'Ie  the  ambitious  curate  conjectured  that  they  were 
the  spires  of  a cathedral?  But  it  is  not  only  to  our  feelings,  but 
also  to  our  reasonings,  that  we  give  the  colours  which  they 
wear.  The  moral,  for  instance,  which  to  one  man  seems  atro- 
cious , to  another  is  divine.  On  the  tendency  of  the  same  work 
what  three  people  will  agree?  And  how  shall  the  most  sanguine 
moralist  hope  to  benefit  mankind  when  be  finds  that , by  the  multi- 
tude, bis  wisest  endeavours  to  instruct  are  often  considered  but 
as  instruments  to  pervert?” 

“I  believe,”  answered  Mordaunt,  “that  it  is  from  our  igno- 
rance that  our  contentions  flow;  we  debate  with  strife  and  with 
wrath , with  bickering  and  with  hatred , but  of  the  thing  debated 
upon  we  remain  in  the  profoundest  dartaness.  Like  the  labourers 
of  Babel , while  we  endeavour  in  vain  to  express  our  meaning  to 
each  other,  the  fabric  by  which,  for  a common  end,  we  would 
have  ascended  to  heaven  from  the  ills  of  earth  remains  for  ever  on- 
advanced  and  incomplete.  Let  os  hope  that  knowledge  is  the 
universal  language  which  shall  re-unite  ns.  As , in  their  sublime 
allegory,  the  Ancients  signified  that  only  through  virtue  we  arrive 
at  honour , so  let  us  believe  that  only  through  knowledge  can  wc 
arrive  at  virtue!” 

“And  yet,”  said  Clarence,  “that  seems  a melancholy  truth 
for  the  mass  of  the  people,  who  have  no  lime  for  the  researches 
of  wisdom.” 

“Not  so  much  so  as  at  first  we  might  imagine,”  answered 
Mordaont : “ the  few  smooth  all  paths  for  the  many.  The  precepts 
of  knowledge  it  is  difficult  to  extricate  from  error;  but,  once  dis- 
covered, they  gradually  pass  into  maxims;  and  thus  what  the 
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sage’s  life  was  consumed  in  acquiring  become  tbe  acquisition  of  a 
moment  to  posterity.  Knowledge  is  like  tbe  atmosphere  — in 
order  to  dispel  the  vapour  and  dislodge  tbe  frost,  our  ancestors 
felled  the  forest,  drained  the  marsh,  and  cultivated  the  waste, 
and  we  now  breathe,  without  an  effort,  in  the  purified  air  and  the 
chastened  climate,  the  result  of  the  labour  of  generations  and  the 
progress  of  ages ! As , to-day,  tbe  common  mechanic  may  equal 
in  science,  however  inferior  in  genius,  the  friar"^  whom  his  con- 
temporaries feared  as  a magician,  so  the  opinions  which  now 
startle  as  well  as  astonish , may  be  received  hereafter  as  acknow- 
ledged axioms,  and  pass  into  ordinary  practice.  We  cannot  even 
tell  how  far  the  sanguine**  theories  of  certain  philosophers  deceive 
them  when  they  anticipate,  for  future  ages,  a knowledge  which 
shall  bring  perfection  to  tbe  mind,  baffle  the  diseases  of  the  body, 
and  even  protract  to  a date  now  utterly  unknown  the  final  destina- 
tion of  life : for  Wisdom  is  a palace  of  which  only  tbe  vestibule  has 
been  entered ; nor  can  we  guess  wbat  treasures  are  hid  in  those 
chambers , of  which  tbe  experience  of  the  past  can  afford  us  neither 
analogy  nor  clue.” 

“ It  was , then ,”  said  Clarence , who  wished  to  draw  his  com- 
jianion  into  speaking  of  himself,  “it  was,  thee,  from  your  addic- 
tion to  studies  not  ordinarily  made  the  subject  of  acquisition  that 
you  date  (pardon  me)  your  generosity,  your  devotedness,  your 
feeling  for  others,  and  your  indifference  to  self?  ” 

“You  flatter  me,”  said  Mordaunt,  modestly;  (and  we  may 
be  permitted  to  crave  attention  to  his  reply,  since  it  unfolds  the 
secret  springs  of  a character  so  singularly  good  and  pore)  — “ you 
flatter  me ; but  I will  answer  you , as  if  you  had  put  the  question 
without  the  compliment;  nor,  perhaps,  will  it  be  wholly  unin- 
structive , as  it  will  certainly  be  new,  to  sketch , without  recurrence 
to  events , or  what  1 may  call  exterior  facts,  a brief  and  progressive 
History  of  One  Human  Mind.  *** 

* Roger  Bacon. 

**  See  Condorcet  on  the  Progreai  of  the  Human  Mind:  written  some 
yearn  after  the  auppoied  date  of  thii  conversation,  but  in  which  there 
is  a slight,  bnt  eloquent  and  affecting,  view  of  the  philosophy  to  which 
Mordaunt  efers. 

*"  Mr.  Reader,  although  we  will  own  to  thee  that  some  trifling  pains 


Digitized  by  Google 


369 


*‘Oar  first  sraof  life  is  under  the  influence  of  the  primitive 
feelings:  we  are  pleased,  and  we  laugh;  hurt,  and  we  weep:  we 
vent  our  little  passions  the  moment  they  are  excited;  and  so  much 
of  novelty  have  we  to  perceive,  that  we  have  little  leisure  to  re- 
flect. By-and-by,  fear  teaches  us  to  restrain  our  feelings : when 
displeased , we  seek  to  revenge  the  dipleasure,  and  are  punished; 
we  find  the  excess  of  our  joy , our  sorrow,  our  anger,  alike  con- 
sidered criminal,  and  chidden  into  restraint.  From  harshness  we 
become  acquainted  with  deceit:  the  promise  made  is  not  fulfilled, 
the  threat  not  executed , the  fear  falsely  excited,  and  the  hope  wil- 
fully disappointed:  we  are  surrounded  by  systematized  delusion, 
and  we  imbibe  the  contagion. 

“From  being  forced  into  concealing  the  thoughts  which  we  do 
conceive,  we  begin  to  affect  those  which  we  do  not : so  early  do  we 
learn  the  two  main  tasks  of  life , To  Suppress  and  To  Feign  that 
our  memory  will  not  carry  ns  beyond  that  period  of  artifice  to  a 
state  of  nature  when  the  twin  principles  of  veracity  and  belief  were 
so  strong  as  to  lead  the  philosophers  of  a modern  school  into  the 
error  of  terming  them  innate.* 

“It  was  with  a mind  restless  and  confused  — feelings  which 
were  alternately  chilled  and  counterfeited , ( the  necessary  results 
of  my  first  tuition, ) that  I was  driven  to  mix  with  others  of  my  age. 
They  did  not  like  me,  nor  do  I blame  them.  Les  man i6 res 
que  Ton  ndglige  comme  de  petites  choses,  soot  sou- 
vent  ce  qui  fait  que  les  hommes  ddcident  de  vons  en 
bieo  on  en  mal.  Manner  is  acquired  so  imperceptibly  that  we 
have  given  its  origin  to  nature,  as  we  do  the  origin  of  all  else  for 

have  been  lavithed  on  the  following  remark*,  in  order  to  render  them  a* 
little  tediou*  a*  their  nature  will  allow  of , jet  we  have,  al*o,  in  our 
exceeding  care  for  thj  entertainment,  *o  contrived  it,  that  thon  majeat 
■kip  the  whole,  without  penaltj  of  loaing  a *ingle  atom  connected  with 
the  tale,  which  is,  indeed , all  that  in  reason  thou  can*t  be  expected  to 
intereit  thyielf  about.  So,  leaving  choice  to  thy  diieretion,  wo  give 
our  hint  the  elegant  and  forcible  phraieology  of  the  illnitrion*  Will 
Honeycomb. 

“ Sir,  1 know  you  hate  long  things  — but  if  yon  like  it  yon  may  con. 
tract  it  — or  how  you  will  — but  1 think  it  has  a moral  in  it.  ” 

* Reid  on  the  Unman  Mind. 

The  Ditowned.  24 
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which  our  ignorance  can  find  no  olher  source.  Mine  was  unpre- 
possessing: Iwas  disliked,  and  I returned  the  feeling;  I sought 
not,  and  1 was  shunned.  Then  I thought  that  ali  were  unjust  to 
me,  and  I grew  bitter,  and  suilen,  and  morose:  I cased  myself 
in  the  stubbornness  of  pride , I pored  over  the  books  which  spoke 
of  the  worthlessness  of  man,  and  I indulged  the  discontent  of  my- 
self by  brooding  over  the  frailties  of  my  kind. 

“My  passions  were  strong — they  told  me  to  suppress  them. 
The  precept  was  old,  and  seemed  wise  — I attempted  to  enforce 
it.  I had  already  begun,  in  earlier  infancy , the  lesson : I bad  now 
only  to  renew  it.  Fortunately  I was  diverted  from  this  task,  or, 
my  mind , in  conquering  its  passions , would  have  conquered  its 
powers.  I learnt,  in  after  lessons,  that  the  passions  are 
never  to  be  suppressed;  they  are  to  be  directed;  and 
when  directed,  rather  to  be  strengthened  than  subdued. 

“ Observe  how  a word  may  influence  a life:  a man  whose  opi- 
nion I esteemed,  made  of  me  the  casual  and  trite  remark,  that 
‘ my  nature  was  one  of  which  it  was  impossible  to  augur  evil  or 
good , it  might  be  extreme  in  either.’  This  observation  roused  me 
into  thought : could  1 indeed  be  all  that  was  good  or  evil?  had  I 
the  choice,  and  could  I hesitate  which  to  choose?  but  what  was 
good  and  what  was  evil?  that  seemed  the  most  difficult  inquiry. 

“I  asked  and  received  no  satisfactory  reply;  — in  the  words  of 
Erasmus  — totius  negotii  caput  ac  fontem  ignorant, 
dlvinant,  ac  delirant  omnes:  so  I resolved  myself  to  inquire 
and  to  decide.  I subjected  to  my  scrutiny  the  moralist  and  the 
philosopher:  I saw  that  on  all  sides  they  disputed,  but  I saw  that 
they  grew  virtuous  in  the  dispute;  they  uttered  much  that 
was  absurd  about  the  origin  of  good,  but  much  more  that  was  ex- 
alted in  its  praise : and  I never  rose  from  any  work  which  treated 
ably  upon  morals,  whatever  were  its  peculiar  opinions,  but  I felt 
my  breast  enlightened , and  my  mind  ennobled  by  my  studies. 
The  professor  of  one  sect  commanded  me  to  avoid  the  dogmatist  of 
another,  as  the  propagator  of  moral  poison;  and  the  dogmatist 
retaliated  on  the  professor;  but  I avoided  neither:  I read  both,  and 
turned  all  *into  honey  and  fine  gold.’  No  inquiry  into  wisdom, 
however  superficial,  is  undeserving  attention.  The  vagaries  of 
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the  idlest  fancy  will  often  chance,  as  ft  were,  upon  the  most 
useful  discoveries  of  truth,  and  so  serve  as  a guide  to  after  and  to 
slower  disciples  of  wisdom;  even  as  the  packings  of  birds,  in  an 
unknown  country,  indicate  to  the  adventurous  seamen  the  best 
and  the  safest  fruits. 

“From  the  works  of  men  I looked  into  their  lives,  and  I 
found  that  there  was  a vast  difference  (though  I am  not  aware  that 
it  has  before  been  remarked),  between  those  who  cultivated  a 
talent,  and  those  who  cultivated  the  mind;  I found  that  the 
mere  men  of  genius  were  often  erring  or  criminal  in  their  lives ; but 
that  vice  or  crime  in  the  disciples  of  philosophy  was  strikingly  on- 
frequent  and  rare.  The  extremest  culture  of  reason  had  not,  it  is 
true,  been  yet  carried  far  enough  to  preserve  the  labourer  from 
follies  of  opinion,  but  a moderare  culture  had  been  suflScient  to 
deter  bim  from  the  vices  of  life.  And  only  to  the  sons  of  Wisdom, 
as  of  old  to  the  sages  of  the  East,  seemed  given  the  unerring  star, 
which,  through  the  travail  ofEearth,  and  the  clouds  of  Heaven, 
led  them  at  the  last  to  their  God! 

“When  I gleaned  this  fact  from  biography,  I paused,  and  said 
— * Then  must  there  be  something  excellent  in  Wisdom , If  it  can, 
even  in  its  most  imperfect  disciples , be  thus  beneficial  to  mora- 
lity.' Pursuing  this  sentiment,  I redoubled  my  researches , and 
behold  the  object  of  my  quest  was  won ! I had  before  sought  a satis- 
factory answer  to  the  question , ‘What  is  Virtue?’  from  men  of  a 
thousand  tenets,  and  my  heart  had  rejected  all  I had  received. 
‘Virtue,’  said  some,  and  my  soul  bowed  reverently  to  the  dictate, 
‘Virtue  is  Religion.’  I heard  and  humbled  myself  before  the  Di- 
vine Book.  Let  me  trust  that  I did  not  humble  myself  in  vain ! 
But  the  dictate  satisfied  less  than  it  awed;  for,  either  it  limited 
Virtue  to  the  mere  belief,  or,  by  extending  it  to  the  practice,  of 
Religion,  it  extended  also  inquiry  to  the  method  in  which  the  prac- 
tice should  be  applied.  But  with  the  first  interpretation  of  the  dic- 
tate, who  could  rest  contented?  — for,  while  in  the  perfect  en- 
forcement of  the  tenets  of  our  faith , all  virtue  may  be  found , so  in 
the  passive,  and  the  mere  belief  in  its  divinity,  we  find  only  an 
engine  as  applicable  to  evil  as  to  good : — the  torch  which  should 
illumine  the  altar  has  also  lighted  the  stake,  and  the  zeal  of  the  per- 

24* 
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secutor  has  been  no  less  sincere  than  the  heroism  of  the  martyr. 
Rejecting,  therefore,  this  interpretation , I accepted  the  other : 1 
felt  in  my  heart,  and  I rejoiced  as  I felt  it,  that  in  the  pracUce  of 
Religion  the  body  of  all  Tirtue  could  be  found.  But,  in  that  con- 
viction, had  I at  once  an  answer  to  my  inquiries?  — Could  the 
mere  desire  of  good  be  sufficient  to  attain  it  — and  was  the  at- 
tempt at  virtue  synonymous  with  success?  On  the  contrary, 
have  not  those  most  desirous  of  obeying  the  precepts  of  God  often 
sinned  the  most  against  their  spirit,  and  has  not  zeal  been  fre- 
quently the  most  ardent  when  crime  was  the  most  rife?  * But 
what,  if  neither  sincerity  nor  zeal  was  sufficient  to  constitute  good- 
ness — what,  if  in  the  breasts  of  the  best  intentioned , crime  had 
been  fostered,  the  more  dangerously,  because  the  more  disguised 
— what  ensued?  — That  the  religion  which  they  professed,  they 
believed,  they  adored,  they  bad  also  misunderstood;  and 
that  the  precepts  to  be  drawn  from  the  Holy  Book,  they  had  dark- 
ened by  their  ignorance,  or  perverted  by  their  passions!  Here, 
then,  at  once,  my  enigma  was  solved;  here,  then,  at  once,  I 
was  led  to  the  goal  of  my  inquiry ! — Ignorance,  and  the  perversion 
of  passion,  are  but  the  same  thing  — though  under  different 
names;  for,  only  by  our  ignorance  are  our  passions  perverted. 
Therefore  what  followed?  — that,  if  by  ignorance  the  greatest  of 
God’s  gifts  bad  been  turned  to  evil.  Knowledge  alone  was  the  light 
by  which  even  the  pages  of  Religion  should  be  read.  It  followed, 
that  the  Providence  that  knew  that  the  nature  it  had  created  should 
be  constantly  in  exercise , and  that  only  through  labour  comes  im- 
provement, bad  wisely  ordained  that  we  should  toil  even  for  the 


* There  cen  he  no  donht  that  they  who  exterminated  the  Alhigenaei, 
eitabliahed  the  Inquiiition,  lighted  the  firei  at  Smilhiield,  were  ac- 
tuated, not  by  a deaire  to  do  evil,  hut  (monttrnaa  aa  it  may  aeem)  to 
do  good(  — not  to  counteract,  but  to  enforce  what  they  believed  the 
wiahea  of  the  Almighty;  lo  that  a good  intention,  without  the  enlighten- 
ment to  direct  it  to  a fitting  object,  may  he  aa  perniciona  to  human  bap- 
pineaa  aa  one  the  moat  fiendiab.  We  are  told  of  a whole  people,  who 
uaed  to  murder  their  gueata,  not  from  ferocity  or  intereat,  but  from  the 
pure  and  praiaeworthy  motive  of  obtaining  the  good  qnalltiea, 
which  they  believed,  by  the  murder  of  the  deceaaed,  devolved  upon 
theml 
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blessing  of  its  holiest  and  clearest  laws.  It  had  given  ns , in  Reli- 
gion, as  in  this  magnificent  world,  treasures  and  harvests  which 
might  be  called  forth  in  incalculable  abundance;  but  had  decreed 
that  through  our  exertions  only  should  they  be  called  forth;  — 
a palace  more  gorgeous  than  the  palaces  of  enchantment  was  before 
us,  but  its  chambers  were  a labyrinth  which  required  a clue. 

“ What  was  that  clue?  Was  it  to  be  sought  for  in  the  comers  of 
earth,  or  was  it  not  beneficently  centred  in  ourselves?  Was  it  not 
the  exercise  of  a power  easy  for  ns  to  use , if  we  would  dare  to  do 
so?  Was  it  not  the  simple  exertion  of  the  disoernment  granted  to 
ns  for  ail  else?  — Was  it  not  the  exercise  of  our  reason  ? ‘ Reason !’ 
cried  the  Zealot,  * pernicious  and  hateful  instrument,  it  is  fraught 
with  peril  to  yourself  and  to  others;  do  not  think  for  a moment  of 
employing  an  engine  so  fallacious  and  so  dangerous.'  But  I listened 
not  to  the  Zealot ; could  the  steady  and  bright  torch  which , even 
where  the  Star  of  Bethlehem  had  withheld  its  diviner  light,  had 
guided  some  patient  and  unwearied  steps  to  the  very  throne  of 
Yirtue,  become  but  a deceitful  meteor  to  him  who  kindled  it  for 
the  aid  of  Religion,  and  in  an  eternal  cause?  Could  it  be 
perilous  to  task  our  reason , even  to  the  utmost , in  the  investiga- 
tion of  the  true  utility  and  bidden  wisdom  of  the  works  of  God, 
when  God  himself  had  ordained  that  only  through  some  exertion 
of  our  reason  should  we  know  either  from  Nature  or  Revelation 
that  He  himself  existed  ? ‘ But,’  cried  the  Zealot  again,  * but  mere 
mortal  wisdom  teaches  men  presumption,  and  presumption, 
doubt.’  ‘ Pardon  me,’  I answered,  ‘ it  is  not  Wisdom , but  Igno- 
rance, which  teaches  men  presumption ; Genius  maybe  some- 
times arrogant,  but  nothing  is  so  diffident  as  Knowiedge.’ 
‘But,’  resumed  the  Zealot,  ‘ those  accustomed  to  subtle  inquiries 
may  dwell  only  on  the  minutiffi  of  faith  — inexplicable , becanse 
useless  to  explain,  and  argue  from  those  minutie  against  the  grand 
and  universal  truth.’  ‘Pardon  me  again : it  is  the  petty,  not  the 
enlarged , mind , which  prefers  casuistry  to  conviction ; it  is  the 
confined  and  short  sight  of  Ignorance  which,  unable  to  compre- 
hend the  great  bearings  of  truth,  pries  only  into  its  narrow  and  ob- 
scure corners , occupying  itself  in  scrutinizing  the  atoms  of  a part, 
while  the  eagle  eye  of  Wisdom  contemplates,  in  its  widest  scale, 
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the  Inminous  majesty  of  the  whole.  Surrey  our  faults,  our  errors, 
our  rices  — fearful  and  fertile  held ; trace  them  to  their  causes  — 
all  those  causes  resolve  themselves  into  one  — ignorance ! — For, 
as  we  have  already  seen , that  from  this  source  flow  the  abuses  of 
Religion,  so,  also,  from  this  source  flow  the  abases  of  all  other 
blessings  — of  talents , of  riches , of  power:  for  we  abuse  things, 
either  because  we  know  not  their  real  use , or  because , with  an 
equal  blindness , we  imagine  the  abuse  more  adapted  to  our  hap- 
piness. But  as  ignorance , then,  is  the  sole  spring  of  evil  — so, 
as  the  antidote  to  ignorance  is  knowledge,  it  necessarily  fol- 
lows that,  were  we  consummate  in  knowledge,  we  should  be 
perfect  in  good.  He  therefore  who  retards  the  progress  of 
intellect,  countenances  crime  — nay,  to  a state,  is 
the  greatest  of  criminals;  while  he  who  circulates  that 
mental  light  more  precious  than  the  visual , is  the  holiest  improver, 
and  the  surest  benefactor  of  his  race ! Nor  let  us  believe , with  the 
dupes  of  a shallow  policy,  that  there  exists  upon  the  earth  one 
prejudice  that  can  be  called  salutary,  or  one  error  beneficial  to 
perpetuate.  As  the  petty  fish,  which  is  fabled  to  possess  the  pro- 
perty of  arresting  the  progress  of  the  largest  vessel  to  which  it 
clings,  even  so  may  a single  prejudice,  unnoticed  or 
despised,  more  than  the  adverse  blast,  or  the  dead 
calm,  delay  the  Bark  of  Knowledge  in  the  vast  seas 
of  Time. 

“It  is  true  that  the  sanguineness  of  philanthropists  may  have 
carried  them  too  far;  it  is  true  (for  the  experiment  has  not  yet  been 
made)  that  God  may  have  denied  to  us,  in  this  state,  the  con- 
summation of  knowledge,  and  the  consequent  perfection  in  good; 
but  because  we  cannot  be  perfect,  are  we  to  resolve  we  will  be 
evil?  One  step  in  knowledge  is  one  step  from  sin : one  step  from 
sin  is  one  step  nearer  to  Heaven.  Oh ! never  let  us  be  deluded  by 
those,  who,  for  political  motives,  would  adulterate  the  divinity 
of  religious  truths:  never  let  us  believe  that  our  Father  in 
Heaven  rewards  most  the  one  talent  unemployed,  or  that  prejudice, 
and  indolence,  and  folly,  find  the  most  favour  in  His  sight! 
The  very  heathen  has  bequeathed  to  us  a nobler  estimate  of  his 
nature:  and  the  same  sentence  which  so  sublimely  declares 
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‘truth  is  thb  body  of  God  declares  also  ‘and  light  is 

HIS  SHADOW.’  * 

“Persuaded,  then,  that  knowledge  contained  the  key  to  virtue, 
it  was  to  knowledge  that  I applied.  The  first  grand  lesson  which  it 
taught  me  was  the  solution  of  a phrase  most  hacknied  — least  un- 
derstood, viz.  ‘common  sense.’  It  is  in  the  Portico  of  the 
Greek  sage**  that  that  phrase  has  received  its  legitimate  explana- 
tion; it  is  there  we  are  taught  that  ‘common  sense’  signifies  ‘the 
sense  of  the  common  interest.’  Tes ! it  is  the  most  beautiful  truth 
in  morals  that  we  have  no  such  thing  as  a distinct  or  divided  inter- 
est from  our  race.  In  their  welfare  is  ours ; and , by  choosing  the 
broadest  paths  to  effect  their  happiness,  we  choose  the  surest  and 
the  shortest  to  our  own.  As  I read  and  pondered  over  these  truths, 
I was  sensible  that  a great  change  was  working  a fresh  world  out  of 
the  former  materials  of  my  mind.  My  passions,  which  before  I 
bad  checked  into  uselessness,  or  exerted  to  destruction,  now 
started  forth  in  a nobler  shape,  and  prepared  for  a new  direction: 
instead  of  urging  me  to  individual  aggrandizement,  they  panted  for 
universal  good,  and  coveted  the  reward  of  Ambition , only  for  the 
triumphs  of  Benevolence. 

“This  is  one  stage  of  virtue  — I cannot  resist  the  belief  that 
there  is  a higher : it  is  when  we  begin  to  love  virtue,  not  for  its  ob- 
jects , but  itself.  For  there  are  in  knowledge  these  two  excellen- 
cies: — first,  that  it  offers  to  every  man , the  most  selfish,  and 
the  most  exalted , his  peculiar  inducement  to  good.  It  says  to  the 
former ‘Serve  mankind,  and  you  serve  yourself;’  to  the  latter, 
‘In  choosing  the  best  means  to  secure  your  own  happiness,  you 
will  have  the  sublime  inducement  of  promoting  the  happiness  of 
mankind.’ 

“The  second  excellence  of  Knowledge  is  that  even  the  selfish 
man , when  he  has  once  begun  to  love  Virtue  from  little  motives, 
loses  the  motives  as  he  increases  the  love ; and  at  last  worships  the 
deity,  where  before  he  only  coveted  the  gold  upon  its  altar.  And 
thus  I learned  to  love  Virtue  solely  for  its  own  beauty.  I said  with 
one  who,  among  much  dross,  has  many  particles  of  ore,  ‘If  it  be 

* Plato.  **  Kocvovofj/iotroyij  — Scnint  comnnnli. 
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DOt  estimable  iu  itself,  I can  see  nothing  estimable  in  foHoving  it 
for  the  sake  of  a bargain.’  ♦ 

“ I looked  round  the  world , and  saw  often  Yirtne  in  rags , and 
Vice  in  purple : the  former  conduces  to  happiness,  it  is  true,  but 
the  happiness  lies  within,  and  not  in  externals.  I contemned 
the  deceitful  folly  with  which  writers  haTe  termed  it  poetical  justice 
to  make  the  good  ultimately  prosperous  in  wealth,  honour,  for- 
tunate love , or  successful  desires.  Nothing  false,  even  in  poetry, 
can  be  just;  and  that  pretended  moral  is,  of  all,  the  falsest.  Virtue 
is  not  more  exempt  than  Vice  from  the  ills  of  fate , but  it  contains 
within  itself  always  an  energy  to  resist  them , and  sometimes  an 
anodyne  to  soothe  — to  repay  your  quotation  from  Tibullus : 

Crnra  lonant  ferro  — led  canit  inter  opus! 

“ When  in  the  depths  of  my  soul  I set  up  that  divinity  of  this 
nether  earth,  which  Brutus  never  really  understood,  if,  because 
nnsuccessAil  in  its  efforts , he  doubted  its  existence , I said  in  the 
proud  prayer  with  which  I worshipped  it,  ‘Poverty  may  humble  my 
lot,  but  it  shall  not  debase  thee;  Temptation  may  shake  my  na- 
ture , but  not  the  rock  on  which  thy  temple  is  based ; Misfortune 
may  wither  all  the  hopes  that  have  blossomed  around  thine  altar, 
but  I will  sacrifice  dead  leaves  when  the  flowers  are  no  more. 
Though  all  that  I have  loved  perish  — all  that  I have  coveted  fade 
away,  I may  murmur  at  fate,  but  I will  have  no  voice  but  that  of 
homage  for  thee ! Nor,  while  thou  smilest  upon  my  way , would 
I exchange  with  the  loftiest  and  happiest  of  thy  foes ! ’ More  bitter 
than  aught  of  what  I then  dreamed  have  been  my  trials,  but  I 
have  fulfilled  my  vow! 

“ I believe  that  alone  to  be  a true  description  of  Virtue  which 
makes  it  all-suiBcieut  to  itself  — that  alone  a just  portraiture  of  its 
excellence  which  does  not  lessen  its  internal  power  by  exaggerating 
its  outward  advantages,  nor  degrade  its  nobility  by  dwelling  only 
on  its  rewards.  The  grandest  moral  of  ancient  lore  has  ever  seemed 
to  me  that  which  the  picture  of  Prometheus  affords : in  whom  nei- 
ther the  shaking  earth,  nor  the  rending  heaven,  nor  the  rock  with- 
out, nor  the  vulture  within,  could  cause  regret  for  past  benevolence, 

* Lerd  Shaftesbury. 
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or  terror  for  future  evil,  or  envy,  even  amidst  tortures , for  the  dis> 
honourable  prosperity  of  his  insulter!  * Who,  that  has  glowed 
over  this  exalted  picture  will  tell  os  that  we  must  make  Yirtuc 
prosperous  in  order  to  allure  to  it,  or  clothe  Vice  with  misery  in 
order  to  revolt  us  from  its  image ! Oh ! who , on  the  contrary, 
would  not  learn  to  adore  Yirtue,  from  the  bitterest  sufferings  of 
such  a votary,  a hundred-fold  more  than  he  would  leam  to  love 
Yice  from  the  gaudiest  triumphs  of  its  most  fortunate  disciples?” 

Something  there  was  in  Mordaunt’s  voice  and  air,  and  the  im- 
passioned glow  of  his  countenance,  that,  long  after  he  bad 
ceased,  thrilled  in  Clarence’s  heart,  “like  the  remembered  tone  of 
a mute  lyre.”  And  when  a subsequent  event  led  him  at  rash  mo- 
ments to  doubt  whether  Yirtue  was  indeed  the  chief  good , Linden 
recalled  the  words  of  that  night,  and  the  enthusiasm  with  which 
they  were  ottered,  repented  that  in  bis  doubt  he  had  wronged  the 
truth,  and  felt  that  there  is  a power  in  the  deep  heart  of  man  to 
which  even  Destiny  is  submitted ! 

CHAPTER  LXV. 

Will  jroa  hear  the  letter! 

• • • • 

Thii  II  the  motlejr-minded  gentleman  that  1 have  before  met  in 
the  foreit. 

A$  you  like  it. 

A MORNiNO  or  two  after  the  conversation  with  which  our  last 
chapter  concluded,  Clarence  received  the  following  letter  from  the 
Duke  of  Haverfleld:  — 

* ‘ Your  letter,  my  dear  Linden,  would  have  been  answered  be- 
fore, but  for  an  occurrence  which  is  generally  supposed  to  engross 
the  whole  attention  of  the  persons  concerned  in  it.  Let  me  see  — 
ay,  three  — yes,  I have  been  exactly  three  days  married! 
Upon  my  honour,  there  is  much  less  in  the  event  than  one  would 
imagine ; and  the  next  time  it  happens,  I will  not  pot  myself  to  such 
amazing  trouble  and  inconvenience  about  it.  But  one  buys  wisdom 
only  by  experience.  Now,  however,  that  I have  communicated  to 
you  the  fact,  I expect  yon.  in  the  first  place,  to  excuse  my  neg- 

* Mercnry.  — Sea  the  Promelheat  of  Aeich/lat. 
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Ugence  for  not  writing  before;  for  (as  I know  yon  are  fond  of  the 
liters  hnmaniores,  I will  give  the  sentiment  the  dignity  of  a 
quotation)  — 

Un  veritable  amant  ne  connoit  point  d’amlii* 

and  though  1 have  been  three  days  married,  1 am  still  a lover!  In 
the  second  place,  I expect  you  to  be  ve  very  grateful  that,  all  things 
considered,  I write  to  yon  so  soon;  pour  dire  vrai,  mon 
ch  er , it  would  not  be  an  ordinary  inducement  that  could  make  me 
‘put  pen  to  paper’  — [Is  not  that  the  true  vulgar,  commercial,  aca- 
demical , metaphorical  epistolary  style?]  — so  shortly  after  the  fa- 
tal ceremony.  So , had  I nothing  to  say  but  in  reply  to  your  com- 
ments on  state  affairs  — (bang  them !)  — or  in  applause  of  your 
Italian  friend,  of  whom  I say,  as  Charles  II.  said  of  the  honest  yeo- 
man — * I can  admire  virtue , though  I can’t  imitate  it ! ’ I think  it 
highly  probable  that  your  letter  might  still  remain  in  a certain  box 
of  tortoise-shell  and  gold  (formerly  belonging  to  the  great  Riche- 
lieu , and  now  in  my  possession,)  in  which  I at  this  instant  descry, 
‘with  many  a glance  of  wee  and  boding  dire,'  sundry  epistles,  in 
manifold  band-writings,  all  classed  under  the  one  fearful  denomi- 
nation — ‘unanswered.' 

“ No , my  good  Linden , my  heart  is  inditing  of  a better  matter 
than  this.  Listen  to  me,  and  then  stay  at  your  host’s  or  order  your 
swiftest  steed , as  seems  most  meet  to  you. 

“You  said  rightly  thatMissTrevanion,  now  berGrace  of  Haver- 
lield,  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Lady  Flora  Ardenne.  I have  often 
talked  to  her  — viz. , Eleanor,  not  Lady  Flora  — about  you,  and 
was  renewing  the  conversation  yesterday , when  your  letter,  acci- 
dentally lying  before  me , reminded  me  of  yon.  Sundry  little  se- 
crets passed  In  due  conjugal  course,  from  her  possession  into 
mine.  I find  that  yon  have  been  believed , by  Lady  Flora , to  have 
played  the  perfidious  with  La  Meron>ille  — that  she  never  knew  of 
your  application  to  her  father,  and  his  reply  — that,  on  the  coih 
trary , she  accused  you  of  indifference  in  going  abroad  without  at* 
tempting  to  obtain  an  interview , or  excuse  your  supposed  infide- 
lity — that  her  heart  is  utterly  averse  to  an  union  with  that  odious 
Lord  Boro — Bah  — I mean  Lord  Ulswater;  and  that  — prepare* 

* CoraelUe. 
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Linden  — she  still  cherishes  yonr  memory,  even  through  time, 
change,  and  fancied  desertion , with  a tenderness  which  — which 
— deuce  take  it,  I never  could  write  sentiment  — but  you  undcr^ 
stand  me;  so  1 will  not  conclude  the  phrase.  ‘Nothing  in  oratory,* 
said  my  cousin  D — who  was,  entre  nous,  more  honest  than 
eloquent,  ‘like  a break!’  — ‘down!  yon  should  have  added,’ 
said  I. 

“I  now,  my  dear  Linden,  leave  you  to  your  fate.  For  my 
part , though  I own  Lord  Ulswater  is  a lord  whom  ladies  in  love 
with  the  etcaeteras  of  married  pomp  might  well  desire,  yet  I do 
think  it  would  be  no  difficult  matter  for  you  to  eclipse  him ! I can> 
not,  it  is  true,  advise  you  to  run  away  with  Lady  nora.  Gentle- 
men don’t  run  away  with  the  daughters  of  gentlemen,  though 
they  do  sometimes  with  their  wives!  — (those  feats,  thank  Hea- 
ven, are  pretty  well  confined  to  officers  on  half  pay,  mercurial 
attornies,  and  descendants  of  the  Irish  kings!)  — but,  without 
running  away , you  may  win  your  betrothed  and  Lord  Ulswater’s 
intended.  — A.  distinguished  member  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
owner  of  Scarsdale,  and  representative  of  the  most  ancient  branch 
of  the  Talbots  — m o n D i e n ! yon  might  marry  a queen  dowager, 
and  decline  settlements ! 

“And  so,  committing  thee  to  the  guidance  of  that  winged  god, 
who,  if  three  days  afford  any  experience,  has  made  thy  friend 
forsake  pleasure  only  to  find  happiness,  I bid  thee,  most  gentle 
Linden,  farewell. 

“ Haverfiem)." 

Upon  reading  this  letter,  Clarence  felt  as  a man  suddenly 
transformed!  From  an  exterior  of  calm  and  apathy,  at  the  bottom 
of  which  lay  one  bitter  and  corroding  recollection,  he  passed  at 
once  into  a state  of  emotion,  wild,  agitated,  and  confused;  yet, 
amidst  all,  was  foremost  a burning  and  intense  hope , which  for 
long  years  he  had  not  permitted  himself  to  form. 

He  descended  Into  the  breakfast  parlour.  Mordaunt,  whose 
hours  of  appearing,  though  not  of  rising,  were  much  later  than 
Clarence’s,  was  not  yet  down;  and  our  lover  had  full  leisure  to 
form  bis  plans,  before  his  host  made  his  entrde. 
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“Will  you  ride  lo-day?”  said  Mordaunl:  “there  are  some 
old  ruins  in  the  neighbourhood , well  worth  the  trouble  of  a visit.” 

“I  grieve  to  say,”  answered  Clarence,  “that  I must  take  ray 
leave  of  you.  I have  received  intelligence,  this  morning,  wbicli 
may  greatly  influence  my  future  life,  and  by  which  I am  obliged 
to  make  an  excursion  to  another  part  of  the  country,  nearly  a day’s 
journey,  on  horseback,  hence.” 

Mordaunt  looked  at  his  guest,  and  conjectured  by  his  height- 
ened colour,  and  an  embarrassment  which  be  in  vain  endeavoured 
to  conceal,  that  the  journey  might  have  some  cause  for  its  sud- 
denness and  dispatch  which  the  young  senator  had  peculiar  rea- 
sons for  concealing.  Algernon  contented  himself,  therefore, 
with  expressing  his  regret  at  Linden’s  abrupt  departure,  without 
incurring  the  indiscreet  hospitality  of  pressing  a longer  sojourn  be- 
neath his  roof. 

Immediately  after  breakfast , Clarence’s  horse  was  brought  to 
the  door,  and  Harrison  received  orders  to  wait  with  the  carriage 
at  W — , until  his  master  returned.  Not  a litte  surprised,  we  trow, 
was  the  worthy  valet  at  his  master’s  sudden  attachment  to  eques- 
trian excursions.  Mordaunt  accompanied  his  visitor  through  the 
park,  and  took  leave  of  him  with  a warmth  which  sensibly  touched 
Clarence,  in  spite  of  the  absence  and  excitement  of  his  thoughts ; 
indeed,  the  unaffecied  and  simple  character  of  Linden , joined  to 
bis  acute,  bold,  and  cultivated  mind,  bad  taken  strong  hold  of 
Mordaunt’s  interest  and  esteem. 

It  was  a mild  autumnal  morning,  but  thick  clouds  in  the  rear, 
prognosticated  rain;  and  the  stillness  of  the  wind,  the  low  flight 
to  the  swallows,  those  volucrine  Bruces  of  the  air,  and  the  lowing 
of  the  cattle,  slowly  gathering  towards  the  nearest  shelter  withiu 
their  appointed  boundaries,  conflrmed  the  inauspicious  omen. 
Clarence  had  passed  the  town  ofW  — , and  was  entering  into  a 
road  singularly  hilly,  when  he  “was  aware,”  as  the  quaint  old 
writers  of  former  days  expressed  themselves,  of  a tall  stranger, 
mounted  on  a neat,  well  trimmed,  galloway,  who  had  for  the 
last  two  minutes  been  advancing  towards  a closely  parallel  line 
with  Clarence , and  had,  by  sundry  glances  and  hems,  denoted 
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a desire  of  commeDcing  acquaintance  and  ooiifersation  with  his 
fellow  traveller. 

At  last  he  summoned  courage,  and  said,  with  a respectful, 
though  somewhat  free,  air,  “That  is  a very  fine  horse  of  yours. 
Sir  — I have  seldom  seen  so  fast  a walker:  if  all  his  other  paces 
are  equally  good , he  most  be  quite  a treasure.” 

All  men  have  their  vanities.  Garence’s  was  as  much  in  bis 
horse’s  excellencies  as  his  ow'o;  and,  gratihed  even  with  the 
compliment  of  a stranger,  he  replied  to  it  by  joining  in  the  praise, 
though  with  a modest  and  measured  forbearance,  which  the 
stranger,  if  gifted  with  penetration,  could  easily  have  discerned 
was  more  affected  than  sincere. 

“And  yet.  Sir,"  resumed  Clarence’s  new  companion,  “my 
little  palfrey  might  perhaps  keep  pace  with  your  steed;  look  — I 
lay  the  rein  on  his  neck  — and,  you  see,  he  rivals  — by  heaven, 
he  outwalks  yours.” 

Not  a little  piqued  and  incensed.  Linden  also  relaxed  his  rein, 
and  urged  his  horse  to  a quicker  step ; but  the  lesser  competitor 
not  only  sustained , but  increased,  bis  superiority;  and  it  was 
only  by  breaking  into  a trot  that  Linden’s  impatient  and  spirited 
steed  could  overtake  him.  Hitherto  Clarence  had  not  honoured 
his  new  companion  with  more  than  a rapid  and  slight  glance;  but 
rivalry,  even  in  trifles,  begets  respect,  and  our  defeated  hero  now 
examined  him  with  a more  curious  eye. 

The  stranger  was  between  forty  and  fifty  — an  age  in  which, 
generally , very  little  of  the  boy  has  survived  the  advance  of  man- 
hood ; yet  was  there  a hearty  and  frank  exhilaration  in  the  manner 
and  look  of  the  person  we  describe  which  is  rarely  found  beyond 
the  first  stage  of  youth.  His  features  were  comely  and  clearly  cot, 
and  bis  air  and  appearance  indicative  ofa  man  who  might  equally 
have  belonged  to  the  middle  or  the  upper  orders.  But  Garence’s 
memory,  as  well  as  attention,  was  employed  in  his  survey  of  the 
stranger;  and  he  recognized , in  a countenance  on  which  time  had 
passed  very  lightly,  an  old  and  oft-times  recalled  acquaintance. 
However,  he  did  not  immediately  make  himself  known.  “I  will 
first  see,”  thought  he,  “whether  he  can  remember  his  young 
guest  in  the  bronzed  stranger , after  eight  years’  absence.” 
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“Well,”  said  Clarence,  as  he  approached  the  owner  of  the 
palfrey , who  was  laughing  with  childish  glee  at  his  conquest  — 
“well,  you  have  won.  Sir;  but  the  tortoise  might  beat  the  hare 
in  walking,  and  I content  myself  with  thinking  that  at  a trot  or  a 
gallop  the  result  of  a race  would  have  been  very  different.” 

“lam  not  so  sure  of  that.  Sir,”  said  the  sturdy  stranger, 
patting  the  arched  neck  of  his  little  favourite:  “if you  would  like 
to  try  either,  I should  have  no  objection  to  venture  a trifling  wager 
on  the  event.” 

“You  are  very  good,”  said  Clarence,  with  a smile  in  which 
urbanity  was  a litUe  mingled  with  contemptuous  incredulity ; “ but 
I am  not  now  at  leisure  to  win  your  money : I have  a long  day’s 
journey  before  me,  and  must  not  tire  a faithful  servant;  yeti  do 
candidly  confess  that  I think”  (and  Clarence’s  recollection  of  the 
person  be  addressed  made  him  introduce  the  quotation)  “that  my 
horse  — 

Excel*  a common  one 

In  shape,  in  courage,  coloar,  pace,  and  hone.*' 

“Eh,  Sir,”  cried  our  stranger,  as  his  eyes  sparkled  at  the 
verses : “I  would  own  that  your  horse  were  worth  ail  the  horses  in 
the  kingdom , if  yon  brought  Will  Sbakspeare  to  prove  it.  And  I 
am  also  willing  to  confess  that  yonr  steed  does  fairly  merit  the 
splendid  praise  which  follows  the  lines  you  have  quoted  — 

Round  hoofed,  short  jointed,  fetlocks  shag  and  long. 

Broad  breast,  fall  eyes,  small  head,  and  nostril  wide. 

High  crest,  short  ears,  straight  legs , and  passing  strong , 

Thin  mane,  thick  tail,  broad  hattock , tender  hide.” 

“Come,”  said  Clarence,  “your  memory  has  atoned  for  your 
horse’s  victory,  and  I quite  forgive  your  conquest,  in  return  for 
your  complbnent;  but  suffer  me  to  ask  how  long  you  have  com- 
menced cavalier.  The  Arab’s  tent  is,  iflerrnot,  more  a badge 
of  your  profession  than  the  Arab’s  steed.” 

King  Cole  (for  the  stranger  was  no  less  a person)  looked  at  his 
companion  in  surprise.  “So,  you  know  me,  then,  Sir!  Weil, 
it  is  a hard  thing  for  a man  to  turn  honest,  when  people  have  so 
much  readier  a recollection  of  bis  sins  than  his  reform.” 

“Reform,”  quoth  Clarence , “am  I then  to  understand  that 
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your  majesty  has  abdicated  yoor  dominions  under  the  greenwood 
tree?” 

“You  are,”  said  Cole,  eyeing  his  acquaintance  inquisitirely; 
"you  are. 

/fear  no  more  the  beat  of  the  can. 

Nor  the  forioat  winter’s  ragea; 

I my  worldly  task  have  done , 

Home  am  gone  and  ta’en  my  wagei.** 

" I congratulate  you said  Clarence ; " but  only  in  part  — for 
I have  often  envied  your  past  stale,  and  do  not  know  enough  of 
your  present  to  say  whether  I should  equally  envy  that.” 

"Why,”  answered  Cole , "after  all,  we  commit  a great  error 
in  imagining  that  it  is  the  living  wood  or  the  dead  wall  which  makes 
happiness.  ‘My  mind  to  me  a kindgom  is’  — and  it  is  that  which 
you  must  envy,  if  you  honour  any  thing  belon^ng  to  me  with  that 
feeling.” 

"The  precept  is  both  good  and  old ,”  answered  Clarence;  "yet 
I think  it  was  not  a very  favourite  maxim  of  yours  some  years  ago. 
1 remember  a time  when  yon  thought  no  happiness  could  exist  out 
of  'dingle  and  bosky  dell.’  If  not  very  intrusive  on  your  secrets, 
may  I know  how  long  you  have  changed  your  sentiments  and  man- 
ner of  life?  The  reason  of  the  change  I dare  not  presume  to  ask.” 

" Certainly,”  said  the  quondam  gipsy , musingly  — " certainly 
I have  seen  your  face  before,  and  even  the  tone  of  your  voice  strikes 
me  as  not  wholly  unfamiliar;  yet  I cannot,  for  the  life  of  me,  guess 
whom  1 have  the  honour  of  addressing.  However,  Sir,  I have  no 
hesitation  in  answering  your  questions.  It  was  just  6ve  years  ago, 
last  summer,  when  I left  the  Tents  of  Kedar.  I now  reside  about 
a mile  hence.  It  is  but  a hundred  yards  off  the  high  road , and  if 
you  would  not  object  to  step  aside  and  suffer  a rasher,  or  aught 
else,  to  be  ' the  shoeing-hom  to  draw  on  a cup  of  ale ,’  as  our  plain 
forefathers  were  wont  wittily  to  say,  why,  I shall  be  very  happy  to 
show  you  my  habitation.  You  wUi  have  a double  welcome,  from 
the  circumstance  of  my  having  been  absent  from  home  for  the  last 
three  days.” 

Clarence,  mindful  of  his  journey,  was  about  to  decline  the  in- 
vitation , when  a few  heavy  drops  falling,  began  to  fulfil  the  cloudy 
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promiM  of  the  morning.  “Trust,”  said  Cole,  “one  who  has 
been  for  years  a watcher  of  the  signs  and  menaces  of  the  weather — 
we  shall  have  a violent  shower  immediately.  You  have  now  no 
choice  but  to  accompany  me  home.” 

“Well,”  said  Clarence,  yielding  with  a good  grace , “I  am 
glad  of  so  good  an  excuse  for  intruding  on  your  hospitality. 

0,  iky! 

Why  didst  tbon  promise  such  a beanteous  day. 

And  make  me  travel  forth  without  my  cloak  1 ” 

“Bravo!”  oied  the  ex-chief,  too  delighted  to  find  a comrade 
so  well  acquainted  with  Shakspeare’s  sonnets,  to  heed  the  little  in- 
justice Clarence  bad  done  the  sky,  in  accusing  it  of  a treachery  its 
black  clouds  bad  by  no  means  deserved.  “ Bravo , Sir ; and  now, 
my  palfrey  against  your  steed  — trot  — eh  — or  gallop?” 

“Trot,  if  it  must  be  so,”  said  Clarence,  superciliously;  “but 
1 am  a few  paces  before  you.” 

“So  much  the  better,”  cried  the  jovial  chief.  “Little  John’s 
mettle  will  be  the  more  up  — on  with  you , Sir  — he  who  breaks 
into  a canter  loses  — on ! ” 

And  Oarence  slightly  touching  bis  beautiful  steed,  the  race 
wasbegun.  At  first  bis  horse , which  was  a remarkable  stepper, 
ns  the  modern  Messrs.  Anderson  and  Dyson  would  say , greatly 
gained  the  advantage.  “To  the  right,”  cried  the  ci-devant  gipsy, 
ns  Linden  bad  nearly  passed  a narrow  lane  which  led  to  the  domain 
of  the  ex-king.  The  tom  gave  “ Little  John  ” an  opportunity  which 
he  seized  to  advantage ; and,  to  Clarence’s  indignant  surprise,  he 
beheld  Cole  now  close  behind  — now  beside  — and  now  — now — 
beforelinthe  heat  of  the  moment  he  pot  spurs  rather  too  sharply 
to  his  horse,  and  the  spirited  animal  immediately  passed  his  com- 
petitor — but  — in  a canter ! 

“Victoria,”  cried  Cole,  keeping  back  his  own  steed  — “Vic- 
toria — confess  it!  ” 

“Pshaw,”  said  Clarence,  petulantly. 

“Nay,  Sir,  never  mind  it,”  quoth  the  retired  sovereign; 
“perhaps  it  was  but  a venial  transgression  of  your  horse  — and  on 
other  ground  I should  not  have  beat  you.” 

It  is  very  easy  to  be  generous  when  one  is  quite  sure  one  is 
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the  Wctor.  Clarence  felt  this , and  muttering  ont  something  abont 
the  sharp  angle  in  the  road  turned  abruptly  from  ail  farther  com- 
ment on  the  subject , by  saying , “ We  are  now , I suppose , enter- 
ing your  territory.  Does  not  this  white  gate  lead  to  your  new  (at 
least  new  to  me)  abode?” 

“It  does,”  replied  Cole,  opening  the  said  gate,  and  pausing 
as  if  to  suffer  his  guest  and  rival  to  look  round  and  admire. 

The  bouse,  in  full  view,  was  of  redbrick,  small  and  square, 
faced  with  stone  copings,  and  adorned  in  the  centre  with  a gable 
roof,  on  which  was  a ball  of  glittering  metal.  A (light  of  stone 
steps  led  to  the  porch , which  was  of  fair  size  and  stately , consider- 
ing the  proportions  of  the  mansion  — over  the  door  was  a stone 
shield  of  arms,  surmounted  by  a stag’s  head ; and  above  this  he- 
raldic ornament  was  a window  of  great  breadth , compared  to  the 
other  conveniences  of  a similar  nature.  On  either  side  of  the  house 
ran  a slight  iron  fence,  the  protection  of  sundry  plots  of  gay  flowers 
and  garden  shrubs,  while  two  peacocks  were  seen  slowly  stalking 
towards  the  enclosure  to  seek  a shelter  from  the  increasing  shower. 
At  the  back  of  the  building  thick  trees  and  a rising  bill  gave  a meet 
defence  from  the  winds  of  winter;  and  in  front,  a sloping  and 
smali  lawn  afforded  pasture  for  a few  sheep,  and  two  pet  deer. 
Towards  the  end  of  this  lawn  were  two  large  fishponds , shaded  by 
rows  of  feathered  trees.  On  the  margin  of  each  of  these , as  if  em- 
blematic of  ancient  customs,  was  a common  tent;  and  in  the  in- 
termediate space  was  a rustic  pleasure-house , fenced  from  the  en- 
croaching cattle,  and  half  bid  by  surrounding  laurel,  and  the 
parasite  ivy. 

All  together  there  was  a quiet  and  old  fashioned  comfort,  and 
even  luxury,  about  the  place , which  suited  well  with  the  eccentric 
character  of  the  abdicated  chief;  and  Clarence,  as  he  gazed  around, 
really  felt  that  he  might,  perhaps,  deem  the  last  state  of  the  owner 
not  worse  than  the  first. 

Unmindful  of  the  rain , which  now  began  to  pour  fast  and  full. 
Cole  suffered  “Littlejohn’s”  rein  to  fall  over  bis  neck,  and  the 
spoiled  favourite  to  pluck  the  smooth  grass  beneath,  while  be 
pointed  out  to  Clarence  the  various  beauties  of  bis  seat. 

“There,  Sir,”  said  be,  “by  those  ponds  in  which,  I assure 
Tht  Ditountd.  2 5 
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joa , old  Isaac  might  have  fished  with  delight , I pass  many  a sum- 
mer’s day.  I was  always  a lover  of  the  an^e , and  the  farthest  pool 
is  the  most  beautifkil  bathing  place  imaginable;  — as  glorioas 
Geoffrey  Chancer  says  — 

The  graffll's  gold ; the  water  pnre  ai  glaia , 

The  bankii  round  the  well  enrSroning; 

And  loftb  aa  relret  the  yonngh  grata 

That  thereupon  luttiljr  come  tpringing. 

“And  in  that  arbonr,  Lucy  — that  is,  my  wife  — sits  in  the 
sammer  evenings  with  her  father  and  our  children ; and  then — ah! 
see  onr  pets  come  to  welcome  me”  — pointing  to  the  deer,  who 
had  advanced  within  a few  yards  of  him,  but,  intimidated  by  the 
stranger,  would  not  venture  within  reach  — “Lucy  loved  loo- 
sing her  favourites  among  animals  which  had  formerly  been  wild, 
and  faith  I loved  It  too.  But  you  observe  the  house , Sir  — it  was 
built  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne;  it  belonged  to  my  mother’s  fa- 
mily, but  my  father  sold  it,  and  his  son  five  years  ago  rebought  it. 
Those  arms  belong  to  my  maternal  ancestry.  Look  — look  at  the 
peacocks  creeping  along  — poor  pride  theirs  that  can’t  stand  the 
shower!  But,  egad,  that  reminds  me  of  the  rain.  Come,  Sir, 
let  US  make  for  onr  shelter.”  And , resuming  their  progress , a 
minute  more  brought  them  to  the  old-fashioned  porch.  Cole’s  ring 
summoned  a man,  not  decked  in  “livery  gay,”  but,  “dad  in 
serving  frock,”  who  took  the  horses  with  a nod,  half  familiar,  half 
respectful,  at  his  master’s  injunctions  of  attention  and  hospitality 
to  the  stranger’s  beast;  and  then  our  old  acquaintance,  striking 
through  a small  low  hall,  ushered  Clarence  into  the  chief  sitting- 
room  of  the  mansion. 
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CHAPTER  LXVI. 

We  are  not  poor;  althongh  we  hare 

No  roofs  of  cedar,  nor  onr  brare 
Baiae,  nor  keep 

Account  of  such  a flock  of  sLeep, 

Nor  Bullocks  fed 

To  lard  the  shambles;  barbies  bred 

To  kiss  onr  bands;  nor  do  we  wish 

For  Pollio’s  lampries  in  onr  dish. 

If  we  can  meet  and  so  confer 

Both  by  a shining  saltcellar. 

And  bare  onr  roof. 

Although  not  arch’d,  yet  weather-proof > 

And  ceiling  free 

From  that  cheap  eandle-bawdery; 

We’ll  eat  our  bean  yrith  that  full  mirth 

As  we  were  lords  of  all  the  earth. 

Herrick,  from  Horace. 

On  entering  the  room,  Clarence  recognized  Lacj,  whom  eight 
years  had  converted  into  a sleek  and  portly  matron  of  about  thirty- 
two,  without  stealing  from  her  countenance  its  original  expression 
of  mingled  modesty  and  good-nature.  She  hastened  to  meet  her 
husband  with  an  eager  and  joyous  air  of  welcome  seldom  seen  on 
matrimonial  faces  after  so  many  years  of  wedlock. 

A 6ne , stout  hoy , of  about  eleven  years  old,  left  a cross-bow, 
which , on  his  father’s  entrance , he  bad  appeared  earnestly  em- 
ployed in  mending,  to  share  with  his  mother  the  salutations  of  the 
Returned,  An  old  man  sate  in  an  armchair  by  the  fire,  gazing 
on  the  three  with  an  affectionate  and  gladdening  eye,  and  playfully 
detaining  a child  of  about  four  years  old,  who  was  struggling  to 
escape  to  dear  “papa!** 

The  room  was  of  oak  wainseoat,  and  the  furniture  plain,  solid, 
and  strong,  and  east  in  the  fashion  still  frequently  found  in  those 
country  houses  which  have  remained  unaltered  by  innovation  since 
the  days  of  George  II. 

Three  rough-coated  dogs,  of  a breed  that  would  have  puzzled 
a connoisseur,  gave  themselves  the  rousing  shake , and,  desert- 
ing the  luiurions  hearth,  came  in  various  welcome  to  their  master. 

W* 
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Od6  robbed  itself  against  his  stordy  legs , murmaring  soft  rejoi- 
ciogs : be  was  the  graodsire  of  the  canine  race,  and  his  wick  of  life 
bomt  low  in  the  socket.  Another  sprung  up  almost  to  the  face  of 
his  master,  and  yelled  his  very  heart  out  with  joy;  that  was  the 
son,  exulting  in  the  vigour  of  matured  doghood ; — and  the  third 
scrambled  and  tumbled  over  the  others , uttering  his  psans  in  a 
shrill  treble,  and  chiding  most  snappishly  at  his  two  progenitors 
for  interfering  with  bis  pretensions  to  notice : that  was  the  infant 
dog , the  little  reveller  in  puppy  childishness  1 Clarence  stood  by 
the  door,  with  bis  fine  countenance  smiling  benevolently  at  the 
happiness  he  beheld , and  congratulating  himself  that  for  one  mo- 
ment, the  group  bad  forgot  that  he  was  a stranger. 

As  soon  as  our  gipsy  friend  bad  kissed  bis  wife , shaken  hands 
with  his  eldest  hope , shaken  his  head  at  his  youngest,  smiled  his 
salutation  at  the  father-in-law , and  patted  into  silence  the  canine 
claimants  of  his  favour,  he  turned  to  Clarence , and  saying,  half 
bashfully,  half  good-humouredly,  “See  what  a troublesome  thing 
it  is  to  return  home,  even  after  three  days’  absence.  Lucy,  dear- 
est, welcome  a new  friend!”  be  placed  a chair  by  the  fireside  for 
his  guest,  and  motioned  him  to  be  seated. 

The  chief  expression  of  Clarence’s  open  and  bold  countenance 
was  centered  in  the  eyes  and  forehead ; and  as  he  now  doffed  his 
hat,  which  had  hitherto  concealed  that  expression , Lucy  and  her 
husband  recognised  him  simultaneously. 

“I  am  sure,  Sir,”  cried  the  former,  “that  I am  glad  to  see 
you  once  more ! ” 

“Ah!  my  young  guest  under  the  gipsy-awning ! ” exclaimed 
the  latter,  shaking  him  heartily  by  the  hand:  “where  were  my 
eyes , that  they  did  not  recognise  you  before?” 

“Eight  years,”  answered  Clarence,  “ have  worked  more  change 
with  me  and  my  friend  here,”  (pointing  to  the  boy,  whom  he  had 
left  last  so  mere  a child,)  “ than  they  have  with  you  and  his  bloom- 
ing mother.  The  wonder  is,  not  that  you  did  not  remember  me 
before , but  that  you  remember  me  now ! ” 

“You  are  altered.  Sir,  certainly,”  said  the  frank  chief. 
“Your  face  is  thinner,  and  far  graver : and  the  smooth  cheeks  of 
the  boy  (for,  craving  your  pardon , you  were  little  more  theu)  sra 
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somewhat  darkened  by  the  rough  chin  and  bronzed  complexion  with 
which  time  honours  the  man.” 

And  the  good  Cole  sighed , as  he  contrasted  Linden’s  ardent 
countenance  and  elastic  figure,  when  he  had  last  heheld  him,  with 
the  serious  and  thoughtful  face  of  the  person  now  before  him ; yet 
did  he  inly  own  that  years,  if  they  had  in  some  things  deterioriated 
from,  bad  in  others  improved,  the  effect  of  Clarence’s  appearance : 
they  bad  brought  decision  to  his  mien,  and  command  to  his  brow, 
and  had  entailed,  to  an  ampler  measure  of  dignity  and  power, 
the  proportions  of  his  form.  Something  too  theie  was  in  his  look, 
like  that  of  a man  who  has  stemmed  fate,  and  won  success;  and 
the  omen  of  future  triumph , which  our  fortune- telling  chief  had 
drawn  from  his  features,  when  first  beheld,  seemed  already,  in 
no  small  degree , to  have  been  fulfilled. 

Ha>ing  seen  her  guest  stationed  in  the  seat  of  honour  opposite 
her  father,  Lucy  withdrew  for  a few  moments,  and  when  she  re- 
appeared , was  followed  by  a neat-handed  sort  of  Phillis  for  a 
country-maiden,  bearing  such  kind  of  “savoury  messes”  as  the 
bouse  might  be  supposed  to  afford. 

“At  ail  events,  mine  host,”  said  Clarence,  “you  did  not 
desert  the  flesh-pots  of  ^gypt  when  you  forsook  its  tents.” 

“Nay,”  quoth  the  worthy  Cole,  seating  himself  at  the  table, 
“ either  under  the  roof  or  the  awning,  we  may  say,  in  the  words 
of  the  old  epilogue , * 

We  ran  but  bring  yon  meat  and  set  you  ttoola. 

And  to  our  beat  cheer  aay , Tou  all  are  welcome. 

We  are  plain  people  still;  but  if  you  can  stay  till  dinner,  yon  shall 
have  a bottle  of  such  wine  as  our  fathers’  honest  souls  would  have 
rejoiced  in.” 

“I  am  truly  sorry  that  I cannot  tarry  with  you,  after  so  fair  a 
promise,”  replied  Clarence;  “but  before  night  I must  be  many 
miles  hence.” 

Lucy  came  forward  timidly.  “Do  yon  remember  this  ring. 
Sir?”  said  she  (presenting  ode),  “ you  dropt  it  in  my  boy’s  frock, 
when  we  saw  you  last.  ” 

* To  tba  play  oC  “All  Fnoli,’’  by  Chapman. 
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“ 1 did  so answered  Clarence.  I trust  that  be  will  not  now 
disdain  a stranger’s  offering  — May  it  be  as  ominous  of  good  luck 
to  bim  as  my  nigbt  in  your  caravan  has  proved  to  me. " 

am  heartily  glad  to  bear  that  it  bas  proved  so/’  said  Cole  — 
“ DOW,  let  os  fall  to.  ” 


CHAPTER  LXVII. 

Oat  of  tiieie  convertitei 
There  ii  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learned. 

Shakipeare. 

“Ip  you  are  bent  upon  leaving  us  so  soon,”  said  tbe  bonest 
Cole,  as  Clarence,  refusing  all  farther  solicitation  to  stay,  seiied 
the  opportunity  which  the  cessation  of  the  rain  afforded  bim , and 
rose  to  depart  — “if  you  are  bent  upon  leaving  us  so  soon , I will 
accompany  you  back  again  into  tbe  main  road,  as  in  duty  bound.  ” 

“What,  immediately  on  your  return?”  said  Clarence  — “no, 
no  — not  a step.  What  would  my  fair  hostess  say  to  me  if  1 suf- 
fered It?” 

“Rather  what  would  she  say  to  me  if  I neglected  such  a cour- 
tesy? Why,  Sir,  when  I meet  one  who  knows  Shakspeare’s 
sonnets,  tosay  nothing  of  the  lights  of  the  lesser  stars,  as  well  as 
you , only  once  in  eight  years,  do  you  not  think  I would  make  the 
most  of  him?  Besides , it  is  but  a quarter  of  a mile  to  tbe  road, 
and  I love  walking  after  a shower.  ” 

“I  am  afraid,  Mrs.  Cole,”  said  Clarence,  “that  I must  be 
selfish  enough  to  accept  the  offer.  ” And  Mrs.  Cole , blushing  and 
smiling  her  assent  and  adieu,  Clarence  shook  bands  with  the  whole 
party,  grandfather  and  child  included , and  took  his  departure. 

As  Cole  was  now  a pedestrian , Linden  threw  tbe  rein  over  his 
arm , and  walked  on  foot  by  his  host’s  side. 

“So,”saidhe,  smiling,  “ I must  not  inquire  into  the  reasons 
of  your  retirement?” 

“ On  the  contrary ,”  replied  Cole;  “I  have  walked  with  you  the 
more  gladly  from  my  desire  of  telling  them  to  you , for  we  all  love 
to  seem  consistent,  even  in  our  chimeras.  About  six  years  ago, 
I confess  that  I began  to  wax  a little  weary  of  my  wandering  life; 
my  child , in  growing  up , required  playmates : shall  I own  that 
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I did  Dot  like  him  to  fiod  them  among  the  children  of  my  own  com- 
rades?  The  old  scamps  were  good  enough  for  me,  but  the  young 
ones  were  a little  too  bad  for  my  son.  Between  you  and  me  only 
be  it  said , my  juvenile  hope  was  already  a little  corrupted.  The 
dog  Mim  — you  remember  Alim,  Sir  — secretly  taught  him  to 
fllch  as  well  as  if  he  had  been  a bantling  of  bis  own ; and , faith, 
our  smaller  goods  and  chattels,  especially  of  an  edible  nature, 
began  to  disappear,  with  a rapidity  and  secrecy  that  our  itinerant 
palace  could  very  ill  sustain.  Among  us  (i.  e.  the  gipsies)  there  is 
a law  by  which  no  member  of  the  gang  may  steal  from  another; 
but  my  little  heaven-instructed  youth  would  by  no  means  abide  by 
that  distinction ; and  so  boldly  designed  and  well  executed  were  his 
rogueries  that  my  paternal  anxiety  saw  nothing  before  him  but 
Botauy  Bay  on  the  one  band,  and  Newgale  Courtyard  on  ibe  other.” 

“A  sad  prospect  for  the  heir  apparent!  ” quoth  Clarence. 

“It  was  so!”  answered  Cole,  “and  it  made  me  deliberate. 
Then,  as  one  gets  older  one's  romance  oozes  out  a little  in  rheums 
and  catarrhs.  1 began  to  perceive  that,  though  1 had  been  bred, 
1 bad  not  been  educated,  as  a gipsy;  and,  what  was  worse,  Lucy, 
though  she  never  compldned,  fell  that  the  walls  of  our  palace  were 
not  exempt  from  the  damps  of  winter , nor  our  royal  state  from  the 
Caliban  curses  of 

Cramps  and 

Side  itUchei  that  do  pen  onr  breath  ap. 

She  fell  ill ; and  during  her  illness  I had  sundry  bright  visions  of 
warm  rooms  and  coal  Gres,  a friend , with  whom  I could  converse 
upon  Chaucer,  and  a tutor  for  my  son,  who  would  teach  him  other 
arts  than  those  of  picking  pockets  and  piifering  larders.  Never- 
thelcss,  I was  a little  ashamed  of  my  own  thoughts;  and  I do  not 
know  whether  they  would  have  been  yet  put  into  practice,  but  for 
a trifling  circumstance  which  converted  doubt  and  longing  into 
certainty. 

“Our  crank  cuflins  had  for  some  time  looked  upon  me  with 
suspicion  and  coldness : my  superior  privileges  and  comforts  they 
bad  at  Grst  forgiven,  on  account  of  my  birth  and  my  generosity  to 
them;  but  by  de^ees  they  lost  respect  for  the  one  and  gratitude 
for  the  other;  and  as  1 bad  in  a great  measure  ceased  from  partici- 
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paling  in  their  adventures,  or,  during  Lucy's  illness , which  lasted 
several  months,  joining  in  their  festivities,  they  at  length  consi- 
dered me  as  a drone  in  a hive,  by  no  means  compensating  by  niy 
services  as  an  ally  fur  ray  admittance  into  their  horde  as  a stranger. 
You  will  easily  conceive,  when  this  once  became  the  state  of  their 
feelings  towards  me,  with  how  ill  a temper  they  brooked  the  lord- 
ship  of  my  stately  caravan , and  my  assumption  of  superior  com- 
mand. Above  all , the  women , who  were  very  much  incensed  at 
Lucy’s  constant  seclusion  from  their  orgies,  fanned  the  increasing 
discontent;  and,  at  last,  I verily  believe  that  no  eyesore  could 
have  been  more  grievous  to  the  Egyptians  than  my  wooden  habi- 
tation and  the  smoke  of  its  single  chimney. 

“From  ill-will,  the  rascals  proceeded  to  ill-acts ; and  one  dark 
night,  when  we  were  encamped  on  the  very  same  ground  as  that 
which  we  occupied  when  we  received  you,  three  of  them,  Mim  at 
their  head,  attacked  me  in  mine  own  habitation.  I verily  believe,  if 
they  had  mastered  me,  they  would  have  robbed  and  murdered  us 
all;  except  perhaps  my  son,  whom  they  thought  ill-used,  by 
depriving  him  of  Mim’s  instructive  society.  Uowbeit,  I was  still 
stirring  when  they  invaded  me , and  by  the  help  of  the  poker,  and 
a tolerably  strong  arm,  I repelled  the  assailants;  but  that  very 
night,  I passed  from  the  land  ofEgypt,  and  made  with  all  possible 
expedition  to  the  nearest  town,  which  was,  as  you  may  remem- 
ber, W— . 

“Bere,  the  very  next  day,  I learnt  that  the  house  I now  in- 
habit was  to  be  sold.  It  had  (as  I before  said),  belonged  to  my 
mother’s  family , and  my  father  had  sold  it  a little  before  his  death. 
It  was  the  home  from  which  I had  been  stolen , and  to  which  I had 
been  returned:  often  in  my  star-lit  wanderings  had  1 flown  to  it 
in  thought;  and  now  it  seemed  as  if  Providence  itself,  in  offering 
to  my  age  the  asylum  1 had  above  all  others  coveted  for  it,  was  in- 
terested in  my  retirement  from  the  empire  of  an  ungrateful  people, 
and  my  atonement,  in  rest  for  my  past  sins  in  migration. 

“Well,  Sir,  in  short,  I became  the  purchaser  of  the  place 
you  have  just  seen , and  I now  think  that,  after  all,  there  is  more 
happiness  in  reality  than  romance;  like  the  laverock,  here  will  I 
build  my  nest  — 
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Here  give  ny  wearj*  spirit  rest. 

And  raise  my  low-pitched  tbongbts  above 
Earth,  or  what  poor  mortals  love.” 

“And  your  son said  Clarence,  “ has  he  reformed?” 

“Oh,  yes,”  answered  Cole.  “For  my  part,  I belieTe  the 
mind  is  less  evil  than  people  say  it  is ; its  great  characteristic  is 
imitation,  and  it  will  imitate  the  good  as  well  as  the  bad,  if  we 
will  set  the  example.  1 thank  Heaven,  Sir,  that  my  boy  now 
might  go  from  Dan  to  Beersheba,  and  not  filch  a groat  by  the  way.” 
“ What  do  you  intend  him  for?  ” said  Clarence. 

“Why,  he  loves  adventure , and,  faith,  I can’t  break  him  of 
that,  for  I love  it  too,  so  I think  I shall  get  him  a commission 
in  the  army , in  order  to  give  him  a fitting  and  legitimate  sphere 
wherein  to  indulge  his  propensities. 

“You  could  not  do  better,”  said  Clarence.  “But  your  fine 
sister,  what  says  she  to  your  amendment?” 

“Oh!  she  wrote  me  a long  letter  of  congratulation  upon  it; 
and  every  other  summer,  she  is  graciously  pleased  to  pay  me  a 
visit  of  three  months  long;  at  which  time,  1 observe,  ^at  poor 
Lucy  is  unusually  smart  and  uncomfortable.  We  sit  in  the  best 
room , and  turn  out  the  dogs ; my  father-in  -law  smokes  his  pipe 
in  the  arbour,  instead  of  the  drawing-room;  and  I receive  sundry 
hints,  all  in  vain,  on  the  propriety  of  dressing  for  dinner.  In 
return  for  these  attentions  on  our  part , my  sister  invariably  brings 
my  boy  a present  of  a pair  of  while  gloves , and  my  wife  a French 
ribbon  of  the  newest  pattern;  in  tbe  evening,  instead  of  my  read- 
ing Sbakspeare,  she  tells  us  anecdotes  of  high  life,  and,  when 
she  goes  away,  she  gives  us,  in  return  for  our  hospitality,  a very 
general  and  very  gingerly  invitation  to  her  bouse.  Lucy  sometimes 
talks  to  me  about  accepting  it;  but  I torn  a deaf  car  to  ail  such 
overtures,  and  so  we  continue  much  better  friends  than  we  should 
be  if  we  saw  more  of  each  other.” 

“And  bow  long  has  your  father-in-law  been  with  you?” 
“Ever  since  we  have  been  here.  He  gave  op  bis  farm,  and 
cultivates  mine  for  me;  for  I know  nothing  of  those  agricultural 
matters.  I made  bis  coming  a little  surprise,  in  order  to  please 
Lucy;  you  should  have  witnessed  their  meeting.” 
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* “I  Uiiak  i bave  duw  learned  all  particulars,”  said  Clarence; 
“it  only  remains  for  me  to  congratulate  you:  but  are  you,  in 
truth , never  tired  of  the  monotony  and  sameness  of  domestic 
life?” 

“Yes!  — and  then  1 do,  as  I have  just  done  — saddle  Little 
John,  and  go  on  an  eicursion  of  three  or  four  days,  or  even  weeks, 
just  as  the  whim  seizes  me : for  I never  return  till  I am  driven  back 
by  the  yearning  for  home,  and  the  feeling  that,  after  all  one’s 
wanderings,  there  is  no  place  like  it.  Whether  in  private  life,  or 
public.  Sir , in  parting  with  a little  of  one’s  liberty  one  gets  a great 
deal  of  comfort  in  exchange.” 

“1  thank  you  truly  for  your  frankness,"  said  Clarence:  “it 
has  solved  many  doubts  with  respect  to  yon,  that  bave  often  oc- 
curred to  me.  And  now  we  are  in  the  main  road , and  I must  bid 
you  farewell:  we  part,  but  our  paths  lead  to  the  same  object  — 
you  return  to  happiness,  and  I seek  it.” 

“May  you  find,  and  / not  lose  it.  Sir,”  said  the  wanderer 
reclaimed;  and,  shaking  bands,  the  pair  parted. 

CHAPTER  LX VIII. 

Qaicqnid  agit  Rufua,  nihil  aat,  nisi  Naevia  Rufo, 

Si  gaudet,  ai  flat,  ai  tacet,  banc  loquitur; 

Coeuat,  propinat,  poacit,  negat,  annuit,  una  oat 
Maovia;  ai  non  ait  Naevia , oiutua  erit. 

Seriboret  beaterna  patri  cum  luce  aalutem 
Naevia  lux,  inquit,  Naevia  numen , ava. 

Mart. 

“The  last  time,”  said  Clarence  to  himself,  “ that  I travelled 
this  road,  on  exactly  the  same  errand  that  I travel  now,  I do 
remember  that  I was  honoured  by  the  company  of  one,  in  all  re- 
spects the  opposite  to  mine  honest  host;  for , whereas  in  the  latter 
there  is  a luxuriant  and  wild  eccentricity,  an  open  and  blunt  sim- 
plicity, and  a shrewd  sense,  which  looks  not  after  pence,  but 
peace ; so,  in  the  mind  of  the  friend  of  the  late  Lady  WaddUove, 
there  was  a flat  and  hedged-in  primness  and  narrowness  of 
thought  — an  enclosure  of  bargains  and  profits  of  all  species,  — 
mustard  pots,  rings,  monkeys,  chains,  jars,  and  plum-co- 
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loured  velvet  inexpressibles,  bis  ideas,  with  the  true  alchymyof 
trade,  turned  them  ali  into  goid;  yet  was  he  also  as  shrewd  and 
acute  as  be  with  whose  character  he  contrasts  — equally  with  him 
seeking  comfort  and  gladness,  and  an  asylum  for  bis  old  age. 
Strange  thad  all  tempers  should  have  a common  object,  and  never 
a common  road  to  it.  But,  since  I have  begun  the  contrast,  let 
me  hope  that  it  may  be  extended  in  its  omen  unto  me ; let  me 
hope  that,  as  my  encountering  with  the  mercantile  Brown  brought 
me  ill  luck  in  my  enterprise , thereby  signifying  the  crosses  and 
vexations  of  those  who  labour  in  the  cheateries  and  over-  reachings 
which  constitute  the  vocation  of  the  world ; so  my  meeting  with  the 
philosophical  Cole,  who  has,  both  in  vagrancy  and  rest,  found 
cause  to  boast  of  happiness , authorities  from  bis  studies  to  favour 
his  inclination  to  each , and  reason  to  despise  what  he , with  Sir 
Kenelm  Digby , would  wisely  call  — 

The  fading  blotioms  of  the  earth; 

so  my  meeting  with  him  may  prove  a token  of  good  speed  to  mine 
errand,  and  thereby  denote  prosperity  to  one  who  seeks  not  riches, 
nor  honour,  nor  the  conquest  of  knaves,  nor  the  good  word  of 
fools , but  happy  love , and  the  bourne  of  its  quiet  home." 

Thus,  half  meditating,  half  moralizing,  and  drawing,  like  a 
true  lover,  an  omen  of  fear  or  hope  from  occurrences  in  which 
plain  reason  could  have  perceived  neither  type  nor  token , Clarence 
continued,  and  concluded,  his  day’s  journey.  He  put  up  at  the 
same  little  inn  he  had  visited  diree  years  ago,  and  watched  his  op- 
portunity of  seeing  Lady  Flora  alone.  More  fortunate  in  that  re- 
spect, than  be  had  been  before,  such  opportunity  the  very  next  day 
presented  to  him. 


CHAPTER  LXIX. 

Duke.  — Sir  Valentine! 

Thur.  — Tender  is  Silvia,  and  Silvia’a  nine. 

Vat. Thario,  give  back. 

The  two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

“I  THINK,  mamma,”  said  Ladyi^ora  to  her  mother,  ‘‘that, 
as  the  morning  is  so  beautiful , 1 will  go  into  the  pavilion  to  Bnish 
my  drawing.” 


Digitized  by  Google 


396 


“ Bnt  Lord  Ulswater  will  be  here  in  an  hoar,  or  perhaps  less  — 
may  1 tell  him  where  you  are , and  suffer  him  to  join  you  ? ” 

**If  you  will  accompany  him,”  answered  Lady  Flora , coldly, 
as  she  took  up  her  portefeuille,  and  withdrew. 

Now  the  pavilion  was  a small  summer-house  of  stone,  situa- 
ted in  the  most  retired  part  of  the  grounds  belonging  to  Westbo- 
rough  Park.  It  was  a favourite  retreat  with  Lady  Flora , even  in 
the  winter  months,  for  warm  carpeting,  a sheltered  site,  and  a 
6re-place,  constructed  more  for  comfort  than  economy,  made  it 
scarcely  less  adapted  to  that  season  than  to  the  more  genial  suns  of 
summer. 

The  morning  was  so  bright  and  mild  that  Lady  Flora  left  open 
the  door  as  she  entered ; she  seated  herself  at  the  table , and , un- 
mindful of  her  pretended  employment,  suffered  the  portefeuille 
to  remain  unopened.  Leaning  her  cheek  upon  her  hand,  she  gazed 
vacantly  on  the  ground , and  scarcely  felt  the  tears  which  gathered 
slowly  to  her  eyes,  but,  falling  not,  remained  within  the  fair 
lids,  chill  and  motionless,  as  if  the  thought  which  drew  them 
there  was  born  of  a sorrow  less  agitated  than  fixed  and  silent. 

The  shadow  of  a man  darkened  the  threshold,  and  there 
paused. 

Slowly  did  Flora  raise  her  eyes,  and  the  next  moment  Cla- 
rence Linden  was  by  her  side,  and  at  her  feet. 

“Flora,”  said  be,  in  a tone  trembling  with  its  own  emotions  — 
“Flora,  have  years  indeed  separated  us  for  ever  — or  dare  1 hope 
that  we  have  misconstrued  each  other’s  hearts , and  that  at  this 
moment  they  yearn  to  be  united  with  more  than  the  fondness  and 
fidelity  of  old?  — Speak  to  me,  Flora,  one  word.” 

But  she  had  sunk  on  the  chair  overpowered , surprised,  and 
almost  insensible : and  it  was  not  for  some  moments  that  she  could 
utter  words  lather  wrung  from,  than  dictated  by,  her  thoughts. 

“Cruel  and  insulting  — for  what  have  you  come? — is  it  at 
such  a time  that  you  taunt  me  with  the  remembrance  of  my  past 
folly,  or  your  — your”  (she  paused  for  a moment,  confused  and 
hesitating,  but  presently  recovering  herself , rose,  and  added,  in 
a calmer  tone)  — “Sorely,  you  have  no  excuse  for  this  intrusion 
— you  will  suffer  me  to  leave  you.” 
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“No!”  exclaimed  Clarence,  violently  agitated  — “no!  Have 
you  not  wronged  me,  stung  me,  wounded  me  to  the  core  by  your 
injustice ! — and  will  you  not  bear  now  bow  differently  I have  de- 
served from  you ! — On  a bed  of  fever  and  pain , I thought  only  of 
you ; I rose  from  it  animated  by  the  hope  of  winning  you ! Though, 
during  the  danger  of  my  wound , and  my  consequent  illness , your 
parents  alone,  of  ail  my  intimate  aquaintances,  neglected  to  ho- 
nour with  an  inquiry  the  man  whom  you  professed  to  consecrate 
with  your  regard,  yet  scarcely  could  my  hand  trace  a single  sen- 
tence before  I wrote  to  you  requesting  an  interview,  in  order  to 
disclose  my  birth , and  claim  your  plighted  faith ! That  letter  was 
returned  to  me  unanswered,  unopened.  My  friend  and  bene- 
factor, whose  fortune  I now  inherit,  promised  to  call  upon  your 
father , and  advocate  my  cause.  Death  anticipated  his  Undness. 
Scarcely  had  the  ground  closed  upon  his  coffin , before,  even  im- 
piously occupied  with  you,  I came  to  this  very  spot!  For  three 
days  I hovered  about  your  house,  seeking  the  meeting  I now  enjoy ! 
I could  not  any  longer  bear  the  torturing  suspense  I endured  — I 
wrote  to  you  — your  father  answered  the  letter.  Here  — here  I 
have  it  still  — read ! — note  weU  the  cool , the  damning  insult  of 
each  line!  I see  that  you  knew  not  of  Uiis : I rejoice  at  it!  Canyon 
wonder  that,  on  receiving  it,  I subjected  myself  no  more  to  such 
affronts?  I hastened  abroad.  On  my  return  I met  yon.  Where? 
In  crowds  — in  the  glitter  of  midnight  assemblies  — in  the  whirl 
of  what  the  vain  call  pleasure ! I observed  your  countenance,  your 
manner;  was  there  in  either  a single  token  of  endearing  or  regret- 
ful remembrance?  None!  I strove  to  harden  my  heart;  I entered 
into  politics , business,  intrigue  — t hoped,  I longed,  I burned 
to  forget  yon,  but  in  vain! 

“At  last  1 heard  that  Rumour,  though  it  had  long  preceded, 
had  not  belied , the  truth , and  that  you  were  to  be  married  — 
married  to  Lord  Ulswater!  I will  not  say  what  I suffered,  or  bow 
idly  I summoned  pride  to  resist  affection ! But  I would  not  have 
come  now  to  molest  yon , Flora  — to  trouble  your  nuptial  rejoi- 
cings with  one  thought  of  me,  if,  foi^veme,  1 had  not  suddenly 
dreamt  that  I bad  cause  to  hope  you  bad  mistaken,  not  rejected, 
my  heart;  that  — you  turn  away,  Floral  — you  blnsh!  — you 
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weep!  — Oh,  tell  me,  by  one  word,  oae  look,  that  I was  not 
deceived ! ” 

“No,  DO,  Clarence,"  said  Flora,  struggling  with  her  tears ; 
“it  is  too  late , too  late  now!  Why,  why  did  I not  know  this  be- 
fore? I have  promised,  I am  pledged ! — in  less  than  two  months 
I shall  be  the  wife  of  another  1 " 

“Never,”  cried  Clarence , “never!  Ton  promised  on  a false 
belief;  they  will  not  bind  yon  to  such  a promise.  Who  is  he  that 
claims  you?  I am  his  equal  in  birth  — in  the  world’s  name  — and 
oh,  by  what  worlds  his  snperior  in  love!  I will  advance  my  claim 
to  yon  in  his  very  teeUi  — nay,  I will  not  stir  from  these  domains 
till  you,  your  father,  and  my  rival  have  repaired  my  wrongs." 

“Be  it  so.  Sir!”  — cried  a voice  behind,  and  Clarence  turned 
and  beheld  Lord  Ulswater!  His  dark  countenance  was  flushed 
with  rage,  which  he  in  vain  endeavoured  to  conceal ; and  the  smile 
of  scorn  that  he  strove  to  summon  to  his  lip  made  a ghastly  and 
unnatural  contrast  with  the  lowering  of  his  brow,  and  the  fire  of 
his  eyes  — “Be  it  so.  Sir,”  he  said,  slowly  advancing,  and  con- 
fronting Clarence.  ‘ ‘ Too  will  dispute  my  claims  to  the  hand  Lacy 
Flora  Ardenne  has  long  promised  to  one  who,  however  unworthy 
oftbegifl,  knows,  atleast,  how  to  defend  it.  It  is  well;  let  us 
finish  the  dispute  elsewhere.  It  is  not  the  first  time  we  shall  have 
met,  if  not  as  rivals,  as  foes.” 

Clarence  turned  from  him  without  reply,  for  he  saw  Lady 
Westborough  had  just  entered  the  pavilion,  and  stood  mote  and 
transfixed  at  the  door,  with  surprise,  fear,  and  anger  depicted 
upon  her  regal  and  beautiful  countenance. 

“It  is  to  you.  Madam,”  said  Clarence,  approaching  towards 
her , “ that  I venture  to  appeal.  Tour  dau^ter  and  I , four  long 
years  ago,  exchanged  our  vows;  you  flattered  me  with  the  hope 
that  those  vows  were  not  displeasing  to  you ; since  then,  a mis- 
understanding, deadly  to  my  happiness  and  to  hers,  divided 
us.  I come  now  to  explain  it.  My  birth  may  have  seemed  ob- 
scure; I come  to  clear  it:  my  conduct  doubtful;  I come  to  vindi- 
cate it.  I find  Lord  Ulswater  my  rival.  I am  willing  to  compare 
my  pretensions  to  his.  I acknowledge  that  he  has  titles  which  I 
have  not,  — that  he  has  wealth,  to  which  mine  is  but  competence— 
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bat  titles  and  wealth , as  the  means  of  happiness , are  to  be  refer- 
red to  jour  daughter , to  none  else.  Too  have  only , in  an  alliance 
with  me,  to  consider  mj  character  and  my  lineage:  the  latter 
flows  from  blood  as  pure  as  that  which  warms  the  veins  of  my 
rival;  the  former  stands  already  upon  an  eminence  to  which 
Lord  Ulswater,  in  his  loftiest  visions , could  never  aspire.  For 
the  rest,  Madam,  I adjure  you,  solemnly,  as  you  value  your 
peace  of  mind,  your  daughter’s  happiness,  your  freedom  from 
the  agonies  of  future  remorse , and  unavailing  regret  — I adjure 
you  not  to  divorce  those  whom  God , who  speaks  in  the  deep  heart, 
and  the  plighted  vow , has  already  joined.  This  is  a question  in 
which  your  daughter’s  permanent  woe  or  lasting  happiness , from 
this  present  hour  to  the  last  sand  of  life , is  concerned.  It  is  to 
her  that  I refer  it  — let  her  be  the  judge.” 

And  Clarence  moved  from  Lady  Westborongh,  who , agitated, 
confused , awed  by  the  spell  of  a power  and  a nature  of  which  she 
had  not  dreamed,  stood  pale  and  speechless,  vainly  endeavouring 
to  reply  — he  moved  from  her  towards  Lady  Flora , who  leant, 
sobbing  and  convulsed  with  contending  emotions,  against  the  wall; 
but  Lord  Ulswater,  whose  fiery  blood  was  boiling  with  passion, 
placed  himself  between  Clarence  and  the  unfortunate  object  of  the 
contention. 

“Touch  her  not,  approach  her  not ! ” he  said,  with  a fierce  and 
menacing  tone.  “Ull  you  have  proved  your  pretensions  superior 
to  mine,  unknown,  presuming,  and  probably  base  born , as  you 
are,  you  will  only  pass  over  my  body  to  your  claims.” 

Clarence  stood  still  for  one  moment , evidently  striving  to 
master  the  wrath  which  literally  swelled  his  form  beyond  its  or- 
dinary proportions ; and  Lady  Westborougb , recovering  herself 
in  the  brief  pause,  passed  between  the  two,  and,  taking  her 
daughter’s  arm,  led  her  from  the  pavilion. 

“Stay,  Madam,  for  one  instant!”  cried  Clarence;  and  he 
caught  hold  of  her  robe. 

Lady  Westborougb  stood  quite  erect  and  still,  and  drawing  her 
stately  figure  to  its  full  height,  said  with  that  quiet  dignity  by  which 
a woman  so  often  stills  the  angrier  passions  of  men,  “I  lay  the 
praj-er  and  command  of  a mother  upon  you , Lord  Ulswater,  and 


Digitized  by  Google 


400 


on  yon.  Sir,  whatever  be  your  real  rank  and  name,  not  to  make 
mine  and  my  daughter’s  presence  the  scene  of  a contest  which 
dishonours  both.  Still  farther,  if  Lady  Flora’s  hand  and  my  ap- 
proval be  an  object  of  desire  to  either,  I make  it  a peremptory 
condition,  with  both  of  you,  that  a dispute  already  degrading  to 
her  name  pass  not  from  word  to  act.  For  you,  Mr.  Linden,  if  so 
I may  call  you , I promise  that  my  daughter  shall  be  left  free  and 
unbiassed  to  give  that  reply  to  your  singular  conduct  which  I doubt 
not  her  own  dignity  and  sense  will  suggest ! ” 

*‘6y  Heaven!”  eiclaimcd  Lord  Ulswater,  utterly  beside 
himself  with  rage  which , suppressed  at  the  beginning  of  Lady 
Westborougb’s  speech,  had  been  kindled  into  double  fury  by  its 
conclusion,  “you  will  not  suffer  Lady  Flora,  no,  nor  any  one  but 
her  affianced  bridegroom,  her  only  legitimate  defender,  to  answer 
this  arrogant  intruder ! You  cannot  think  that  her  hand,  the  band 
of  my  future  wife,  shall  trace  line  or  word  to  one  who  has  so  in- 
sulted her  with  his  addresses,  and  me  with  bis  rivalry.” 

“Man!”  cried  Clarence,  abruptly,  and  seizing  Lord  Ulswater 
flercely  by  the  arm,  “there  are  some  causes  which  will  draw  fire 
from  ice  — beware  — beware  how  you  incense  me  to  pollute  my 
soul  with  the  blood  of  a — ” 

“ What ! ” eiclaimed  Lord  Ulswater. 

Clarence  bent  down  and  whispered  one  word  in  his  ear. 

Had  that  word  been  the  spell  with  which  the  sorcerers  of  old 
disarmed  the  fiend,  it  could  not  have  wrought  a greater  change 
upon  Lord  Ulswater’s  mien  and  face.  He  staggered  back  several 
paces ; the  glow  of  his  swarthy  cheek  faded  into  a deathlike  pale- 
ness; the  word  which  passion  had  conjured  to  his  tongue  died  there 
in  silence;  and  he  stood  with  eyes  dilated  and  fixed  on  Clarence’s 
face , on  which  their  increasing  gaze  seemed  to  force  some  un- 
willing certainty. 

But  Linden  did  not  wait  for  him  to  recover  his  self-possession, 
he  hurried  after  Lady  Westborough , who,  with  her  daughter,  was 
hastening  home. 

“Pardon  me.  Lady  Westborough,”  he  said  (as  he  approached), 
with  a tone  and  air  of  deep  respect,  “pardon  me  — but  will  you 
suffer  me  to  hope  that  Lady  Flora  and  yourself  will , in  a moment 
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oF greater  calmness , consider  over  all  I have  said?  — and  — that 
she  — that  you,  Lady  Flora,  (added  he,  changing  the  object  of 
his  address)  will  vonchsafe  one  line  of  unprejudiced,  unbiassed 
reply , to  a love  which , however  misrepresented  and  calumniated, 
has  in  it,  I dare  to  say,  nothing  that  can  disgrace  her  to  whom, 
with  an  enduring  constancy,  and  undimmed,  though  unhoping, 
ardour,  it  has  been  inviolably  dedicated?” 

Lady  Flora,  though  she  spoke  not,  lifted  her  eyes  to  his , and 
in  that  glance  was  a magic  which  made  his  heart  bum  with  a sod- 
den and  flashing  joy  that  atoned  for  the  daricness  of  years. 

“I  assure  you.  Sir,”  said  Lady  Westborough , touched,  in 
spite  of  herself,  with  the  sincerity  and  respect  of  Clarence’s  bear- 
ing, “that  Lady  Flora  will  reply  to  any  letter  of  explanation  or 
proposal : for  myself , I will  not  even  see  her  answer.  Where 
shall  it  be  sent  to  you ? ” 

“1  have  taken  my  lodgings  at  the  inn,  by  your  park  gates.  I 
shall  remain  there  — till  — till  — ” 

Clarence  paused,  for  his  heart  was  full ; and,  leaving  the  sen- 
tence to  be  niled  op,  as  his  listeners  pleased,  he  drew  himself 
aside  from  their  path,  and  suffered  them  to  proceed. 

As  he  was  feeding  his  eyes  with  the  last  glimpse  of  their  forms, 
ere  a turn  in  the  grounds  snatched  them  from  his  view,  he  heard  a 
rapid  step  behind , and  Lord  Ulswater , approaching  , laid  his 
hand  upon  Linden’s  shoulder,  and  said  calmly, 

"Are  yon  furnished  with  proof  to  support  the  word  you 
uttered?” 

“lam!”  replied  Clarence,  haughtily. 

“And  wOl  you  favour  me  with  it?” 

“At  your  leisure,  my  lord,"  rejoined  Clarence. 

“Enough!  — Name  your  time,  and  I will  attend  you.” 

“On  Tuesday:  — I require  till  then  to  produce  my  wit- 
nesses.” 

“So  be  it  — yet  stay:  on  Tuesday  I have  military  business  at 
W — , some  miles  hence  — the  next  day  let  it  be  — the  place  of 
meeting  where  you  please.” 

“Here,  then,  my  lord,”  answered  Clarence;  “you  have 
insulted  me  grossly,  before  Lady  Westborough,  and  your  aflianced 
T/ie  Diioumed.  2Q 
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bride,  and  before  them  my  vindication  and  answer  should  be 
given.” 

“You  are  right,”  said  Lord  Ulswater;  “be  it  here,  at  the 
hour  of  twelve.”  Clarence  bowed  his  assent,  and  withdrew. 

Lord  Ulswater  remained  on  the  spot,  with  downcast  eyes , and 
a brow  on  which  thou^t  had  succeeded  passion. 

“If  true,”  said  he  aloud,  though  unconsciously,  “if  this  be 
true,  why  then  I owe  him  reparation,  and  he  shall  have  it  at  my 
hands.  I owe  it  to  him  on  my  account,  and  that  of  one  now  no 
more.  Till  we  meet,  I will  not  again  see  Lady  Flora;  after  that 
meeting,  perhaps,  I may  resign  her  for  ever.” 

And  with  these  words  the  young  nobleman , who , despite  of 
many  evil  and  overbearing  qualities,  bad,  as  we  have  said,  his 
redeeming  virtues , in  which  a capricious  and  unsteady  generosity 
was  one , walked  slowly  to  the  house  — wrote  a brief  note  to  Lady 
Westborough , the  purport  of  which  the  next  chapter  will  disclose : 
and  then , summoning  his  horse , flung  himself  on  its  back , and 
rode  hastily  away. 


CHAPTER  LXX. 

We  will  examine  if  thoae  accIdenU, 

Which  common  fame  calli  injnriei,  happen  to  him 
Deaerredlp  or  no. 

The  new  inn, 

FROM  LORD  ULSWATER  TO  LADY  WESTBOROUGH. 

“Forgitr  me,  dearest  Lady  Westborough , for  my  violence 
— yon  know  and  will  allow  for  the  infirmities  of  my  temper.  1 
have  to  make  yon  and  Lady  Flora  one  request,  which  I trust  you 
will  not  refuse  me. 

“Do  not  see,  or  receive  any  communication  from,  Mr.  Linden 
till  Wednesday;  and  on  that  day,  at  the  hour  of  twelve,  suffer 
me  to  meet  him  at  your  house.  I will  then  either  prove  him  to  be 
the  basest  of  impostors,  or,  if  I fail  in  this,  and  Lady  Flora 
honours  my  rival  with  one  sentiment  of  preference , I will,  without 
a murmur,  submit  to  her  decree  and  my  rejection.  Dare  I trust 
that  this  petition  will  be  accorded  to  one  who  is , with  great  regard 
and  esteem,  “Ac.  dc.  <£-c.” 
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"This  !s  fortunate,”  said  Lad;  Westborougb  gently  to  her 
daughter , who , leaning  her  head  on  her  mother’s  bosom , suflTered 
hopes,  the  sweeter  for  their  long  sleep,  to  divide,  if  not  wholly 
to  possess , her  heart.  “We  shall  have  now  time  well  and  care- 
fully to  reflect  over  what  will  be  best  for  your  future  happiness. 
We  owe  this  delay  to  one  to  whom  you  have  been  aflSanced.  Let 
ns,  therefore,  now  merely  write  to  Mr.  Linden,  to  inform  him  of 
Lord  Ulswater’s  request;  and  to  say  that  ifbe  will  meet  his  lord- 
ship at  the  time  appointed,  we,  that  is  /,  shall  be  happy  to  see 
him.” 

Lady  Flora  sighed,  but  she  saw  the  reasonableness  of  her 
mother’s  proposal,  and,  pressing  Lady  Westborough’s  band, 
murmured  her  assent. 

“ At  all  events thought  Lady  Westborougb , as  she  wrote  to 
Clarence,  “the  afiair  can  but  terminate  to  advantage.  If  Lord 
Ulswater  proves  Mr.  Linden’s  unworthiness , the  suit  of  the  latter 
is,  of  course,  at  rest  for  ever:  if  not,  and  Mr.  Linden  be  indeed 
all  that  be  asserts , my  daughter’s  choice  cannot  be  an  election  of 
reproach.  Lord  Ulswater  promises  peaceably  to  withdraw  his  pre- 
tensions ; and  though  Mr. Linden  may  not  possess  his  rank  or  for- 
tune, be  is  certainly  one  with  whom,  if  of  ancient  blood,  any 
family  would  be  proud  of  an  alliance.” 

Blending  with  these  reflections  a considerable  share  of  curio- 
sity and  interest  in  a secret  which  partook  so  strongly  of  romance. 
Lady  Westborougb  dispatched  her  note  to  Clarence.  The  answer 
returned  was  brief , respectflil,  and  not  only  acquiescent  in , but 
grateful  for,  the  proposal. 

With  this  arrangement  both  Lady  Westborougb  andLady  Flora 
were  compelled,  though  with  very  difiTerent  feelings,  to  be  satis- 
Ged;  and  an  agreement  was  tacitly  established  between  them,  to 
the  effect  that  if  Linden’s  name  passed  unblemished  through  the 
appointed  ordeal.  Lady  Flora  was  to  be  left  to,  and  favoured  in, 
her  own  election.  While,  on  the  contrary,  if  Lord  Ulswater  suc- 
ceeded in  the  proof  he  had  spoken  of,  his  former  footing  in  the 
family  was  to  be  fully  re-established,  and  our  unfortunate  ad- 
venturer for  ever  discarded. 

To  this  Lady  Flora  readily  consented ; for  with  a sanguine  and 
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certain  trust  in  her  lover’s  truth  and  honour,  which  was  tenfold 
more  strong  for  her  late  suspicions , she  would  not  allow  herself  a 
doubt  as  to  the  result;  and  with  an  impatience,  mingled  with  a 
rapturous  exhilaration  of  spirit,  which  brought  back  to  her  the 
first  freshness  and  radiancy  of  her  youngest  years,  she  counted 
the  hours  and  moments  to  the  destined  day. 

Meanwhile  Lady  Westborougb,  satisfied  that  in  neither  case 
her  daughter’s  happiness  (t.  e.  marriage)  could  materially 
suffer,  and  with  a little  prepossession  in  favour  of  Clarence, 
which  counterbalanced,  in  some  measure,  his  worldly  disad- 
vantages , in  comparison  with  the  broad  lands  and  lolly  name  of 
Ulswater,  soothed  her  impatience  by  wondering  at  the  singularity 
of  Clarence’s  sudden  re- appearance,  his  mysterious  secret,  and 
the  fate  which , having  preserved  her  (beauty  as  she  was)  through 
her  best  days  in  all  the  brilliant  tameness  of  patrician  life,  had  at 
last  implicated  her,  in  the  person  of  her  daughter,  in  the  de- 
nouement of  what  might  be  called , for  such  life , a very  tolerable 
mystery  and  romance. 

While  such  was  the  state  of  affairs  at  Westborougb  Park , Cla- 
rence was  again  on  horseback,  and  on  another  excursion.  By 
the  noon  of  the  day  following  that  which  had  seen  bis  eventful 
meeting  with  Lady  Flora , he  found  himself  approaching  the  ex- 
treme boundaries  of  the  county  in  which  Mordaunt  Court , and  the 
memorable  town  of  W—  were  situated.  The  characteristics  of 
the  country  were  now  materially  changed  from  those  which  gave  to 
the  vicinity  of  Algernon’s  domains  its  wild  and  uncultivated 
aspect. 

As  Clarence  slowly  descended  a bill  of  considerable  steepness 
and  length , a prospect  of  singular  and  luxurious  beauty  opened 
to  bis  view.  The  noblest  of  England’s  rivers  was  seen  through 
“turfs  and  shades  and  Qowers,”  pursuing  its  silver-winding 
way.  On  the  opposite  banks  lay,  embosomed  in  the  golden 
glades  of  autumn,  the  busy  and  populous  town  that  from  the 
height  seemed  still  and  lifeless  as  an  enchanted  city  over  which  the 
mid-day  sun  hung  like  a guardian  spirit.  Behind,  in  sweeping 
diversity,  stretched  wood  and  dale,  and  fields  despoiled  of  their 
rich  harvest,  yet  stiil  presenting  a yellow  surface  to  the  eye;  and 
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ever  and  anon  some  bright  patch  of  green , demanding  the  gaze  as 
if  by  a lingering  spell  from  the  past  spring;  while,  here  and  there, 
spire  and  hamlet  studded  the  landscape,  or  some  lowly  cot  lay, 
backed  by  the  rising  ground  or  the  silent  woods,  white  and  so- 
litary, and  sending  up  its  faint  tribute  of  smoke  in  spires  to  the 
altars  of  Heaven.  The  river  was  more  pregnant  of  life  than  its 
banks;  barge  and  boat  were  gliding  gaily  down  the  wave , and  the 
glad  oar  of  the  frequent  and  slender  vessels  consecrated  to  plea- 
sure, was  seen  dimpling  the  water,  made  by  distance  smoother 
than  glass. 

On  the  right  side  of  Clarence’s  road,  as  he  descended  the  hill, 
lay  wide  plantations  of  fir  and  oak,  divided  from  the  road  by  a 
park  paling,  the  uneven  sides  of  which  were  covered  with  brown 
moss,  and  which,  at  rare  openings  in  the  young  wood,  gave 
glimpses  of  a p^rk,  seemingly  extending  over  great  space , the 
theatre  of  many  a stately  copse,  and  oaken  grove,  which  might 
have  served  the  druids  vrith  fane  and  temple  meet  for  the  savage 
sublimity  of  their  worship. 

Upon  these  unfrequent  views,  Clarence  checked  his  horse, 
and  gazed,  with  emotions  sweet  yet  bitter,  over  the  pales,  along 
the  green  expanse  which  they  contained.  And  once,  when  through 
the  trees  he  caught  a slight  glimpse  of  the  white  walls  of  the  man- 
sion they  adorned , all  the  years  of  his  childhood  seemed  rolled 
fresh  and' revived  upon  his  heart,  thrilling  to  its  farthest  depths 
with  a mighty  and  sorrowful,  yet  sweet,  melody,  and 

Singing  of  bojrhood  back  — the  voicei  of  hit  home. 

Home!  yes,  amidst  those  groves  had  the  April  of  his  life  lavished 
its  mingled  smiles  and  tears ! There  was  the  spot  hallowed  by  his 
earliest  joys ! and  the  scene  of  sorrows  still  more  sacred  than  joys ! 
— and  now,  after  many  years,  the  exiled  boy  came  back,  a pros- 
perous and  thoughtful  man , to  take  but  one  brief  glance  of  that 
home  which  to  him  had  been  less  hospitable  than  a stranger’s 
dwelling,  and  to  find  a witness,  among  those  who  remembered 
him , of  his  very  birth  and  identity ! 

He  wound  the  ascent  at  last,  and  entering  a small  town  at  the 
foot  of  the  hill , which  was  exactly  facing  the  larger  one  on  the  op- 
posite shore  of  the  river,  pot  op  his  horse  at  one  of  the  inns : and 
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then,  with  an  {ndiffereDt  brow,  bat  a beating  heart,  remounted 
the  hill,  and,  entering  the  park  by  one  of  its  lodges,  found  him- 
self once  more  in  the  haunts  of  his  childhood. 

CHAPTER  LXXI. 

Oh,  the  steward,  the  steward  — 1 might  have  guessed  as  much. 

Tales  of  the  Crusaders. 

The  evening  was  already  beginning  to  close,  and  Clarence 
was  yet  wandering  in  the  park,  and  retracing,  with  his  heart’s  eye, 
each  knoll,  and  tree,  and  tuft,  once  so  familiar  to  his  wanderings. 

▲t  the  time  we  shall  again  bring  him  personally  before  tbe 
reader,  he  was  leaning  against  an  iron  fence  that,  running  along 
the  left  wing  of  the  house,  separated  the  pleasure-grounds  from 
the  park,  and  gazing,  with  folded  arms  and  wistful  eyes,  upon 
the  scene  on  which  the  dusk  of  twilight  was  gradually  gathering. 

The  house  was  built  originally  in  tbe  reign  of  Charles  II. : it 
had  since  received  alteration  and  additions,  and  now  presented  to 
the  eye  a vast  pile  of  Grecian,  or  rather  Italian , architecture , he- 
terogeneously blended  with  the  massive  window,  the  stiff  coping 
and  the  heavy  roof  which  the  age  immediately  following  the  revo- 
lution introduced.  The  extent  of  the  building,  and  the  grandeur 
of  the  circling  demesnes,  were  sufficient  to  render  the  mansion 
imposing  in  effect;  while,  perhaps,  the  very  style  of  the  archi- 
tecture, to  our  own  taste,  or  rather  associations , not  displeasing, 
was  calculated  to  conjoin  a stately  comfort  with  magnificence,  and 
to  atone  in  solidity  for  any  deficiency  in  grace.  At  a little  distance 
from  the  house,  and  placed  on  a much  more  commanding  site, 
were  some  ancient  and  ivy-grown  ruins,  now  scanty  indeed , and 
fast  mouldering  into  decay,  but  sufficient  to  show  tbe  antiquarian 
the  remains  of  what  once  had  been  a hold  of  no  ordinary  size  and 
power.  These  were  the  wrecks  of  the  old  mansion , which  was 
recorded  by  tradition  to  have  been  reduced  to  this  state  by  ac- 
cidental fire , during  the  banishment  of  its  loyal  owner,  in  the  time 
of  the  Protectorate.  Upon  his  return,  the  present  house  was 
erected : and  the  rumours  of  that  day  paid  the  builders  in  the  gold 
of  that  great  French  king  who  well  knew  bow  to  corrupt  in  peace 
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as  to  devastate  in  war,  and  who  found  few  Engiisbnieu,  in  tlie 
reign  of  the  vilest  of  the  Stuarts , proof  against  the  example  which 
their  royal  master  had  condescended  to  set  them. 

That  founder  of  the  new  mansion  left,  however,  a gallant  and 
not  ungracious  name  to  his  posterity;  and  his  pictured  likeness, 
on  which  the  reckless  gaiety,  unthinking  courage,  and  searing 
though  frivolous  vices  of  the  age , were  admirably  Gxcd  upon  the 
canvas  — a portrait  alike  of  the  individual  and  the  times  — was 
still  more  lingeringly  dwelt  upon  by  the  exhibiting  attendant  and 
the  listening  visitor , than  all  the  grim  visages  and  mailed  figures 
of  his  nobler  and  ruder  ancestors , which  had  been  snatched  from 
the  conflagration  of  their  ancient  hall  to  deck  the  home  and  mo- 
nument of  their  glittering  yet  unworthy  successor. 

As  Clarence  was  thus  stationed,  be  perceived  an  elderly 
man  approach  towards  him.  “This  is  fortunate,”  said  be  to 
himself  — “the  very  person  I have  been  watching  for.  Well, 
years  have  passed  lightly  over  old  Wardour:  still  the  same  precise 
garb  — the  same  sturdy  and  slow  step  — the  same  upright  form. 
Of  a verity  be  is , in  outward  man  at  least,  the  pink  and  pattern  of 
stewards,  and  would  have  been  a fitting  seneschal  for  Sir  Hubert 
himself!” 

The  person  thus  designated  now  drew  near  enough  for  par- 
lance; and,  in  a tone  a little  authoritative,  though  very  respect- 
ful , inquired  if  Clarence  had  any  business  to  transact  with  him. 

“I  beg  pardon,”  said  Clarence,  slouching  bis  hat  over  his 
face,  “for  lingering  so  near  the  house  at  this  hour:  but  I have 
seen  it  many  years  ago,  and  indeed,  been  a guest  within  its  walls; 
and  it  is  rather  my  interest  for  an  old  friend , than  my  curiosity  to 
examine  a new  one , which  you  are  to  blame  for  my  trespass.” 

“Oh,  Sir,”  answered  Mr.  Wardour,  a short  and  rather  stout 
mao,  of  about  sixty-four,  attired  in  a chocolate  coat,  grey 
breeches,  and  silk  stockings  of  the  same  dye,  which,  by  the 
waning  light,  took  a sombrer  and  sadder  hue  — “Oh,  Sir  — pray 
make  no  apology.  I am  only  sorry  the  hour  is  so  late,  that  I can- 
not offer  to  show  you  the  interior  of  the  house:  perhaps,  if  you 
are  slaying  in  the  neighbourhoood , you  would  like  to  see  it  to- 
morrow. You  were  here,  I take  it,  Sir,  in  ray  old  lord’s  time?” 
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“ I was ! — upon  a visit  to  his  second  son  — we  bad  been  boys 
together/' 

“What!  Master  Clinton?”  cried  the  old  man,  with  extreme 
animation;  and  then  suddenly  changing  his  voice,  added,  in  a 
subdued  and  saddened  tone,  “Ah!  poor  young  gentleman,  I 
wonder  where  he  is  now?” 

“ Why  — is  he  not  in  this  country?  ” asked  Clarence. 

“ Yes  — no  — that  is , I can’t  exactly  say  where  be  is  — I wish 
I could  — poor  Master  Clinton  — I loved  him  as  my  own  son.” 

“You  surprise  me,”  said  Clarence.  “Is  there  any  thing  in 
the  fate  of  Clinton  L’Estrange  that  calls  forth  your  pity?  If  so,  you 
would  gratify  a much  better  feeling  than  curiosity  if  you  would  in- 
form me  of  it.  The  fact  is , that  I came  here  to  seek  him ; for  I 
have  been  absent  from  the  country  many  years , and  on  my  return, 
my  first  inquiry  was  for  my  old  friend  and  schoolfellow.  None 
knew  anything  of  him  in  London , and  I imagined , therefore , that 
he  might  have  settled  down  into  a country  gentleman.  I was  fully 
prepared  to  find  him  marshalling  the  fox-hounds  or  beating  the 
preserves;  and  you  may  consequently  imagine  my  mortification 
on  learning,  at  my  inn,  that  he  had  not  been  residing  here  for 
many  years ; farther  I know  not ! ” 

“Ay  — ay  — Sir,”  said  the  old  steward,  who  had  listened 
very  attentively  to  Clarence’s  detail,  “had  you  pressed  one  of  the 
village  gossips  a little  closer,  you  would  doubtless  have  learned 
more ! But  it’s  a story  I don’t  much  love  telling,  although  formerly 
I could  have  talked  of  Master  Clinton  by  the  hour  together,  to  any 
one  who  would  have  had  the  patience  to  listen  to  me.” 

“You  have  really  created  in  me  a very  painful  desire  to  learn 
more,”  said  Clarence;  “and  if  I am  not  intruding  on  any  family 
secrets,  you  would  oblige  me  greatly  by  whatever  information  you 
may  think  proper  to  afford  to  an  early  and  attached  friend  of  the 
person  in  question.” 

“Well,  Sir,  well,”  replied  Mr.  Wardour,  who,  without  im- 
putation on  his  discretion , loved  talking  as  well  as  any  other  old 
gentleman  of  sixty-four,  “if  you  will  condescend  to  step  up  to 
my  house,  1 shall  feel  happy  and  proud  to  converse  with  a friend 
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of  mj  dear  young  master’s;  and  you  are  heartily  welcome  to  the 
information  I can  give  you.” 

“I  thank  you  sincerely,”  said  Clarence;  “but  suffer  me  to 
propose , as  an  amendment  to  your  offer,  that  you  accompany  me 
for  an  hour  or  two  to  my  inii.” 

“Nay,  Sir,”  answered  the  old  gentleman,  in  a piqued  tone, 
“I  trust  you  will  not  disdain  to  honour  me  with  your  company. 
Thank  Heaven,  I can  afford"  (an  Englishman’s  constant 
thought  and  expression)  “to  be  hospitable  now  and  then.” 

Clarence,  who  seemed  to  have  his  own  reasons  for  the  amend- 
ment he  had  proposed,  still  struggled  against  this  offer,  but  was  at 
last,  from  fear  of  offending  the  honest  steward , obliged  to  accede. 

Striking  across  a path , which  led  through  a comer  of  the  plan- 
tation, to  a space  of  ground  containing  a small  garden,  quaintly 
trimmed  in  the  Dutch  taste , and  a brick  house  of  moderate  dimen- 
sions, half  overgrown  with  ivy  and  jessamine,  Clarence  and  his 
invitor  paused  at  the  door  of  the  said  mansion , and  Uie  latter  wel- 
comed his  guest  to  his  abode. 

“Pardon  me,”  said  Clarence , as  a damsel  in  waiting  opened 
the  door,  “but  a very  severe  attack  of  rheumatism  obliges  me  to 
keep  on  my  hat;  you  will,  I hope,  indulge  me  In  my  rudeness.” 

“ To  be  sore  — to  be  sure , Sir.  1 myself  suffer  terribly  from 
rheumatism  in  the  winter  — though  you  look  young.  Sir,  very 
young,  to  have  an  old  man’s  complaint.  Ah,  the  people  of  my 
day  were  more  careful  of  themselves,  and  that  is  the  reason  we  are 
such  stout  fellows  in  our  age.” 

And  the  worthy  steward  looked  complacently  down  at  legs, 
which  very  substantially  filled  their  comely  investments. 

“True,  Sir,”  said  Clarence,  laying  his  hand  upon  that  of  the 
steward,  who  was  just  about  to  open  the  door  of  an  apartment; 
“ but  suffer  me  at  least  to  request  you  not  to  introduce  me  to  any 
of  the  ladies  of  your  family.  I could  not,  were  my  very  life  at  stake, 
think  of  affronting  them  by  not  doffing  my  hat.  I have  the  keenest 
sense  of  what  is  due  to  the  sex,  and  I must  seriously  entreat  you, 
for  the  sake  of  my  health , during  the  whole  of  the  coming  winter, 
to  suffer  our  conversation  not  to  take  place  in  their  presence.” 

“Sir  — I honour  your  poUteness,”  said  the  prim  little  stew- 


Digiiized  by  Google 


410 


ard:  myself,  like  every  true  Briton,  reverence  the  ladies, 

we  will , therefore , retire  to  my  little  study.  Mary,  girl ,”  (turn- 
ing to  the  attendant)  see  that  we  have  a nice  chop  for  supper,  in 
half  an  hour;  and  tell  your  mistress  that  I have  a gentleman  of 
quality  with  me  upon  particular  business , and  must  not  be  dis- 
turbed.” 

With  these  injunctions,  the  steward  led  the  way  to  the  farther 
end  of  the  house,  and,  having  ushered  his  guest  into  a small  par- 
lour, adorned  with  sundry  law-books,  a great  map  of  the  estate, 
a print  of  the  late  owner  of  it,  a rusty  guu , slung  over  the  fire- 
place, two  stuffed  pheasants,  and  a little  mahogany  buffet  — ha- 
ving, we  say,  led  Clarence  to  this  sanctuary  of  retiring  stewardship , 
he  placed  a seat  for  him  and  said  — 

“Between  you  and  me.  Sir,  be  it  respectfully  said,  lam  not 
sorry  that  our  little  confabulation  should  pass  alone.  Ladies  are 
very  delightful  — very  delightful,  certainly;  but  they  won’t  let  one 
tell  a story  one’s  own  way  — they  are  fidgelly,  you  know.  Sir  — 
fidgetty  — nothing  more;  it’s  a trifle,  but  it’s  unpleasant;  be- 
sides, my  wife  was  Master  Clinton’s  foster-mother,  and  she  can’t 
hear  a word  about  him,  without  running  on  into  a long  rigmarole 
of  what  he  did  as  a baby , and  so  forth.  I like  people  to  be  chatty. 
Sir,  but  not  garrulous;  I can’t  bear  garrulity  — at  least  in  a fe- 
male. But,  suppose.  Sir,  we  defer  our  story  till  after  supper? 
A glass  of  wine  or  warm  punch  makes  talk  glide  more  easily ; be- 
sides, Sir,  I want  something  to  comfort  me  when  I talk  about 
Master  Clinton.  Poor  gentleman,  he  was  so  comely,  so  hand- 
some ! ” 

“Did  you  think  so?”  said  Clarence , turning  towards  the  fire. 

“Think  so!”  ejaculated  the  steward,  almost  angrily;  and 
forthwith  he  launched  out  into  an  encomium  on  the  perfections, 
personal,  moral,  and  mental,  of  Master  Clinton,  which  lasted  till 
the  gentle  Mary  entered  to  lay  the  cloth.  This  reminded  the  old 
steward  of  the  glass  of  wine  which  was  so  efficacious  in  making  talk 
glide  easily;  and,  going  to  the  buffet  before  mentioned , he  drew 
forth  two  bottles,  both  of  port.  Having  carefully  and  warily  de- 
canted both,  he  changed  the  subject  of  his  praise;  and,  assuring 
Clarence  that  the  wine  be  was  about  to  taste  was , at  least,  as  old 
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as  Master  Clioton , having  been  parchased  in  joyous  celebration  of 
the  young  gentleman’s  birth>-day,  he  whiled  away  the  minutes  with 
a glowing  eulogy  on  its  generous  qualities,  till  Mary  entered  with 
the  coenatorial  viands. 

Clarence,  with  an  appetite  sharpened,  despite  his  romance,  by 
a long  fast,  did  ample  justice  to  the  fare;  and  the  old  steward, 
warming  into  familiarity  with  the  virtues  of  the  far-famed  port, 
chatted  and  laughed  in  a strain  half  simple  and  half  shrewd,  which 
rendered  him  no  disagreeable  or  mirthless  host. 

The  6re  being  stirred  up  to  a free  blaze,  the  hearth  swept,  and 
all  the  tokens  of  supper,  save  and  except  the  kingly  bottle  and  its 
subject  glasses , being  removed,  the  steward  and  bis  guest  drew 
closer  to  each  other,  and  the  former  began  his  story. 

CHAPTER  LXXII. 

Th«  actori  are  at  band,  and  by  tbeir  ihow. 

Ton  ihall  know  all  that  you  are  like  to  know. 

Midtummeri  lfight’$  Dream. 

“You  know,  probably.  Sir,  that  my  late  lord  was  twice  mar- 
ried : by  his  Grst  wife  he  had  three  children,  only  one  of  whom,  the 
youngest,  though  now  the  present  earl,  survived  the  Grst  period  of 
infancy.  When  Master  Francis,  as  we  always  called  him,  in  spite 
of  his  accession  to  the  title  of  viscount,  was  about  six  years  old,  my 
lady  died,  and,  a year  afterwards , my  lord  married  again.  His 
second  wife  was  uncommonly  handsome : she  was  a Miss  Talbot 
(a  CathoUc),  daughter  of  Colonel  Talbot,  and  niece  to  the  celebrated 
beau.  Squire  Talbot,  of  Scarsdale  Park.  Poor  lady!  they  say  that 
she  married  my  lord  through  a momentary  pique  against  a former 
lover.  However  that  may  be , she  was  a Gne , high-spirited  crea- 
ture — very  violent  in  temper,  to  be  sure,  but  generous  and  kind 
when  her  passion  was  over;  and  however  haughty  to  her  equals, 
charitable  and  compassionate  to  the  poor. 

“She  had  but  one  son.  Master  Clinton.  Never,  Sir,  shall  I 
forget  the  rejoicings  that  were  made  at  his  birth ; for  my  lord  doated 
on  his  present  wife,  and  had  disliked  his  Grst,  whom  be  had  mar- 
ried for  her  fortune;  and  it  was  therefore  natural  that  he  should 
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prefer  the  child  of  the  present  vife  to  Master  Francis.  Ah , it  is 
sad  to  think  how  lore  can  change!  Well,  Sir,  my  lord  seemed 
literally  to  be  wrapt  op  in  the  infant : he  nursed  it,  and  fondled  it, 
and  hung  over  it,  as  if  he  had  been  its  mother  rather  than  its  father. 
My  lady  desired  that  it  might  be  christened  by  one  of  her  family 
names;  and  my  lord  consenting,  it  was  called  Clinton.  — (The  wine 
is  with  you , Sir ! Do  obserre  that  it  has  not  changed  colour  in  the 
least,  notwithstanding  its  age !) 

“My  lord  was  fond  of  a quiet,  retired  life;  indeed,  be  was  a 
great  scholar,  and  spent  the  chief  part  of  his  time  among  his  books. 
Dr.  Latinas,  the  young  gentleman’s  tutor,  said  bis  lordship  made 
Greek  verses  better  than  Dr.  Latinas  could  make  English  ones,  so 
you  may  judge  of  bis  learning.  But  my  lady  went  constantly  to 
town,  and  was  among  the  gayest  of  the  gay;  nor  did  she  often  come 
down  here  without  bringing  a whole  troop  of  guests.  Lord  help  ns, 
what  goings  on  there  used  to  be  at  the  great  house ! — such  dancing 
and  music,  and  dining,  and  supping,  and  shooting-parties,  fish- 
ing-parties, gipsy-parties;  you  would  have  thought  all  England 
was  merry-making  there. 

“ But  my  lord , though  he  indulged  my  lady,  in  all  her  whims 
and  extravagance , seldom  took  much  share  in  them  himself.  He 
was  constantly  occupied  with  his  library  and  children , nor  did  he 
ever  suffer  either  Master  Francis  or  Master  Clinton  to  mix  with  the 
guests.  He  kept  them  very  close  at  their  studies,  and  when  the 
latter  was  six  years  old,  I do  assure  you.  Sir,  he  could  say  his 
Propria  quae  maribus  better  than  I can.  — (Tou  don’t  drink. 
Sir.)  When  Master  Francis  was  sixteen,  and  Master  Clinton 
eight,  the  former  was  sent  abroad  on  his  travels  with  a German 
tutor , and  did  not  return  to  England  for  many  years  afterwards ; 
meanwhile  Master  Clinton  grew  op  to  the  age  of  fourteen , increa- 
sing in  comeliness  and  goodness.  He  was  very  fond  of  his  studies, 
much  more  so  than  Master  Francis  had  been , and  was  astonish- 
ingly forward  for  his  years.  So  my  lord  loved  him  better  and  bet- 
ter , and  would  scarcely  ever  suffer  him  to  be  out  of  bis  sight. 

“When  Master  Clinton  was  about  the  age  mentioned,  via.  four- 
teen, a gentleman  ofthe  name  of  Sir  Clinton  Manners,  became  a 
constant  visitor  at  the  house.  Report  said  that  be  was  always  about 
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myladj  in  London,  at  Ranelagb,  and  the  ball-rooms  and  routs, 
and  all  the  fine  places — and  certainly  he  was  scarcely  ever  from  her 
side  in  the  pleasure  parties  at  the  park.  But  my  lady  said  that  he 
was  a cousin  of  hers,  and  an  old  playmate  in  childhood,  and  so 
he  was  — and  unhappily  for  her , something  more  too.  My  lord, 
however,  shut  up  in  his  library,  did  not  pay  any  attention  to  my 
lady’s  intimacy  with  Sir  Clinton;  on  the  contrary,  as  he  was  a 
cousin  and  friend  of  hers , his  lordship  seemed  always  happy  to  see 
him,  and  was  the  only  person  in  the  neighbourhood  who  had  no 
suspicion  of  what  was  going  on. 

“Oh,  Sir,  it ’s  a melancholy  story,  and  I can  scarcely  per- 
suade myself  to  tell  it.  (It  is  really  delicious  wine  this  — six-and- 
twenty  years  old  last  birth-day — to  say  nothing  of  its  age  before 
1 bought  it  — Ah!)  — Well,  Sir,  the  blow  came  at  last  like  a 
thunder-clap  — my  lady,  finding  disguise  was  in  vain,  went  off 
with  Sir  Clinton.  Letters  were  discovered  which  showed  that  they 
had  corresponded  for  years  — that  he  was  her  lover  before  marriage 
— that  she , in  a momentary  passion  with  him , had  accepted  my 
lord’s  offer — that  she  had  always  repented  her  precipitation — and 
that  she  had  called  her  son  after  bis  name  — all  this,  and  much 
more.  Sir,  did  my  lord  learn , as  it  were,  at  a single  blow. 

“He  obtained  a divorce,  and  Sir  Clinton  and  my  lady  went 
abroad.  But  from  that  time  my  lord  was  never  the  same  man.  Al- 
ways proud  and  gloomy,  he  now  became  intolerably  violent  and 
morose.  He  shut  himself  up,  saw  no  company  of  any  description, 
rarely  left  the  house,  and  never  the  park  — and,  from  being  one 
of  the  gayest  places  in  the  country,  Sir,  the  mansion  became  as 
dreary  and  deserted  as  if  it  had  been  haunted.  (It  is  for  yon  to  be- 
gin the  second  bottle , Sir.) 

“But  the  most  extraordinary  change  in  my  lord  was  in  his  con- 
duct to  Master  Clinton  — from  doating  upon  him , to  a degree  that 
would  have  spoilt  any  temper  less  sweet  than  my  poor  young  mas- 
ter’s , he  took  the  most  violent  aversion  to  him.  From  the  circum- 
stance of  his  name,  and  the  long  intimacy  existing  between  my  lady 
and  her  lover,  bis  lordship  would  not  believe  that  Master  Clinton 
was  his  own  child ; and  indeed  I must  confess  there  was  good 
ground  for  his  suspicions.  Besides  this,  Master  Clinton  took  very 
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much  after  his  mother.  He  had  her  eyes,  hair,  and  beautiful  fea> 
tures,  so  that  roy  lord  could  never  see  him  without  being  reminded 
of  his  disgrace:  therefore,  whenever  the  poor  young  gentleman 
came  into  his  presence,  he  would  drive  him  out,  with  oaths  and 
threats  which  rung  through  the  whole  house.  He  could  not  even 
bear  that  he  should  have  any  attendance  or  respect  from  the 
servants , for  he  considered  him  quite  as  an  alien  like , and  worse 
than  a stranger ; and  his  lordship’s  only  delight  seemed  to  consist 
in  potting  upon  him  every  possible  indignity  and  affront.  But 
Master  Clinton  was  a high  spirited  young  gentleman , and  after 
having  in  vain  endeavoured  to  soothe  my  lord  by  compliance  and 
respect,  he  at  last  utterly  avoided  his  lordship’s  presence. 

“He  gave  up  his  studies  in  a great  measure,  and  wandered 
about  the  park  and  woods  all  day , and  sometimes  even  half  the 
night;  his  mother’s  conduct,  and  Us  father’s  unkindness  seemed 
to  prey  upon  his  health  and  mind,  and,  at  last,  he  grew  almost  as 
much  altered  as  my  lord.  From  being  one  of  the  merriest  boys 
possible,  full  oflife  and  spirits,  he  became  thoughtful  and  down- 
cast, his  step  lost  its  lightness , and  his  eye  all  the  fire  which  used 
once  quite  to  warm  one’s  heart  when  one  looked  at  it;  in  short. 
Sir,  the  sins  of  the  mother  were  visited  as  much  upon  the  child  as 
the  husband.  (Not  the  least  tawney.  Sir,  you  see,  thou^  it  is 
so  old ! ) 

“My  lord  at  first  seemed  to  be  {^ad  that  be  now  never  saw  his 
son;  but,  by  degrees,  I think  he  missed  the  pleasure  of  venting 
his  spleen  upon  him ; and  so  he  ordered  my  young  master  not  to 
stir  out  without  his  leave , and  confined  him  closer  than  ever  to  his 
studies.  Well,  Sir,  (if  it  were  not  for  this  port,  I could  not  get 
out  another  sentence  — !)  there  used  then  to  be  sad  scenes  be- 
tween them:  my  lord  was  a terribly  passionate  man,  and  said 
things  sharper  than  a two-edged  sword,  as  the  psalms  express  it; 
and  though  Master  Clinton  was  one  of  the  mildest  and  best  tem- 
pered boys  imaginable,  yet  he  could  not  at  all  times  curb  bis  spirit; 
and,  to  my  mind,  when  a man  is  perpetually  declaring  he  is  not 
your  father,  one  may  now  and  then  be  forgiven  in  forgetting  that 
you  are  to  behave  as  his  son. 

“Things  went  on  in  this  way  sadHy  enough  for  about  three  years 


Digitized  by  Googlw 


415 


and  a-faalf , when  Master  Clinton  was  near  eighteen.  One  even- 
ing, after  my  lord  had  been  nnnsually  stormy,  Master  Clinton’s 
spirit  warmed , I suppose,  and,  from  word  to  word , the  dispute 
increased,  till  my  lord.  In  a furious  rage,  ordered  in  the  senants, 
and  told  them  to  horsewhip  his  son.  Imagine,  Sir,  what  a dis- 
grace to  that  noble  house ! But  there  was  not  one  of  them  who 
would  not  rather  have  cot  off  his  right  hand  than  laid  a finger  upon 
Master  Clinton,  so  greatly  was  he  beloved;  and,  at  last,  my  lord 
summoned  his  own  gentleman,  a German,  six  feet  high,  entirely 
devoted  to  his  lordship,  and  commanded  him,  upon  pain  of  in- 
stant dismissal,  to  make  use,  in  his  presence,  of  a horsewhip 
which  he  put  into  his  hand. 

“The German  did  not  dare  refuse,  so  he  approached  Master 
Clinton.  The  servants  were  still  in  the  room , and  perhaps  they 
would  have  been  bold  enough  to  rescue  Master  Clinton,  had  there 
been  any  need  of  their  assistance ; but  he  was  a tall  youth,  as  bold 
as  a hero , and , when  the  German  approached , he  caught  him  by 
the  throat,  threw  him  down,  and  very  nearly  strangled  him;  he 
then,  while  my  lord  was  speechless  with  rage,  left  the  room,  and 
did  not  return  all  night.  (What  a body  it  has , Sir  — Ah ! ) 

“The  next  morning  I was  in  a little  room  adjoining  my  lord’s 
study,  looking  over  some  papers  and  maps.  His  lordship  did  not 
know  of  my  presence,  but  was  sitting  alone  at  breakfast,  when 
Master  Clinton  suddenly  entered  the  study;  the  door  leading  to  my 
room  was  ajar,  and  1 heard  all  the  conversation  that  ensued. 

“My  lord  asked  him  very  angrily  how  be  bad  dared  absent  him- 
self all  night : but  Master  Clinton  making  no  reply  to  this  question, 
said , in  a very  calm , loud  voice , which  I think  I hear  now  — ‘My 
lord,  after  the  insult  you  have  presumed  — (yes,  8ir,  pre- 
sumed was  the  word)  — to  offer  to  me , it  is  perhaps  unnecessary 
to  observe  that  nothing  could  induce  me  to  remain  under  your  roof. 
I come,  therefore,  to  take  my  last  leave  of  you.’ 

“He  paused,  and  my  lord  (probably,  like  me,  being  taken 
by  surprise)  making  no  reply,  he  continued.  ‘You  have  often 
told  me,  my  lord,  that  I am  not  your  son ; and  it  is  possible  that  I 
may  not  be  so  — so  much  the  less , therefore , am  T bound  to  sub- 
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m!t  to  the  iojustice  and  craeltj  which  the  experience  of  nearly  four 
years  warrants  me  to  expect  for  the  future  — and  so  much  the  more 
must  you  rejoice  at  the  idea  of  ridding  your  presence  of  an  in- 
truder.’ ‘And  how,  Sir,  do  you  expect  to  live,  except  upon  iny 
bounty?’  exclaimed  my  lord.  ‘You  remember,’  answered  my 
young  master,  ‘that  a humble  dependent  of  my  mother’s  family, 
who  had  been  our  governess  in  childhood,  left  me,  at  her  death, 
the  earnings  of  her  life.  I believe  they  amount  to  nearly  a thousand 
pounds  — 1 look  to  your  lordship’s  honour  either  for  the  principal 
or  the  yearly  interest,  as  may  please  you  best:  farther  I ask  not 
from  you.’  ‘And  to  yon  think.  Sir,’  cried  my  lord,  almost  scream- 
ing with  passion , ‘ that  upon  that  beggarly  pittance  yon  shall  go 
forth  to  dishonour,  more  than  it  is  yet  dishonoured,  the  name  of 
my  ancient  house?  Do  yon  think.  Sir,  that  that  name  to  which 
you  have  no  pretension , though  the  law  iniquitonsly  grants  it  you, 
shall  be  sullied  either  with  trade  or  robbery?  for  to  one  or  the  other 
you  must  necessarily  be  driven.’  ‘I  foresaw  your  speech,  my  lord, 
and  am  prepared  with  an  answer.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  thmst  my- 
self into  any  family,  the  head  of  which  thinks  proper  to  reject  me 
— far  be  it  from  me  to  honour  my  humble  fortunes  with  a name 
which  I am  as  willing  as  yourself  to  disown : I purpose , therefore, 
to  adopt  a new  one ; and  whatever  may  be  my  future  fate , that 
name  will  screen  me  both  from  your  remembrance  and  the  world’s 
knowledge.  Are  you  satisfied  now , my  lord ?’ 

“His  lordship  did  not  answer  for  some  minutes;  at  last,  he 
said  sneeringly,  ‘Go  , boy,  go!  I am  delighted  to  hear  you  have 
decided  so  well.  Leave  word  with  my  steward  where  you  wish  your 
clothes  to  be  sent  to  yon ; God  forbid  I should  rob  you  either  of 
your  wardrobe  or  your  princely  fortune.  Wardour  will  transmit 
to  you  the  latter,  even  to  the  last  penny,  by  the  same  conveyance 
as  that  which  is  honoured  by  the  former.  And  now  good  morning. 
Sir;  yet  stay,  and  mark  my  words  — never  dare  to  re-enter  my 
house,  or  to  expect  an  iota  more  of  fortune  or  favour  from  me. 
And , bark  you , Sir  — if  you  dare  violate  your  word , if  yon  dare, 
during  my  life,  at  least,  assume  a name  which  you  were  bom  to 
sully,  my  curse,  my  deepest,  heartiest,  eternal  curse,  be  upon 
your  head  in  this  world  and  the  next!'  ‘Fear  not,  my  lord,  my 
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word  is  pledged,’  said  the  young  gentletnan ; and  the  next  moment 
I heard  his  parting  step  in  the  hall. 

“ Sir , roy  heart  was  full , (your  glass  Is  empty ! ) and  my  head 
spun  round  as  if  I were  on  a precipice : but  I was  determined  my 
young  master  should  not  go  till  I had  caught  another  glimpse  of  his 
bonny  face , so  I gently  left  the  room  I was  in , and  hastening  out 
of  the  house  by  a private  entrance,  met  Master  Clinton  in  the  park, 
not  very  far  from  the  spot  where  I saw  you,  Sir,  just  now.  To 
my  surprise,  there  was  no  sign  of  grief  or  agitation  upon  his  coun- 
tenance: I had  never  seen  him  look  so  proud,  or,  for  years,  so 
happy. 

“‘Wardour,’  said  he,  in  a gay  tone,  when  he  saw  me,  *1 
was  going  to  your  house : my  father  has  at  last  resolved  that  I 
should,  like  my  brother,  commence  my  travels,  and  I wish  to 
leave  with  you  the  address  of  the  place  to  which  my  clothes  <&c.  will 
be  sent/ 

*‘I  could  not  contain  any  longer  when  1 heard  this,  Sir;  I burst 
into  tears , confessed  that  I had  accidentally  heard  bis  conversation 
with  my  lord , and  besought  him  not  to  depart  so  hastily , and  with 
so  small  a fortune ; but  he  shook  his  bead,  and  would  not  bear  me> 

‘ Believe  me , my  good  Wardour said  he,  * that  since  my  unhappy 
mother’s  flight,  I have  never  felt  so  elated  or  so  happy  as  I do 
now:  one  should  go  through  what  I have  done  to  learn  the  rapture 
of  independence,’  He  then  told  me  to  have  his  luggage  sent  to  him, 
under  his  initials  of  C.  L. , at  the  Golden  Fleece,  the  principal  inn 
in  the  town  ofW  — , which,  you  know.  Sir,  is  at  ^e  other  end 
of  the  county,  on  the  road  to  London;  and  then,  kindly  shaking 
me  by  the  hand , he  broke  away  from  me;  but  he  turned  back  be- 
fore he  had  got  three  paces,  and  said,  (and  then,  for  the  first  time, 
the  pride  of  his  countenance  fell,  and  the  tears  stood  in  bis  eyes) 
‘Wardour,  do  not  divulge  what  you  have  heard:  put  as  good  a 
face  upon  my  departure  as  you  can,  and  let  the  blame,  if  any,  fall 
upon  me , not  upon  your  master : after  all , be  is  to  be  pitied , not 
blamed,  and  I can  never  forget  that  he  once  loved  me.’  He  did 
not  wait  for  my  answer , perhaps  he  did  not  like  to  show  me  bow 
much  he  was  affected , but  hurried  down  the  park,  and  I soon  lost 
sight  of  him.  My  lord  that  very  morning  sent  for  roe , demanded 
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what  address  his  son  had  left,  and  gave  me  a letter,  enclosing,  I 
suppose , a bill  for  my  poor  young  master’s  fortune , ordering  it  to 
be  sent  with  the  clothes  immediately. 

“ Sir,  I have  never  seen  or  heard  aught  of  the  dear  gentleman 
since : yon  must  forgive  me , I cannot  help  tears , Sir  — (the  wine 
is  with  you.)  ” 

But  the  mother,  the  mother!”  said  Clarence,  earnestly, 
“what  became  of  her?  she  died  abroad , two  years  since,  did  she 
not?" 

‘‘She  did,  Sir,”  answered  the  honest  steward,  refilling  his 
glass.  “They  say  that  she  lived  very  unhappily  with  Sir  Clinton, 
who  did  not  marry  her,  owing,  I believe,  to  her  religion , till  all  of 
a sudden  she  disappeared,  none  knew  whither.” 

Oarence  redoubled  his  attention. 

“At  last,”  resumed  the  steward , “two  years  ago,  a letter  came 
from  her  to  my  lord;  she  was  a nun  in  some  convent  (in  Italy,  I 
think,)  to  which  she  had  at  the  time  ofher  disappearance  secretly 
retired.  The  letter  was  written  on  her  death-bed , and  so  affect- 
ingly , I suppose,  that  even  my  stem  lord  was  in  tears  for  several 
days  after  he  received  it.  But  the  principal  passage  in  it  was  rela- 
tive to  her  son : it  assured  my  lord,  (for  so  with  bis  own  lips  he 
told  me  just  before  be  died , some  months  ago,)  that  Master  Clin- 
ton was  in  troth  his  son , and  that  it  was  not  till  she  had  been 
tempted  many  years  after  her  marriage,  that  she  had  fallen;  she 
implored  my  lord  to  believe  this  ‘on  Ute  word  of  one  for  whom 
earth  and  earth’s  objects  were  no  more;  ’ those  were  her  words. 

“ Six  months  ago , when  my  lord  lay  on  the  bed  from  which  be 
never  rose,  he  called  me  to  him,  and  said  — ‘ Wardour , you  have 
always  been  the  faithful  servant  of  our  house,  and  warmly  attached 
to  my  second  son;  tell  my  poor  boy,  if  ever  you  see  him,  that  I 
did  at  last  open  my  eyes  to  my  error,  and  acknowledge  him  as  my 
child ; tell  Urn  that  I have  desired  his  brother  (who  was  then , Sir, 
kneeling  by  my  lord’s  side),  as  he  values  my  blessing,  to  seek  him 
out  and  repair  the  wrong  I have  done  him ; and  add , that  my  best 
comfort  in  death  was  the  hope  of  his  for^veness.’” 

“Did  be,  did  he  say  that?”  exclaimed  Clarence,  who  had 
been  violently  agitated  during  the  latter  part  of  this  recital , and 
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now  sprang  from  bis  seat  — “My  father,  my  father ! would  that  I 
had  home  with  thee  more  — mine  — mine  was  the  fault  — from 
him  should  have  come  the  forgiveness ! " 

The  old  steward  sate  silent  and  aghast.  At  that  instant  his  wife 
entered,  with  a message  of  chiding  at  the  lateness  of  the  hour  upon 
her  lip,  but  she  started  back,  when  she  saw  Clarence's  profile,  as 
he  stood  leaning  against  the  wall:  “ Good  Heavens  1 ” cried  she, 
“is  it,  is  it  — yes,  it  is  my  young  master,  my  own  foster-son!” 
Rightly  had  Clarence  conjectured , when  he  had  shunned  her 
presence.  Tears  had,  indeed,  wrought  a change  in  his  figure  and 
face:  acquaintance,  servant,  friend,  relation,  the  remembrance 
of  his  features  had  passed  from  all;  but  she  who  had  nursed  him 
as  an  infant  on  her  lap , and  fed  him  from  her  breast,  she  who  had 
joined  the  devotion  of  clanship  to  the  fondness  of  a mother , knew 
him  at  a glance. 

“Tes,”  cried  he,  as  he  threw  himself  into  her  withered  and 
aged  arms,  “it  is  I,  the  child  you  reared,  come,  after  many 
years,  to  find  too  late,  when  a father  is  no  more,  that  he  had  a 
right  to  a father’s  home.” 

CHAPTER  LXXIII. 

Let  ns  go  in, 

Ab4  ckargs  ns  then  npon  interrogatories. 

Shakspeare. 

“ But  did  not  any  one  recognise  you  in  your  change  of  name?  ” 
said  the  old  foster-mother,  looking  fondly  upon  Qarence,  as  he 
sate  the  next  morning  by  her  side.  “How  could  any  one  foi^et  so 
winsome  a face  who  had  once  seen  it?” 

“ You  don’t  remember,”  said  Clarence,  (as  we  will  yet  continue 
to  call  our  hero,)  smiling,  **that  your  husband  had  forgotten  it.” 
“Ay,  Sir,”  cried  the  piqued  steward,  “but  that  was  because 
you  wore  your  bat  slouched  over  your  eyes;  if  yon  bad  taken  off 
that,  I should  have  known  you  directly.” 

“However  that  may  be,”  said  Clarence,  unwilling  to  dwell 
longer  on  an  occurrence  which  he  saw  hurt  the  feelings  of  the  kind 
Mr.  Wardour,  “ it  is  very  easy  to  explain  how  I preserved  my  in- 
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eognito.  Yoa  recollect  that  my  father  never  suffered  me  to  mix  with 
my  mother’s  guests:  so  that  I had  no  chance  of  their  remembering 
me , especially  as , during  the  last  three  years  and  a half,  no  stran- 
ger had  ever  entered  our  walls.  Add  to  this , that  1 was  in  the  very 
time  of  life  in  which  a few  years  work  die  greatest  change , and  on 
going  to  London , I was  thrown  entirely  among  people  who  could 
never  have  seen  me  before.  Fortunately  for  me,  I became  acquainted 
with  my  mother’s  uncle  — circumstances  subsequently  led  me  to 
disclose  my  birth  to  him,  upon  a promise  that  he  would  never  call 
me  by  any  other  name  than  that  which  I had  assumed.  He,  who 
was  the  best,  the  kindest,  the  most  generous  of  human  beings, 
took  a liking  to  me.  He  insisted  not  only  upon  bis  relaUonship  to 
me,  as  my  grand  uncle,  but  upon  the  justice  of  repairing  to  me 
the  wrongs  his  unhappy  niece  bad  caused  me.  The  delicacy  of  his 
kindness  — the  ties  of  blood  — and  an  accident  which  had  enabled 
me  to  be  of  some  service  to  him,  all  prevented  my  resisting  the 
weight  of  obligation  with  which  he  afterwards  oppressed  me.  He 
procured  me  an  appointment  abroad : I remained  there  four  years. 
When  I returned,  I entered,  it  is  true,  into  very  general  society; 
but  four  years  had , as  yon  may  perceive , altered  me  greatly;  and 
even  had  there  previously  existed  any  chance  of  my  being  recog- 
nised, that  alteration  would , probably,  have  been  sufiBcient  to 
ensure  my  secret.” 

“But  your  brother  — my  present  lord  — did  you  never  meet 
him.  Sir?” 

*‘Often,  my  good  mother;  but  you  remember  that  I was  little 
more  than  six  years  old  when  be  left  England,  and  when  he  next 
saw  me  I was  about  two-and-twenty : it  would  have  been  next  to  a 
miracle,  or,  at  least,  would  have  required  tbe  eyes  of  love  like 
yours  to  have  recalled  me  to  memory  after  such  an  absence. 

“ Well  — to  return  to  my  story  — I succeeded , partly  as  his 
nearest  relation,  but  principally  from  an  affection  dearer  than 
blood,  to  the  fortune  of  my  real  uncle,  and  adopted  father.  Fate 
prospered  with  me : I rose  in  the  world’s  esteem  and  honour,  and 
soon  became  prouder  of  my  borrowed  appellation  than  of  adl  the 
titles  of  my  lordly  line.  Circumstances  occurring  within  the  last 
week,  which  it  wUl  be  needless  to  relate , but  which  may  hare  the 
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greatest  {ofluence  over  my  future  life,  made  it  necessary  to  do 
'what  I had  resolved  I would  never  do  — prove  my  identity  and 
origin.  Accordingly  I came  here  to  seek  you.” 

“But  why  did  not  my  honoured  young  master  disclose  himself 
last  night?”  asked  the  steward. 

“I  might  say,”  answered  Clarence,  “because  I anticipated 
great  pleasure  in  a surprise;  but  I had  another  reason  — it  was 
this:  I had  heard  of  my  poor  father’s  death,  and  I was  painfully 
anxious,  to  learn  if  at  the  last  he  had  testified  any  relenting  towards 
me  — and  yet  more  so  to  ascertain  the  manner  of  my  unfortunate 
mother’s  fate.  Both  abroad  and  in  England , I bad  sought  tidings 
of  her  every  where,  but  in  vain:  in  mentioning  my  mother's  re- 
tiring into  a convent , you  have  explained  the  reason  why  my  efforts 
were  so  fruitless.  With  these  two  objects  in  view,  I thought  my- 
self more  likeley  to  learn  the  whole  truth  as  a stranger  than  in  my 
proper  person ; for  in  the  latter  case  I deemed  it  probable  that  your 
delicacy  and  kindness  might  tempt  you  to  conceal  whatever  was 
calculated  to  wound  my  feelings , and  to  exaggerate  anything  that 
might  tend  to  flatter  or  to  soothe  them.  Thank  Heaven , I now 
learn  that  I have  a right  to  the  name  my  boyhood  bore , that  my 
birth  is  not  branded  with  the  foulest  of  private  crimes , and  that  in 
death  my  father’s  heart  yearned  to  his  too  hasty  but  repentant  son. 
Enough  of  this  — I have  now  only  to  request  you , my  friend , to 
accompany  me,  before  day-break,  on  Wednesday  morning,  to  a 
place  several  miles  bence.  Tour  presence  there  will  be  necessary 
to  substantiate  the  proof  for  which  I came  hither.” 

“With  ail  my  heart.  Sir,”  cried  the  honest  steward;  “and 
after  Wednesday  you  will,  I trust,  resume  your  rightful  name?” 

“Certainly,”  replied  Clarence ; “ since  neither  I , nor  the  me- 
mory of  him  from  whom  I inherit  it,  have  any  longer  a reason  for 
shame  at  its  possession.” 

Leaving  Clarence  now  for  a brief  while  to  renew  bis  acquain- 
tance with  the  scenes  of  his  childhood,  and  to  offer  the  tribute  of 
his  filial  tears  to  the  ashes  of  a father  whose  iitjQstice  had  been  but 
“ the  stinging  of  a heart  the  world  had  stung” — we  return  to  some 
old  acquaintances  in  the  various  conduct  of  our  drama. 
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CHA1»TER  LXXIV. 

UpoD  hit  couch  the  veil’d  Mekanna  lay. 

Tht  Veiled  Prophet. 

The  autumn  sun  broke  through  an  apartment  in  a villain  the 
neighbourhood  of  London,  furnished  with  the  most  prodigal , yet 
not  tasteless,  attention  to  luxury  and  show,  within  which , beside 
a table  strewed  with  newspapers,  letters,  and  accounts,  lay 
Richard  Crauford,  extended  carelessly  upon  a sofa,  which  might 
almost  have  contented  the  Sybarite,  who  quarrelled  with  a rose 
leaf.  At  his  elbow  was  a bottle  half  emptied , and  a wine  glass  just 
filled.  An  expression  of  triumph  and  enjoyment  was  visible  upon 
bis  handsome,  but  usually  inexpressive , countenance. 

“Well,”  said  he,  taking  up  a newspaper,  “let  us  read  this 
paragraph  again.  What  a beautiful  sensation  it  is  to  see  one’s 
name  in  print!  — ‘We  understand  that  Richard  Crauford,  Esq. 
M.  P.  for  — , is  to  be  raised  to  the  dignity  of  the  peerage.  There 
does  not  perhaps,  exist  in  the  country  a gentleman  moreuniver> 
sally  beloved  and  esteemed’  — (mark  that,  Dicky  Crauford)  — 
‘The  invariable  generosity  with  which  his  immense  wealth  has 
been  employed  — his  high  professional  honour  — the  undeviating 
and  consistent  integrity  of  his  political  career’  — (Ay,  to  be  sure, 
it  is  only  your  honest  fools  who  are  inconsistent : no  man  can 
deviate  who  has  one  firm  principle,  self-interest*)  — ‘his  manly 
and  energetic  attention  to  the  welfare  of  religion’  (he — he  — he !), 
‘conjoined  to  a fortune  almost  incalculable,  render  this  condescen- 
sion of  our  gracious  sovereign  no  less  judicious  than  deserved ! 
We  hear  that  the  title  proposed  for  the  new  peer,  is  that  of  Vis- 
count Innisdale,  which,  we  believe,  was  formerly  in  the  noble 
family  of  which  Mr.  Cranford  is  a distant  branch.’ 

“He!  he!  he!  Bravo!  bravo!  Viscount  Innisdale! — noble 
family  — distant  branch  — the  devil  I am!  What  an  ignoramus 
my  lather  was,  not  to  know  that!  Why,  rest  bis  soul,  he  never 
knew  who  his  grandfather  was;  but  the  world  shall  not  be  equally 

* Singular  confation  of  termit  Self-intere«t  wu  aUo  the  pervading 
principle  ef  Mordannt'e  pbilosopbyl 


Digitized  by  Google 


423 


ignorant  of  that  important  point.  Let  me  see,  who  shall  be  Vis' 
count  Innisdale’s  great  grandfather?  Well,  well,  whoever  he  is, 
here  *s  long  life  to  his  great  grandson ! 'Incalcnlahle  fortune ! ‘ 
Ay,  ay,  I hope,  at  all  events,  it  will  never  be  calculated.  But  now 
for  my  letters.  Bah  — this  wine  is  a thought  too  acide  for  the 
cellars  of  Yiscount  Innisdale!  What,  another  from  Mother  H — I 
Dark  eyes,  small  mouth  — sings  like  an  angel  — eighteen!  Pish ! 
I am  too  old  for  such  follies  now ; 't  is  not  pretty  for  Yiscount 
Innisdale.  Humph ! — Lisbon  — seven  hundred  pounds  five  shil- 
lings and  seven  pence  — half-penny,  is  it,  or  farthing?  I must 
note  that  down.  Loan  for  King  of  Prussia.  Well , must  negociate 
that  to-morrow.  Ah , Hockit , the  wine-merchant  — pipe  of  claret 
in  the  docks  — vintage  of  17 — . Bravo!  all  goes  smooth  for  Yis- 
count Innisdale ! Pish ! — from  my  damnable  wife ! What  a pill 
for  my  lordship ! What  says  she  ? 

“‘Dawlhb,  Deronihire. 

“ ‘ Ton  have  not,  my  dearest  Bichard,  answered  my  letters  for 
months.  I do  not,  however,  presume  to  complain  of  your  si- 
lence ; I know  well  that  you  have  a great  deal  to  occupy  your  time, 
both  in  business  and  pleasure.  But  one  little  line , dear  Bichard 
— one  little  line,  surely,  that  is  not  too  much  now  and  then.  1 
am  most  truly  sorry  to  trouble  you  again  about  money;  and  you 
must  know  that  I strive  to  be  as  saving  as  possible;  ’ — [Pish ! — 
corse  the  woman  — sent  her  twenty  pounds  three  months  ago ! ] — 
' but  I really  am  so  distressed , and  the  people  here  are  so  press- 
ing; and  at  all  events,  I cannot  bear  the  thought  of  your  wife  being 
disgraced.  Pray,  forgive  me,  Bichard,  and  believe  how  painful 
it  is  in  me  to  say  so  much.  I know  you  will  answer  this ! and,  oh, 
do,  do  tell  me  bow  you  are. 

“ ‘Ever  your  affectionate  wife , 

“ ‘CA.ROMNE  CraUFORD. 

“Was  there  ever  poor  man  so  plagued?  Where ’s  my  note- 
book? Mem.  — Send  Car.  to-morrow  ^ 20.  to  last  her  the  rest  of 
the  year.  Mem.  — Send  Mother  H — 500.  Mem.  — Pay 

Hockit’s  bill  £.  830.  Bless  me , what  shall  I do  with  Yiscountess 
Innisdale?  Now,  if  I were  not  married,  I would  be  son-in-law 
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to  a dake.  Mem.  Go  down  to  Dawlish,  and  see  if  she  won’t  die 
soon.  Healthy  sitnation,  I fear  — devilish  nnlocky  — most  be 
changed.  Mem.  — Swamps  in  Essex.  Who ’s  that? 

A knock  at  the  door  disturbed  Mr.  Cranford  in  bis  meditations. 
He  started  up , hurried  the  bottle  and  glass  nnder  the  sofa,  where 
the  descending  drapery  completely  hid  them;  and,  taking  up  a 
newspaper,  said  in  a gentle  tone,  “Come  in.”  A small,  thin 
man,  bowing  at  every  step , entered. 

“Ah!  Bradley,  is  it  yon,  my  good  fellow?”  said  Cranford  — 
*'glad  to  see  yon — a fine  morning;  but  what  brings  yon  from  town 
so  early?” 

“Why,  Sir,”  answered  Mr.  Bradley,  very  obsequiously, 
“something  unpleasant  has  — ” 

“Mercifnl  Heaven !”  cried  Crauford,  blanched  into  the  white- 
ness of  death,  and  starting  up  from  the  sofa  with  a violence  which 
frightened  the  timid  Mr.  Bra^ey  to  the  other  end  of  the  room  — 
**the  counting  house  — the  books  — all  safe?” 

“Yes,  Sir,  yes,  at  present  — but — ” 

“But what,  man?” 

“Why,  honoured  Sir,”  resumed  Mr.  Bradley,  bowing  to  the 
ground,  “your partner,  Mr.  Jessopp,  has  been  very  inquisitive 
about  the  accounts.  He  says , Mr.  Da  Costa , the  Spanish  mer- 
chant, has  been  insinnatingvery  unpleasant  hints,  and  that  he  must 
have  a conversation  with  yon  at  your  earliest  convenience ; and 
when,  Sir,  I ventured  to  remonstrate  about  the  unreasonableness 
of  attending  to  what  Mr.  Da  Costa  said,  Mr.  Jessopp  was  quite 
abusive,  and  declared  that  there  seemed  some  very  mysterious 
communication  between  yon  (begging  your  pardon.  Sir,)  and 
me,  and  that  he  did  not  know  what  business  I,  who  had  no  share 
in  the  firm , had  to  interfere.” 

“ But,”  said  Cranford,  “ you  were  civil  to  him  — did  not  reply 
hotly  — eh  — my  good  Bradley ! ” 

“Lord  forbid.  Sir  — Lord  forbid,  that  I should  not  know  my 
place  better,  or  that  I should  give  an  unbecoming  word  to  the 
partner  of  my  honoured  benefactor.  But,  Sir,  if  I dare  venture 
to  say  so,  I think  Mr.  Jessopp  is  a little  jealous,  or  so,  of  you; 
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he  seemed  qaite  in  a passion  at  a paragraph  in  the  paper,  about  my 
honoured  master’s  becoming  a lord.” 

‘‘Right,  honest  Bradiey,  right:  he  is  jealous  — we  must 
soothe  him.  Go,  my  good  fellow  — go  to  him  with  my  compli- 
ments, and  say,  that  I wiU  be  with  him  by  one.  Never  fear,  this 
business  will  be  easily  settled.” 

And  bowing  himself  out  of  the  room , Bradley  withdrew. 

Left  alone , a dark  cloud  gathered  over  ^e  brow  of  Mr. 
Crauford. 

“ I am  on  a precipice thought  he;  “but  if  my  own  brain  does 
not  turn  giddy  with  the  prospect,  all  yet  may  be  safe.  Cruel  ne- 
cessity, that  obliged  me  to  admit  another  into  the  business,  that 
foiled  me  ofMordaunt,  and  drove  me  upon  this  fawning  rascal. 
So,  so  — I almost  think  there  is  a Providence,  now  that  Mordaont 
has  grown  rich ; but  then  bis  wife  died  — ay  — ay  — God  saved 
him,  but  the  devil  killed  her.*  He  — he  — he ! But,  seriously 
•—  serioosly , there  is  danger  in  the  very  air  1 breathe ! 1 most 
away  to  that  envious  Jessopp  instantly;  but  first  let  me  finish  the 
bottle.” 


CHAPTER  LXXV. 

A itrange  barmonioui  inclinatien 
Of  all  degrees  to  reformation. 

Hudibrat. 

About  seven  miles  from  W— , on  the  main  road  from  — , 
there  was  in  17 — a solitary  public-house,  which,  by  the  by,  is 
now  a magnificent  hotel.  Like  many  of  its  brethr^  in  the  more 
courtly  vicinity  of  the  metropolis,  this  amoenum  hospitium 
peregrinae  gentis,  then  had  its  peculiar  renown  for  cm-tain 
dainties  of  the  palate ; and  various  in  degree  and  character  were 
the  numerous  parties  from  the  neighbouring  towns  and  farms, 
which,  upon  every  legitimate  holiday  were  wont  to  assemble  at  the 
mansion  of  mine  host,  of  “the  Jolly  Angler,”  in  order  to  feast 
^ upon  eel-pie,  and  grow  merry  over  the  true  Herefordshire  cyder. 

But  upon  that  especial  day  on  which  we  are  about  to  introduce 

* Toltalra.  — "Dien  a pnn!  ce  fripon,  le  diable  a nojrd  let  «ntres.'* 
— Oandlda. 
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•ur  reader  into  the  narrow  confines  of  its  common  parlonr , the 
said  hostel  was  crowded  with  persons  of  a verj  different  description 
from  the  peaceable  idlers  who  were  ordinarily  wont  to  empty  mine 
host’s  larder,  and  foi^t  the  price  of  com  over  the  divine  inspira- 
tions of  pomarial  nectar.  Instead  of  the  indolent,  satisfied  air  of 
the  sataroalian  merry-maker,  the  vagrant  angler,  or  the  gentleman 
farmer,  with  his  comely  dame  who  “walked  in  silk  attire,  and 
siller  had  to  spare;  ” instead  of  the  quiet  yet  glad  coimtenanees  of 
such  hunters  of  pleasure  and  eaters  of  eel-pie,  or  the  more  obstre- 
perous joy  of  urchins  let  loose  from  school  to  taste  some  brief  and 
perennial  recreation , and  mine  host’s  delicacies  at  the  same  time ; 
instead  of  these , the  little  parlour  presented  a various  and  per- 
turbed group,  upon  whose  features  neither  eel-pie  nor  Hereford- 
shire cyder  had  wrought  the  relaxation  of  a holiday , or  the  serenity 
of  a momentary  content. 

The  day  to  which  we  now  refer , was  the  one  immediately  pr^ 
ceding  that  appointed  for  the  far-famed  meeting  atW— ; and  many 
of  the  patriots,  false  or  real,  who  jouraied  from  a distance  to  attend 
that  rendezvous,  had  halted  at  our  host’s  of  the  Jolly  Angler;  both 
as  being  within  a convenient  space  from  the  appointed  spot,  and 
as  a tabernacle  where  promiscuous  intrusion , and  (haply)  immo- 
derate charges,  were  less  likely  to  occur  than  at  the  bustling  and 
somewhat  extortionary  hotels  and  inns  of  the  town  of  W — . 

The  times  in  which  this  meeting  was  held  were  those  of  great 
popular  excitement  and  discontent;  and  the  purport  of  the  meeting 
proposed  was  to  petition  parliament  against  the  continuance  of  the 
American  war,  and  the  king  against  the  continuance  of  his 
^ ministers. 

Placards,  of  an  unusually  inflammatory  and  imprudent  nature, 
had  given  great  alarm  to  the  more  sober  and  well  disposed  persons 
in  the  neighbourhood  ofW—  ; and  so  much  fear  was  felt  or  as- 
sumed upon  the  occasion  that  a new  detachment  ofLordUlswater’s 
regiment  had  been  especially  ordered  into  the  town ; and  it  was 
generally  rumoured  that  the  legal  authorities  would  interfere,  even 
by  force,  for  the  dispersion  of  the  meeting  in  question.  These 
circumstances  bad  given  the  measure  a degree  of  general  and  an- 
xious interest  which  it  would  not  otherwise  have  excited;  and  white 
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every  body  talked  of  the  danger  of  attending  the  assembly , every 
body  resolved  to  thrust  himself  into  it. 

It  was  about  the  goodiyhourofnoon,  and  the  persons  assembled 
were  six  in  number,  all  members  of  the  most  violent  party,  and 
generally  considered  by  friend  and  foe  as  embracers  of  republican 
tenets.  One  of  these,  a little,  oily,  corpulent  personage,  would 
have  appeared  far  too  sleek  and  well  fed  for  a disturber  of  things 
existing,  had  not  a freckled,  pimpled,  and  fiery  face,  a knit 
brow,  and  a small  black  eye  of  intolerable  fierceness,  belied  the 
steady  and  contented  appearance  of  his  frame  and  girth.  This 
gentleman,  by  name  Christopher  Culpepper,  spoke  in  a quick, 
muffled,  shuffling  sort  of  tone,  like  the  pace  of  a Welsh  pony, 
somewhat  lame,  perfectly  broken-winded , but  an  exemplary 
ambler  for  all  that. 

Next  to  him  sate,  with  hands  clasped  over  his  knees,  a tnin, 
small  man , with  a countenance  prematurely  wrinkled , and  an  air 
of  great  dejection.  Poor  Castleton!  his  had  been,  indeed,  the 
bitter  lot  of  man , honest  but  weak , who  attaches  himself,  heart 
and  soul , to  a public  cause  which,  in  his  life,  at  least  is  hopeless. 
Three  other  men  were  sitting  by  the  open  window,  disputing, 
with  the  most  vehement  gestures,  upon  the  character  of  Wilkes; 
and  at  the  other  window,  alone,  silent,  and  absorbed,  sat  a man 
whose  appearance  and  features  were  singularly  calculated  to  arrest 
and  to  concentrate  attention.  His  raven  hair,  grizxled  with  the 
first  advance  of  age , still  preserved  its  strong,  wiry  curl , and  lu- 
xuriant thickness.  Bis  brows,  large,  busby,  and  indicative  of 
great  determination , met  over  eyes  which , at  that  moment , were 
fixed  upon  vacancy  with  a look  of  thought  and  calmness  very  unu- 
sual to  their  ordinary  restless  and  rapid  glances.  His  mouth,  that 
great  seat  of  character,  was  firmly  and  obstinately  shut;  and 
though,  at  the  first  observation,  its  downward  curve  and  iron 
severity  wore  the  appearance  of  unmitigated  harshness,  disdain, 
and  resolve,  yet  a more  attentive  deducer  of  signs  ft-om  features 
would  not  have  been  able  to  detect  in  its  expression  any  thing  re- 
sembling selfishness  or  sensuality,  and  in  that  absence  would  have 
found  sufficient  to  redeem  the  more  repellant  indications  of  mind 
which  it  betrayed. 
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PreseDtly  the  door  was  opened,  and  the  landlord,  making 
some  apology  to  both  parties  for  hsTing  no  other  apartment  nnoc- 
cupied,  introdaced  a personage  whose  dress  and  air,  as  well  as  a 
kind  of  saddle-bag,  which  he  would  not  entrust  to  any  other  bearer 
than  himself,  appeared  to  denote  him  as  one  rather  addicted  to 
mercantile  than  political  speculations.  Certainly  he  did  not  seem 
too  much  at  home  among  the  patriotic  reformers,  who,  having 
glared  upon  him  for  a single  moment,  renewed,  without  remark, 
their  several  attitudes  or  occupations. 

The  stranger,  after  a brief  pause , approached  the  solitary  re- 
former whom  we  last  described;  and  making  a salutation,  half 
timorous  and  half  familiar,  thus  accosted  him  — 

“Your  servant,  Mr.  Wolfe,  your  servant.  I think  I had  the 
pleasure  of  bearing  you  a long  time  ago  at  the  Westminster  elec- 
tion: very  eloquent  you  were.  Sir,  veryl** 

Wolfe  looked  up  for  an  instant  at  the  face  of  the  speaker,  and, 
not  recognising  it , turned  abruptly  away,  threw  open  the  window, 
and,  leaning  out,  appeared  desirous  of  escaping  from  all  further 
intrusion  on  the  part  of  the  stranger:  but  that  gentleman  was  by 
no  means  of  a nature  easily  abashed. 

“Fine  day.  Sir,  for  the  time  of  year  — very  fine  day,  indeed. 
October  is  a charming  month,  as  my  lamented  friend  and  custom- 
er, the  late  Lady  Waddilove , was  accustomed  to  say.  Talking 
of  that.  Sir,  as  the  winter  is  now  approaching,  do  you  not  think 
it  would  be  prudent,  Mr.  Wolfe,  to  provide  yourself  with  an 
umbrella?  I have  an  admirable  one  which  I might  dispose  of:  it  is 
from  the  effects  of  the  late  Lady  Waddilove.  ‘Brown,’  said  her 
ladyship , a short  time  before  her  death  — ‘ Brown , you  are  a good 
creature ; but  you  ask  too  much  for  the  Dresden  vase.  We  have 
known  each  other  a long  time  — you  must  take  fourteen  pounds 
ten  shUiings , and  you  may  have  that  umbrella , in  the  comer, 
into  the  bargain.’  Mr.  Wolfe,  the  bargain  was  completed,  and 
, the  umbrella  became  mine  — it  may  now  be  yours.” 

And  so  saying,  Mr.  Brown,  depositing  bis  saddle-bag  on  the 
ground , proceeded  to  unfold  an  umbrella  of  singular  antiquity 
and  form  — a very  long  stick,  tipped  with  ivory,  being  sui^ 
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moanted  with  about  a quarter  of  a yard  of  aea>green  sUk,  aome> 
what  discoloured  by  time  and  wear. 

“It  is  a beautiful  article.  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Brown,  admiringly 
surveying  it  — “is  it  not?” 

“Pshaw!”  said  Wolfe,  impatiently  — “what  have  I to  do 
with  your  goods  and  chattels  — go  and  palm  the  cheatings  and 
impositions  of  your  pitiful  trade  upon  some  easier  gull.” 

“ Cheating  and  impositions , Mr.  Wolfe ! ” cried  the  slandered 
Brown,  perfectly  aghast:  — “I  would  have  you  to  know.  Sir, 
that  I have  served  the  first  families  in  the  country,  ay,  and  in  this 
county  too , and  never  had  such  words  applied  to  me  before.  Sir, 
there  was  the  late  Lady  Waddilove , and  the  respected  Mrs.  Min- 
den,  and  her  nephew  the  ambassador,  and  the  Duchess 
of  Pugadale,  and  Mr.Mordaunt,  of  Mordaunt  Court,  poor  gen- 
tleman — though  he  is  poor  no  more,”  and  Mr.  Brown  proceeded 
to  enumerate  the  long  list  of  his  customers. 

Now,  we  have  staled  that  Wolfe , though  he  had  never  known 
the  rank  of  Mordaunt,  was  acquainted  with  his  real  name;  and, 
as  the  sound  caught  his  hear,  he  mattered  “Mordannt  — Mor- 
daunt — ay , but  not  my  form  er  acquaintance  — not  him  who  was 
called  Glendower.  No , no  — the  man  cannot  mean  him.” 

“Tes,  Sir,  bull  do  mean  him,”  cried  Brown,  in  a rage. 
“1  do  mean  that  Mr.  Glendower,  who  afterwards  tocdt  another 
name,  but  whose  real  appellation  is  Mr.  Algernon  Mordaunt, 
of  Mordaunt  Court,  in  this  county , Sir.” 

“What  description  of  man  is  be?”  said  Wolfe;  “rather  tall, 
slender,  with  an  air  and  mien  like  a king’s , I was  going  to  say  — 
but  better  than  a king’s  — like  a free  man’s?  ” 

“Ay,  ay,  — the  same,”  answered  Mr.  Brown,  sullenly; 
“but  why  should  1 tell  you  — 'cheating  and  impositfon,*  in- 
deed ! — lam  sure  my  word  can  be  of  no  avail  to  you  — and  1 
sba’n ’t  stay  here  any  longer  to  be  insnlted , Mr.  Wolfe  — which, 
I am  sure,  talking  of  freemen,  no  fremnan  ought  to  submit  to; 
but  as  the  late  Lady  Waddilove  once  very  wisely  said  to  me, 
‘Brown,  never  have  any  thing  to  do  with  those  republicans,  they 
are  the  worst  tyrants  of  all.’  Good  morning , Mr.  Wolfe  — gen- 
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tlemen , your  servant  — ‘ cbeaUng  and  imposition  ,*  indeed ! ” — 
and  Mr.  Brown  banged  the  door  as  he  departed. 

“Wolfe,”  said  Mr.  Christopher  Culpepper,  “who  is  that 
man?” 

“I  know  not,”  answered  the  republican,  laconically,  and 
gazing  on  the  ground,  apparently  in  thought. 

“He  has  the  air  of  a slave,”  quoth  the  free  Culpepper,  “and 
slaves  cannot  bear  the  company  of  freemen ; therefore  he  did  right 
to  go  — whe  — w!  — Had  we  a proper,  and  thorough,  and  effi- 
cient reform,  human  nature  would  not  be  thus  debased  by  trades, 
and  callings,  and  barters,  and  exchange,  for  all  professions  are 
injurious  to  the  character  and  the  dignity  of  man  — whe  — w ! — 
but , as  1 shall  prove  upon  the  hustings  to-morrow , it  is  in  vain  to 
hope  for  any  amendment  in  the  wretched  state  of  things  until  the 
people  of  these  realms  are  folly,  freely,  and  fairly  represented  -> 
whe  — w ! — Gentlemen , it  ist  past  two , and  we  have  not  ordered 
dinner  — whe  — w! ” — (N.  B.  this  ejaculation  denotes  the  kind 
of  snuffle  which  lent  peculiar  energy  to  the  dicta  of  Mr.  Culpepper.) 

“Ring  the  bell  then,  and  summon  the  landlord,”  said,  very 
pertinently,  one  of  the  three  disputants  upon  the  character  of 
Wilkes. 

The  landlord  appeared ; dinner  was  ordered. 

“Pray,”  said  Wolfe,  “has  that  man,  Mr.  Brown,  I think 
he  called  himself,  left  the  inn?” 

“He  has.  Sir,  for  he  was  mightily  offended  at  something 
which  — ” 

“And  how  far,”  interrupted  Wolfe,  “hence  does  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt  live?” 

“About  five  miles  on  the  other  side  of  W — ,”  answered 
mine  host. 

' Wolfe  rose,  seized  his  hat,  and  was  about  to  depart. 

“Stay,  stay,”  cried  citizen  Christoper  Culpepper;  “yon  will 
not  leave  ns  till  after  dinner?  ” 

“I  shall  dine  atW— ,”  answered  Wolfe,  quitting  the  room. 

“Then  our  reckoning  will  be  heavier,”  said  Culpepper.  “It 
is  not  handsome  in  Wolfe  to  leave  us  — whe  — w 1 — Really  1 
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tbink  that  oar  brother  in  the  great  caase  has  of  late  relaxed  in  his 
attentions  and  zeal  to  the  goddess  of  our  devotions  — whe  — w ! ” 

*‘lt  is  human  nature ! ” cried  one  of  the  three  disputants  upon 
the  character  of  Wilkes. 

“It  is  not  human  nature ! " cried  the  second  disputant,  folding 
his  arms  doggedly,  in  preparation  for  a discussion. 

“Contemptible  human  nature!”  exclaimed  the  third  dispu- 
tant, soliloquizing  with  a supercUious  expression  of  hateful 
disdain. 

“ Poor  human  nature ! ” murmured  Castleton , looking  upward 
with  a sigh;  and  though  we  have  not  given  to  that  gentleman  other 
words  than  these,  we  think  they  are  almost  sufScient  to  let  our 
readers  into  his  character. 

CHAPTER  LXXVI. 

SilTii,  nbi  puilm 

Pal«Btei  error  certo  de  tramite  pellit, 

Ille  liaUtrorsnni  hie  dextronnin  abit;  unu  ntriqua 
Error,  aed  Tariia  illndit  partibua. 

Herat. 

As  Wolfe  strode  away  from  the  inn,  he  mattered  to  himself — 

“Can  it  be  thatMordaunt  has  suddenly  grown  rich?  If  so,  I 
rejoice  at  it.  True,  that  he  was  not  for  our  cause,  hut  he  had 
the  spirit  and  the  heart  which  belonged  to  it.  Had  be  not  been 
bred  among  the  prejudices  of  birth,  or  bad  he  lived  in  stormier 
times,  he  might  have  been  the  foremost  champion  of  freedom.  As 
it  is , I rather  lament  than  condemn.  Yet  I would  fain  see  him 
once  more.  Perhaps  prosperity  may  have  altered  his  philosophy. 
But  can  he,  indeed,  be  the  same  Mordaunt  of  whom  that  trading 
itinerant  spoke?  Can  he  have  risen  to  the  pernicious  eminence 
of  a landed  aristocrat?  Well,  it  is  worth  the  journey ; for  if  he  have 
power  in  the  neighbourtiood , I am  certain  that  he  will  exert  it  for 
our  protection;  and  at  the  worst,  I shall  escape  from  the  idle 
wor^  of  my  compatriots.  Oh ! if  it  were  possible  that  the  ad- 
vocates could  debase  the  glory  of  the  cause , how  long  since  should 
1 have  flinched  from  the  hardship  and  the  service  to  which  my  life 
is  devoted!  Self-interest,  Envy,  that  snarls  at  all  above  it. 
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without  even  the  beast’s  courage  to  bite  — Folly,  that  knows  not 
the  substance  of  freedom , but  loves  the  glitter  of  its  name  — Fear, 
that  falters  — Crime , that  seeks  in  licentiousness  an  excuse  — 
Disappointment,  only  craving  occasion  to  rail  — Hatred  — Sour- 
ness, boasting  of  zeal,  but  only  venting  the  blackness  of  rancour 
and  evil  passion  — all  these  make  our  adherents,  and  give  our 
foes  the  handle  and  the  privilege  to  scorn  and  to  despise.  But 
man  chooses  the  object,  and  Fate  only  Airnishes  the  tools.  Happy 
for  our  posterity,  that  when  the  object  is  once  gained,  the  frailty 
of  the  tools  will  be  no  more  I ” 

Thus  soIQoquizing,  the  republican  walked  rapidly  onwards, 
till  a turn  of  the  road  brought  before  bis  eye  the  form  of  Mr.  Brown, 
seated  upon  a little  rough  pony,  and  ''whistling  as  be  went,  for 
want  of  thought.” 

Wolfe  quickened  his  pace,  and  soon  overtook  him. 

“Ton  must  forgive  me,  my  good  man,”  said  be  soothingly, 
“I  meant  not  to  impeach  your  honesty  or  your  calling.  Perhaps  I 
was  hasty  and  peevish ; and,  in  sad  earnest,  I have  much  to  teaze 
and  distract  me.” 

“Well,  Sir,  well,”  answered  Mr.  Brown , greatly  molliiied; 
“I  am  sure  no  Christian  can  be  more  forgiving  than  I am;  and, 
since  you  are  sorry  for  what  you  were  pleased  to  say,  let  us  think 
no  more  about  it.  But  touching  the  nmbrella , Mr.  Wolfe  — have 
yon  a mind  for  that  interesting  and  useful  relic  of  the  late  Lady 
Waddilove?” 

“Not  at  present,  I thank  you ,”  said  Wolfe , mildly:  “Icare 
little  for  the  inclemencies  of  the  heavens,  and  yon  may  find  many 
to  whom  your  proffered  defence  from  them  may  be  more  acceptable. 
But  tell  me  if  the  Mr.  Mordaunt  yon  mentioned  was  ever  residing 
in  town , and  in  very  indifferent  circumstances?” 

“Probably  he  was,”  said  the  cautious  Brown , who,  as  we 
before  said,  bad  been  bribed  into  silence,  and  who  now  grievously 
repented  that  passion  bad  betrayed  him  into  the  imprudence  of 
candour;  “but  I really  do  not  busy  myself  about  other  people’s 
affairs.  ‘ Brown ,'  said  the  late  Lady  Waddilove  to  me  — * Brown, 
you  are  a good  creature , and  never  talk  of  what  does  not  concern 
you.’  Those , Mr.  Wolfe , were  her  ladyship’s  own  words  I ” 
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“As  yoa  please,”  said  the  reformer,  who  did  not  want 
shrewdness,  and  saw  that  his  point  was  already  sufficiently  gained ; 
*‘as  you  please.  And  now,  to  change  the  subject , I suppose  we 
shall  have  your  attendance  at  the  meeting  at  W — to-morrow?” 
“Ay,”  replied  the  worthy  Brown ; “I  thought  it  likely  I should 
meet  many  of  my  old  customers  in  the  town  on  such  a busy  occa- 
sion ; so  I went  a little  out  of  my  way  home  to  London , in  order 
to  spend  a night  or  two  there.  Indeed,  I have  some  valuable 
articles  for  Mr.  Glumford,  the  magistrate,  who  will  be  in  atten- 
dance to-morrow.” 

“ They  say ,”  observed  Wolfe , “ that  the  magistrates , against 
all  law,  right,  and  custom,  will  dare  to  interfere  with,  and 
resist,  the  meeting.  Think  you  report  says  true?  ” 

“ Nay,”  returned  Brown,  prudently,  “ I cannot  exactly  pretend 
to  decide  the  question : all  I know  is  that  Squire  Glumford  said  to 
me,  at  his  own  bouse,  five  days  ago,  as  he  was  drawing  on  his 
boots  — ‘Brown,’  said  he,  ‘Brown,  mark  my  words,  we  shall 
do  for  those  rebellious  dogs ! ’ ” 

“Did  he  say  so?”  muttered  Wolfe  between  his  teeth.  “Oh, 
for  the  old  times , or  those  yet  to  come , when  our  answer  would 
have  been,  or  shall  be  — the  sword ! ” 

“And  you  know,”  pursued  Mr.  Brown , “ that  Lord  Ulswater 
and  his  regiment  are  in  the  town , and  have  even  made  great  pre- 
parations against  the  meeting  a week  ago.” 

“I  have  heard  this,”  said  Wolfe;  “but  I cannot  think  that 
any  body  of  armed  men  dare  interrupt  or  attack  a convocation  of 
peaceable  subjects,  met  solely  to  petition  parliament  against  famine 
for  themselves  and  slavery  for  their  children.” 

“Famine!”  quoth  Mr.  Brown.  “Indeed  it  is  very  true  — 
very!  — times  are  dreadfully  bad.  I can  scarcely  get  my  own 
living  — parliament  certainly  ought  to  do  something ; but  you  must 
forgive  me , Mr.  Wolfe : it  may  be  dangerous  to  talk  with  you  on 
these  matters;  and,  now  I think  of  it,  the  sooner  1 get  to  W — 
the  better  — good  morning  — a shower ’s  coming  on  — you  won’t 
have  the  umbrella , then  ? ” 

“They  dare  not,”  said  Wolfe  to  himself,  “no,  no,  — they 
dare  not  attack  us  — they  dare  not;”  and  clenching  his  fist  he 
J'ht  Ditowned.  28 
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pursued,  with  a quicker  step , and  a more  erect  mien,  his  solitarjf 
way. 

When  he  was  about  the  distance  of  three  miles  from  W — , 
he  was  overtaken  by  a middle  aged  man , of  a frank  air  and  a re- 
spectable appearance.  “Good  day,  Sir,”  said  he;  “we  seem  to 
be  journeying  the  same  way  — will  it  be  against  your  wishes  to  join 
company?” 

Wolfe  assented,  and  the  stranger  resumed: 

“I  suppose,  Sir,  you  intend  to  be  present  at  the  meeting  at 
W — to-morrow.  There  will  be  an  immense  concourse,  and 
the  entrance  of  a new  detachment  of  soldiers,  and  the  various  re- 
ports of  the  likelihood  of  their  interference  with  the  assembly, 
make  it  an  object  of  some  interest  and  anxiety  to  look  forward  to.” 

“True  — true,”  said  Wolfe,  slowly,  eyeing  his  new  acquain- 
tance with  a deliberate  and  scrutinizing  attention.  “It  will,  indeed, 
be  interesting  to  see  how  far  an  evil  and  hardy  government  will 
venture  to  encroach  upon  the  rights  of  the  people,  which  it  ruins 
while  it  pretends  to  rule.” 

“ Of  a truth,”  rejoined  the  other,  “ I rejoice  that  I am  no  poli- 
tician. I believe  my  spirit  is  as  free  as  any  cooped  in  the  narrow 
dungeon  of  earth's  clay  can  well  be;  yet  I confess  that  it  has  drawn 
none  of  its  liberty  from  book,  pamphlet,  speech,  or  newspaper, 
of  modern  times.” 

“ So  much  the  worse  for  you,  Sir,”  said  Wolfe,  sourly:  “the 
man  who  has  health  and  education  can  And  no  excuse  for  supineness 
or  indilTerence  to  that  form  of  legislation  by  which  bis  country 
decays  or  prospers.” 

“Why,”  said  the  other,  gaily,  “I  willingly  confess  myself  less 
of  a patriot  than  a philosopher;  and  as  long  as  I am  harmless,  I 
strive  very  little  to  be  useful,  in  a public  capacity;  in  a private  one, 
as  a father,  a husband,  and  a neighbour,  1 trust  1 am  not  utterly 
without  my  value.” 

“Pish!”  cried  Wolfe;  “let  no  man  who  forgets  his  public 
duties,  prate  of  his  private  merits.  I tell  you,  man,  that  he  who 
can  advance  by  a single  hair’s-breadth  the  happiness  or  the 
freedom  of  mankind  has  done  more  to  save  his  own  soul  than  if  he 
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had  paced  every  step  in  the  narrow  circle  of  his  domestic  life  with 
the  regularity  of  clock-work.” 

“You  may  be  right,”  quoth  the  stranger,  carelessly;  “bull 
look  on  things  in  the  mass,  and  perhaps  see  only  the  superficies, 
while  you,  I perceive  already,  are  a lover  of  the  abstract.  For  my 
part,  Harry  Fielding’s  two  definitions  seem  to  me  excellent.  ‘Pa- 
triot — a candidate  for  a place!’  ‘Politics  — the  art  of  getting 
such  a place!’  Perhaps,  Sir,  as  you  seem  a man  of  education, 
you  remember  the  words  of  our  great  novelist.” 

“No!”  answered  Wolfe,  a little  contemptuously — “I cannot 
say  that  1 burthen  my  memory  with  the  deleterious  witticisms  and 
shallow  remarks  of  writers  of  fancy.  It  has  been  a mighty  and 
spreading  evil  to  the  world,  that  the  vain  fictions  of  the  poets,  or 
the  exaggerations  of  novelists  have  been  hitherto  so  welcomed  and 
extolled.  Better  had  it  been  for  us  if  the  destruction  of  the  lettered 
wealth  at  Alexandria  had  included  all  the  lighter  works  which  have 
floated,  from  their  very  levity,  down  the  stream  of  time,  an 
example  and  a corruption  to  the  degraded  geniuses  of  later  days.” 
The  eyes  of  the  stranger  sparkled.  “Why,  you  outgoth  the 
Goth!”  exclaimed  he,  sharply.  “But  you  surely  preach  against 
what  you  have  not  studied.  Confess  that  you  are  but  slightly  ac- 
quainted with  Shakspeare,  and  Spenser,  and  noble  Dan  Chaucer. 
Ay,  if  you  knew  them  as  well  as  I do,  you  would,  like  me,  give 

To  lieni  faitli  and  full  credence, 

And  in  your  heart  have  hem  in  reverence.” 

“Pish!"  again  muttered  Wolfe;  and  then  rejoined  aloud,  “It 
grieves  me  to  see  time  so  wasted  , and  judgment  so  perverted , as 
yours  appear  to  have  been ; but  it  fills  nte  with  pity  and  surprise, 
as  well  as  grief,  to  find  that,  so  far  from  shame  at  the  effeminacy 
of  your  studies,  you  appear  to  glory  and  exult  in  them." 

“Slay  the  Lord  help  me,  and  lighten  thee,”  said  Cole  — for  it 
was  he.  “You  are  at  least  not  a novelty  in  human  wisdom,  what- 
ever you  may  be  in  character;  for  you  are  far  from  the  only  one 
proud  of  being  ignorant,  and  pitying  those  who  are  not  so.” 

Wolfe  darted  one  of  his  looks  offire  at  the  speaker,  who,  no- 
thing abashed,  met  the  glance  with  an  eye,  if  not  as  fiery,  at  least 
as  bold. 

28* 
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“I  see,”  said  the  republican,  “that  we  shall  not  agree  upon 
the  topics  you  have  started.  If  you  still  intrude  your  society  upon 
me,  you  will,  at  least,  choose  some  other  subject  of  conversation.” 

“ Pardon  me ,”  said  Cole , whose  very  studies , while  they  had 
excited , iu  their  self-defence,  his  momentary  warmth , made  him 
habitually  courteous  and  urbane  — ‘‘pardon  me  for  my  hastiness 
of  expression.  I own  myself  in  fault.”  And,  with  this  apology, 
our  ex-king  slid  into  the  new  topics  which  the  scenery  and  the 
weather  afforded  him. 

Wolfe,  bent  upon  the  object  of  his  present  mission,  made  some 
inquiries  respecting  Mordaunt;  and  though  Cole  only  shared  the 
uncertain  information  of  the  country  gossips,  as  to  the  past  history 
of  that  person,  yet  the  little  he  did  know  was  sufficient  to  confirm 
the  republican  in  his  belief  of  Algernon’s  identity ; while  the  ex- 
gipsy’s account  of  his  rank  and  reputation  in  the  country  made 
Wolfe  doubly  anxious  to  secure,  if  possible,  his  good  offices  and 
interference  on  behalf  of  the  meeting.  But  the  conversation  was 
not  always  restricted  to  neutral  and  indifferent  ground,  but,  ever 
and  anon,  wandered  into  various  allusions  or  opinions,  from  the 
one,  certain  to  beget  retort  or  controversy  in  the  other. 

Had  we  time , and  our  reader  patience , it  would  have  been  a 
rare  and  a fine  contrast  to  have  noted  more  at  large  the  differences 
of  thought  and  opinion  between  the  companions ; each  in  his  seve- 
ral way  so  ardent  for  liberty,  and  so  impatient  of  the  control  and 
customs  of  society;  each  so  enthusiastic  for  the  same  object,  yet 
so  coldly  contemptuous  to  the  enthusiasm  of  the  other.  The  one 
guided  only  by  his  poetical  and  erratic  tastes,  the  other  solely  by 
dreams,  seeming  to  the  world  no  less  baseless , yet,  to  his  own 
mind , bearing  the  name  of  stem  judgment  and  inflexible  truth. 
Both  men  of  active  and  adventurous  spirits,  to  whom  forms  were 
fetters,  and  ceremonies  odious;  yet,  deriving  fh>m  that  mutual 
similarity  only  pity  for  mutual  perversion , they  were  memorable 
instances  of  the  great  differences  congeniality  itself  will  occasion, 
and  of  the  never-ending  varieties  which  minds,  rather  under  the 
influence  of  imagination  than  judgment,  will  create. 

Nor  would  it  have  been  uninteresting,  had  we  dived  more 
deeply  into  the  several  educations  of  their  lives , to  have  unravelled 
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those  differCDces,  connected  those  similarities , and  traced  each  to 
the  circumstances,  minute  in  appearance,  yet  mighty  in  efTect,  by 
which  the  philanthropist  must  hope,  and  the  moralist  calculate, 
that  all  characters  have  hitherto  been  formed , and  shall  hereafter 
be  amended.  We  are  aware  that  our  jovial  iEgyptian  will  be  the 
greater  favourite  in  any  comparison  between  himself  and  the  re- 
publican ; yet  we  cannot  help  pausing  to  observe  that  whatever  the 
failings  of  the  latter,  he  had  been  guided  throughout  life  by  a prin- 
ciple which,  if  mistaken,  was  at  least,  inflexible;  while  the  other 
had  obeyed  only  an  alternate  impulse  and  indolence,  selfish  in 
their  cause,  though,  perhaps,  innocent  in  their  effect. 

I know  not , therefore , if  we  e nvy  our  lover  of  poetry  the  most, 
whether  we  ought  not,  even  in  onr  condemnation  of  his  errors,  to 
give  the  palm  of  respect  to  the  self-sacrificing,  if  self-deceiving, 
worshipper  of  truth. 


CHAPTER  LXXVII. 

Gratis  anhelaot,  mnlta  agendo , nibil  agens. 

PiiaedruB. 

Upon  entering  the  town,  the  streets  displayed  all  the  bustle 
and  excitement  which  the  approaching  meeting  was  eminently  cal- 
culated to  create  in  a place  ordinarily  quiescent  and  undisturbed; 
groups  of  men  were  scattered  in  different  parts,  conversing  with 
great  eagerness;  while  here  and  there , some  Demosthenes  of  the 
town,  impatient  of  the  coming  strife,  was  haranguing  his  little  knot 
of  admiring  friends,  and  preparing  his  oratorical  organs  by  petty 
skirmishing  for  the  grand  battle  of  the  morrow.  Mow  and  then  the 
eye  roved  upon  the  gaunt  forms  of  Lord  Ulswater’s  troopers,  as 
they  strolled  idly  along  the  streets,  in  pairs,  perfectly  uninterested 
by  the  great  event  which  set  all  the  more  peaceable  inmates  of  the 
town  in  a ferment,  and  returning,  with  a slighting  and  superci- 
lious glance,  the  angry  looks  and  muttered  anathemas  which,  ever 
and  anon,  the  hardier  spirits  of  the  petitioning  party  liberally 
bestowed  upon  them. 

As  Wolfe  and  his  comrade  entered  the  main-street,  the  former 
was  accosted  by  some  one  of  bis  compatriots,  who,  seizing  him 
by  the  arm , was  about  to  apprize  the  neighbouring  idlers , by  a 
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sadden  exclamation,  of  the  'welcome  entrance  of  the  eloqaent  and 
noted  republican.  But  Wolfe  perceived,  and  thwarted  his 
design. 

“Hush!"  said  he,  in  a low  voice;  “I  am  only  now  on  my  way 
to  an  old  friend,  who  seems  a man  of  influence  in  these  parts,  and 
may  he  of  avail  to  us  on  the  morrow;  keep  silence,  therefore, 
with  regard  to  my  coming  till  I return.  I would  not  have  my  errand 
interrupted.” 

“As  you  will,”  said  the  hrolher-spirit;  “but  who  have  you 
here  — a fellow  labourer?”  and  the  reformer  pointed  to  Cole, 
who,  with  and  expression  of  shrewd  humour,  blended  with  a sort 
of  philosophical  compassion , stood  at  a little  distance  wailing  for 
Wolfe,  and  eyeing  the  motley  groups  assembled  before  him. 

“No,”  answered  Wolfe;  “he  is  some  vain  and  idle  sower  of 
unprofitable  flowers;  a thing  who  loves  poetry,  and,  for  aught  I 
know,  writes  it;  but  that  reminds  me  that  I must  rid  myself  of  his 
company ; yet,  stay  — do  you  know  this  neighbourhood  sufficiently 
to  serve  me  as  a guide?” 

“Ay,”  quoth  the  other;  “I  was  bom  within  three  miles  of 
the  town.” 

“Indeed!”  rejoined  W'^olfe ; “then,  perhaps,  you  can  tell  me  if 
there  is  any  way  of  reaching  a place  called  3Iordaunt  Court,  without 
passing  through  the  more  public  and  crowded  thoroughfares  of  the 
town.” 

“To  be  sure,”  rejoined  the  brother-spirit;  “you  have  only  to 
turn  to  the  right  up  yon  hill,  and  you  will  in  an  instant  be  out  of 
the  purlieus  and  precincts  of  W — , and  on  your  shortest  road 
to  Alordaunt  Court;  but  surely  it  is  not  to  its  owner  that  you  arc 
bound?” 

“ And  why  not?”  said  Wolfe. 

“Because,”  replied  the  other,  “he  is  the  wealthiest,  the 
highest,  and,  as  report  says,  the  haughtiest  aristocrat  of  these 
parts.” 

“So  much  the  better,  then,”  said  Wolfe,  “can  he  aid  us  in 
obtaining  a quiet  hearing  to-morrow,  undisturbed  by  those  liveried 
varlels  of  hire,  who  arc  termed,  in  sooth,  Britain’s  defence! 
Afuch  better,  when  we  think  of  all  they  cost  us  to  pamper  and  to 
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clothe,  should  they  be  termed  Britain’s  min ; but,  farewell  for  the 
present;  we  shall  meet  to-night;  your  lodgings  — 

“Yonder,”  said  the  other,  pointing  to  a small  inn  opposite; 
tnd  Wolfe,  nodding  his  adieu,  returned  to  Cole,  whose  vivacious 
and  restless  nature  had  already  made  him  impatient  of  bis  com- 
panion’s delay. 

“I  must  take  my  leave  of  you  now,”  said  Wolfe,  “which  I do 
with  a hearty  exhortation  that  you  will  change  your  studies,  tit  only 
for  eifeminate  and  enslaved  minds.” 

“And  I return  the  exhortation,”  answered  Cole.  “Tour 
studies  seem  to  me  tenfold  more  crippling  than  mine:  mine  take 
all  this  earth’s  restraint  from  me,  and  yours  seem  only  to  remind 
you  that  all  earth  is  restraint:  mine  show  me  whatever  worlds  the 
fondest  fancy  could  desire;  yours  only  the  follies  and  chains  of 
this.  In  short,  while  ‘my  mind  to  me  a kingdom  is,’  yours 
seems  to  consider  the  whole  universe  itself  nothing  but  a great 
meeting  for  the  purpose  of  abusing  ministers  and  demanding 
reform ! ” 

Not  too  well  pleased  by  this  answer,  and  at  the  same  time 
indisposed  for  the  delay  of  further  reply,  Wolfe  contented  himself 
with  an  iron  sneer  of  disdain,  and,  turning  on  his  heel,  strode 
rapidly  away  in  the  direction  his  friend  had  indicated. 

Meanwhile,  Cole  followed  him  with  his  eye,  till  he  was  out  of 
sight,  and  then  muttered  to  himself  — “Never  was  there  a fitter 
addition  to  old  Barclay’s  * Ship  of  Fools ! ’ 1 should  not  wonder  if 
this  man’s  patriotism  leads  him  from  despising  the  legislature  into 
breaking  the  law ; and , faith , the  surest  way  to  the  gallows  is  less 
through  vice  than  discontent ; yet,  1 would  fain  hope  better  things 
for  him  — for,  metbinks , he  is  neither  a common  declaimer,  nor 
an  ordinary  man.” 

With  these  words  the  honest  Cole  turned  away,  and , strolling 
towards  the  Golden  Fleece , soon  found  himself  in  the  hospitable 
mansion  of  Mistress  and  Mister  Merrylack. 

W'biic  the  ex-king  was  taking  his  ease  at  his  inn , Wolfe  pro- 
ceeded to  Mordaunt  Court.  The  result  of  the  meeting  that  there 
ensued  was  a determination  on  the  part  of  Algernon  to  repair 
immediately  to  W — . 
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CHAPTER  LXXVllI. 

Tb«  commons  here  in  Kent  are  np  in  arms. 

Second  Part  of  Henry  FI. 

Whkn  Mordaunt  arrived  at  W — , be  found  that  the  provincial 
deities  (who  were  all  assembled  at  dinner  with  the  principal  inha- 
bitants of  the  town) , in  whose  hands  the  fate  of  the  meeting  was 
placed,  were  in  great  doubt  and  grievous  consternation.  He  came 
in  time,  Qrst  to  balance  the  votes,  and  ultimately  to  decide  them. 
Bis  mind,  prudent  and  acute,  when  tamed  to  worldly  affairs,  saw 
in  a glance  the  harmless,  though  noisy,  nature  of  the  meeting; 
and  he  felt  that  the  woi^t  course  the  government  or  the  county 
could  pursue  would  be  to  raise  into  importance,  by  violence,  what 
otherwise  would  meet  with  ridicule  from  most,  and  indifference 
from  the  rest. 

His  large  estates,  his  ancient  name,  his  high  reputation  for 
talent,  joined  to  that  manner,  half  eloquent  and  half  commanding, 
which  rarely  fails  of  effect  when  deliberation  only  requires  a straw 
on  either  side  to  become  decision  — all  these  rendered  bis  inter- 
ference of  immediate  avail;  and  it  was  settled  that  the  meeting 
should,  as  similar  assemblies  bad  done  before,  proceed  and  con- 
clude, undisturbed  by  the  higher  powers,  so  long  as  no  positive 
act  of  sedition  to  the  government  or  danger  to  the  town  was 
committed. 

Scarcely  was  this  arrangement  agreed  upon , before  Lord  Uls- 
water,  who  had  hitherto  been  absent,  entered  the  room  in  which 
the  magisterial  conclave  was  assembled.  Mr.  Glumford  (whom 
our  readers  will  possibly  remember  as  the  suitor  to  Isabel  St.  Leger, 
and  who  bad  at  first  opposed , and  then  reluctantly  subscribed  to, 
Mordaunt’s  interference)  bustled  up  to  him. 

“So,  so,  my  lord,”  said  be,  “ since  1 bad  the  honour  of  seeing 
your  lordship,  quite  a new  sort  of  trump  has  been  turned  up.” 

“ I do  not  comprehend  your  metaphorical  elegancies  of  speech, 
Mr.  Glumford,”  said  Lord  Ulswater. 

Mr.  Glumford  explained.  Lord  Ulswater’s  cheek  grew  scarlet, 
“So  Mr.  Mordaunt  has  effected  this  wise  alteration,”  said  be. 
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“Nobody  else,  mylord,  nobody  else;  andlamsare,  though 
your  lordship’s  estates  are  at  the  other  end  of  the  county,  yet  they 
are  much  larger  than  his;  and  since  your  lordship  has  a troop  at 
your  command,  and  that  sort  of  thing,  I^rouldnot,  if  I were  your 
lordship,  suffer  any  such  opposition  to  your  wishes.” 

Without  making  a reply  to  this  harangue.  Lord  Ulswater 
stalked  haughtily  up  to  Mordaunt , who  was  leaning  against  the 
wainscot,  and  conversing  with  those  around  him. 

“I  cannot  but  conceive,  Mr.  Mordaunt,”  said  he,  with  a 
formal  bow,  “that  I have  been  misinformed  in  the  intelligence  I 
have  just  received.” 

“Lord  Ulswater  will , perhaps , inform  me  to  what  intelligence 
he  alludes.” 

“That  Mr.  Mordaunt,  the  representative  of  one  of  the  noblest 
families  in  England,  has  given  the  encouragement  and  influence 
of  his  name  and  rank  to  the  designs  of  a seditious  and  turbulent 
mob.” 

Mordaunt  smiled  slightly,  as  he  replied  — “Tour  lordship 
rightly  believes  that  yon  are  misinformed.  It  is  precisely  because 
I would  not  have  the  mob  yon  speak  of  seditions  or  turbulent,  that 
I have  made  it  my  request  that  the  meeting  of  to-morrow  should  be 
suffered  to  pass  off  undisturbed.” 

“Then,  Sir,”  cried  Lord  Ulswater,  striking  the  table,  with  a 
violence  which  caused  three  reverend  potentates  of  the  province  to 
start  back  in  dismay,  “I  cannot  but  consider  such  interference  on 
your  part  to  the  last  degree  impolitic  and  uncalled  for:  these , Sir, 
are  times  of  great  danger  to  the  state,  and  in  which  it  is  indis- 
pensably requisite  to  support  and  strengthen  the  authority  of 
the  law.” 

“I  waive,  at  present,”  answered  Mordaunt,  “all  reply  to 
language  neither  courteous  nor  appropriate.  I doubt  not  but 
that  the  magistrates  will  decide  as  is  most  in  accordance  with 
the  spirit  of  that  law  which , in  this,  and  in  all  times,  should  be 
supported.” 

“ Sir,”  said  Lord  Ulswater,  losing  his  temper  more  and  more, 
as  he  observed  that  the  by-standers,  whombe  bad  been  accustomed 
to  awe,  all  visibly  inclined  to  the  opinion  of  Mordaunt,  “Sir,  if 
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your  name  has  been  Instrumental  in  producing  so  unfortunate  a 
determination  on  the  part  of  the  magistrates,  1 shall  hold  you 
responsible  to  the  government  for  those  results  which  ordinary 
prudence  may  calculate  upon.” 

“ When  Lord  Ulswalcr,”  said  Mordaunt,  sternly,  “has  learned 
what  is  due,  not  only  to  the  courtesies  of  society,  hut  to  those 
legitimate  authorities  of  his  country , who  (be  ventures  to  suppose) 
are  to  be  influenced  contrary  to  their  sense  of  duty,  by  any  indivi- 
dual, then  be  may,  perhaps,  find  leisure  to  make  himself  better 
acquainted  with  the  nature  of  those  laws  which  he  now  so  vehe- 
mently upholds.” 

“Mr.  Mordaunt,  you  will  consider  yourself  answerable  to  me 
for  those  words,”  said  Lord  Ulswater,  with  a tone  of  voice 
unnaturally  calm;  and  the  angry  flush  of  his  countenance  was 
supplanted  by  a livid  paleness. 

“At  all  times,  and  in  every  sense ,"  answered  Mordaunt;  and 
Lord  Ulswater,  turning  on  his  heel , left  the  room. 

As  he  repaired  homeward,  he  saw  one  of  his  soldiers  engaged 
in  a loud  and  angry  contest  with  a man,  in  the  plain  garb  of  a 
peaceful  citizen ; a third  person  standing  by,  appeared  ineffectually 
endeavouring  to  pacify  the  disputants.  A rigid  disciplinarian. 
Lord  Ulswater  allowed  not  even  party  feeling , roused  as  it  was , to 
conquer  professional  habits.  He  called  off  the  soldier,  and  the 
man  with  whom  the  latter  had  been  engaged  immediately  came  up 
to  Lord  Ulswater,  with  a step  as  haughty  as  his  own.  The  third 
person , who  had  attempted  the  peace-maker , followed  him. 

“I  presume.  Sir,”  said  be,  “that  you  are  an  officer  of  this 
man’s  regiment.” 

“I  am  the  commanding  officer.  Sir,”  said  Lord  Ulswater, 
very  little  relishing  the  air  and  tone  of  the  person  who  addressed 
him. 

“Then,”  answered  the  man  (who  was , indeed,  no  other  than 
Wolfe,  who,  having  returned  to  W — with  Mordaunt,  bad  already 
succeeded  in  embroiling  himself  in  a dispute)  — “then.  Sir,  I 
look  to  you  for  his  punishment,  and  my  redress;”  and  Wolfe 
proceeded,  in  his  own  exaggerated  language,  to  detail  a very 
reasonable  cause  of  complaint.  The  fact  was,  that  Wolfe,  meeting 
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one  of  his  compatriots,  and  conversing  with  him  somewhat  loudly, 
had  uttered  some  words  which  attracted  the  spleen  of  the  soldier, 
who  was  reeling  home,  very  comfortably  intoxicated;  and  the 
soldier  had,  most  assuredly,  indulged  in  a copious  abuse  of 
the  d — d rebel , who  could  not  walk  the  streets  without  chattering 
sedition. 

Wolfe’s  friend  confirmed  the  statement. 

The  trooper  attempted  to  justify  himself;  but  Lord  Ulswater 
saw  bis  intoxication  in  an  instant,  and,  secretly  vexed  that  the 
complaint  was  not  on  the  other  side,  ordered  the  soldier  to  his 
quarters,  with  a brief  but  sure  threat  of  punishment  on  the  morrow. 
Not  willing,  however,  to  part  with  the  “d  — d rebel,”  on  terms 
so  flattering  to  the  latter.  Lord  Ulswater,  turning  to  Wolfe,  with 
a severe  and  angry  air,  said  — 

“As  for  you,  fellow,  I believe  the  whole  fault  was  on  your 
side;  and  if  you  dare  again  give  vent  to  your  disaffected  ravings, 
I shall  have  you  sent  to  prison , to  tame  your  rank  blood  upon 
bread  and  water.  Begone,  and  think  yourself  fortunate  to  escape 
now ! ” 

The  Gerce  spirit  of  Wolfe  was  in  arms  on  the  instant  — and  his 
reply,  in  subjecting  him  to  Lord  Ulswater’s  threat,  might  at  least 
have  prevented  his  enlightening  the  public  on  the  morrow,  had  not 
his  friend,  a peaceable,  prudent  man,  seized  him  by  the  arm, 
and  whispered  — “What  are  you  about?  — Consider  for  what 
you  are  here  ^ — another  word  may  rob  the  assembly  of  your  pre- 
sence. A man  bent  on  a public  cause  must  not,  on  the  eve  of  its 
trial,  enlist  in  a private  quarrel.” 

“True,  my  friend,  true,”  said  Wolfe,  swallowing  his  rage, 
and  eyeing  Lord  Ulswater’s  retreating  Ggure  with  a menacing  look ; 
“but  the  time  may  yet  come  when  I shall  have  license  to  retaliate 
on  the  upstart.” 

“So  be  it,”  quoth  the  other  — “he  is  our  bitterest  enemy. 
You  know,  perhaps,  that  he  is  Lord  Ulswater,  of  the  — regiment? 
it  has  been  at  his  instigation  that  the  magistrates  proposed  to 
disturb  the  meeting.  He  has  been  known  publicly  to  say  that  all 
who  attended  the  assembly  ought  to  be  given  up  to  the  swords  of 
bis  troopers.” 
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“The  batcbering  dasUrd!  — to  dream  even  of  attacking 
unarmed  men;  but  enough  of  him  — I must  tarry  yet  in  the  street 
to  hear  what  success  our  intercessor  has  obtained.”  And  as  Wolfe 
passed  the  boose  in  which  the  magisterial  conclave  sat,  Mordaunt 
came  out  and  accosted  him. 

“Ton  have  sworn  to  me  that  your  pnrpose  is  peaceable said 
Mordaunt. 

“Unquestionably,”  answered  Wolfe. 

“And  you  will  pledge  yourself  that  no  disturbance,  that  can 
either  be  effected,  or  counteracted,  by  yourself  and  friends,  shall 
take  place?” 

“I  will.” 

“Enough!”  answered  Mordaunt.  “Remember,  that  if  you 
commit  the  least  act  that  can  be  thought  dangerous,  I may  not  be 
able  to  preserve  you  from  the  military.  As  it  is,  your  meeting  will 
be  unopposed.” 

Contrary  to  Lord  Ulswater's  prediction , the  meeting  went  off 
as  quietly  as  an  elderly  maiden’s  tea-party.  The  speakers , even 
Wolfe,  not  only  took  especial  pains  to  recommend  order  and  peace, 
but  avoided,  for  the  most  part,  all  inflammatory  enlargement  upon 
the  grievances  of  which  they  complained.  And  the  sage  foreboders 
of  evil,  who  bad  locked  op  their  silver  spoons,  and  shaken  their 
heads  very  wisely,  for  the  last  week,  bad  the  agreeable  mortifica- 
tion of  observing  rather  an  appearance  of  good  humour  upon  the 
countenances  of  the  multitude  than  that  ferocious  determination 
against  the  lives  and  limbs  of  the  weU-affected  which  they  bad  so 
sorrowfully  anticipated. 

As  Mordaunt  (who  had  been  present  during  the  whole  time  of 
the  meeting)  mounted  his  horse,  and  quitted  the  ground.  Lord 
Ulswater,  having  just  left  his  quarters,  where  be  had  been  all 
day  in  expectation  of  some  violent  act  of  the  orators  or  the  mob, 
demanding  his  military  services,  rode  up  to  Mordaunt. 

“After  what  has  passed  between  os,”  said  he,  with  unusual 
and  punctilious  ceremony  of  address,  “Mr.  Mordaunt  must  be 
aware  of  the  satisfaction  I am  necessitated  to  require.” 

“Lord  Ulswater,”  answered  Mordaunt,  “will  find  me  at  any 
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time  prepared  to  give , since  he  has  forestalled  me  In  demanding, 
the  satisfaction  to  which  he  refers.” 

“To-morrow,”  said  Lord  Ulswater,  “ I haTe  the  misfortune  to 
be  unavoidably  engaged.  The  next  day , if  it  suit  yon , punctually 
at  the  hour  of  two , I shall  be  at  the  column  in  the  wood  before  ns, 
only  attended  with  a friend.” 

“I  will  not  fail  you,  my  lord,”  answered  Mordannt;  and  with 
this  comfortable  arrangement,  so  agreeably  concluded.  Lord 
Ulswater  once  more  bowed  to  his  horse’s  mane,  and  withdrew. 

It  so  happened  that  Wolfe,  wishing  to  speak  to  Mordaunt,  had 
followed  him  from  the  ground , and  over-heard  Lord  Ulswater’s 
last  speech.  In  his  design  of  addressing  Mordaunt,  Wolfe  was, 
however,  frustrated ; for  Algernon,  immediately  on  the  conclusion 
of  Lord  Ulswater’s  errand,  set  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  not  observing 
the  republican , was  speedily  out  of  sight. 

“Well,  well,"  muttered  Wolfe,  “I  know  not  why  I should 
grieve  at  this  — yet  I do ; they  are  both  aristocrats , and  foes  to  the 
happiness  of  the  multitude.  Of  what  greater  avail,  therefore,  are 
the  private  virtues  of  the  one  than  the  arrogance  and  insolence  of 
the  other?  No,  no;  let  them  both  perish  — let  their  own  vitiated 
rules  of  honour  become  their  own  punishment  and  doom;  and  yet 
Mordaunt  — his  generosity,  his  talent,  his—.  Pish!  what  are 
these  to  os?”  And  the  stem  Wolfe  steeled  his  heart,  and, 
plunging  once  more  into  the  crowd,  soon  lost  among  his  com- 
patriots all  recollection  of  the  scene  he  had  witnessed. 

But  Fate  was  surely,  though  daik.Iy,  working  out  her  own 
end , and  neither  her  tool  nor  her  victim  dreamt  yet  of  the  method 
or  the  hour. 


CHAPTER  LXXIX. 

Jam  te  premet  nox,  faWlaeque  Manea 
Et  domaa  exilia  Plutonia. 

Her. 

Thf.  morning  was  dull  and  heavy,  as  Lord  Ulswater  mounted 
his  horse,  and,  unattended,  took  his  way  towards  Westborough 
Park.  His  manner  was  unusually  thoughtful  and  absent;  perhaps 
two  affairs  upon  his  hands , either  of  which  seemed  likely  to  end  in 
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bloodshed,  were  saflicient  to  bring  renection  even  to  (he  mind  of 
a cavalry  officer. 

He  had  scarcely  got  out  of  the  town  before  he  was  overtaken  by 
our  worthy  friend , Mr.Glumford.  As  he  had  been  a firm  ally  of 
Lord  Uiswater  in  the  contest  respecting  the  meeting , so , when  be 
joined  and  saluted  that  nobleman,  Lord  Uiswater,  mindful  of  past 
services , returned  his  greeting  with  an  air  rather  of  condescension 
than  hauteur.  To  say  truth,  his  lordship  was  never  very  fond  of 
utter  loneliness,  and  the  respectful  bearing  ofGlumford,  joined 
to  that  mutual  congeniality  which  sympathy  in  political  views  always 
occasions,  made  him  more  pleased  with  the  society  than  shocked 
with  the  intrusion  of  the  squire;  so  that  when  Glumford  said,  “If 
your  lordship’s  way  lies  along  this  road  for  the  next  five  or  six  miles, 
perhaps  your  lordship  will  allow  me  the  honour  of  accompanying 
you,”  Lord  Uiswater  graciously  signified  bis  consent  to  the  pro- 
posal, and  carelessly  mentioning  that  he  was  going  toWestborough 
Park,  slid  into  that  conversation  with  his  new  companion  which 
the  meeting  and  its  actors  afforded. 

Turn  we  for  an  instant  to  Clarence.  At  the  appointed  hour  he 
had  arrived  at  Westhorough  Park,  and,  bidding  his  companion, 
the  trusty  Wardour,  remain  witfiin  the  chaise  which  had  conveyed 
them,  he  was  ushered  with  a trembling  heart,  but  a mien  erect 
and  self-composed , into  Lady  Westborough’s  presence ; the  mar- 
chioness was  alone. 

“I  am  sensible.  Sir,”  said  she,  with  a little  embarassment, 
"that  it  is  not  exactly  becoming  to  my  station  and  circumstances  to 
suffer  a meeting  of  the  present  nature  between  Lord  Uiswater  and 
yourself  to  be  held  within  this  house;  but  I could  not  resist  the 
request  of  Lord  Uiswater,  conscious,  from  his  character,  that  it 
could  contain  nothing  detrimental  to  the  — to  the  consideration  and 
delicacy  due  to  Lady  Flora  Ardenne.” 

Clarence  bowed.  “So  far  as  I am  concerned,”  said  he,  “I 
feel  confident  that  Lady  Westhorough  will  not  repent  of  her  con- 
descension.” 

There  was  a pause. 

“It  is  singular,”  said  Lady  Westhorough,  looking  to  the 
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French  clock  upon  on  opposite  table,  “that  Lord  Ulswater  is  not 
yet  arrived. " 

“It  is,"  said  Clarence,  scarcely  conscious  of  his  words,  and 
wondering  whether  Lady  Flora  would  deign  to  appear. 

Another  pause.  Lady  Westborough  felt  the  awkwardness  of 
her  situation. 

Clarence  made  an  effort  to  recover  himself. 

“I  do  not  see,”  said  he,  “the  necessity  of  delaying  the  ex- 
planation I have  to  offer  to  your  ladyship  till  my  Lord  Ulswaler  deems 
it  suitable  to  him  to  appear.  Allow  me  at  once  to  enter  upon  a 
history , told  in  few  words , and  easily  proved.” 

“Stay,”  said  Lady  Westborough,  struggling  with  her  curio- 
sity; “it  is  due  to  one  who  has  stood  in  so  peculiar  a situation  in 
our  family  to  wait  yet  a little  longer  for  his  coming.  We  will,  there- 
fore, till  the  hour  is  completed , postpone  the  object  of  our  meet- 
ing.” 

Clarence  again  bowed , and  was  silent.  Another  and  a longer 
pause  ensued ; it  was  broken  by  the  sound  of  the  clock  striking  — 
the  hour  was  completed. 

“Now,”  began  Clarence  — when  he  was  interrupted  by  a 
sudden  and  violent  commotion  in  the  hall.  Above  all,  was  heard 
a loud  and  piercing  cry,  in  which  Clarence  recognised  the  voice  of 
the  old  steward.  He  rose  abruptly,  and  stood  motionless  and 
aghast;  his  eyes  met  those  of  Lady  Westborough,  who,  pale  and 
agitated,  lost,  for  the  moment,  all  her  habitual  self-command. 
The  sound  increased:  Clarence  rushed  from  the  room  into  the  hall; 
the  open  door  of  the  apartment  revealed  to  Lady  Westborough , as 
to  him,  a sight  which  allowed  her  no  farther  time  for  hesitation. 
She  hurried  after  Clarence  into  the  hall,  gave  one  look,  uttered 
one  shriek  of  horror,  and  fainted. 


CHAPTER  LXXX. 

Iden.  — Blit  thnii  wilt  brave  me  in  tliese  laurjr  term*. 

Vude.  — Brave  thee!  ay,  by  the  heat  blood  that  ever  wag 
broached,  and  beard  thee  too. 

Shakapeare. 

“You  see,  my  lord,”  said  Mr.  Glumford , to  Lord  Ulswater, 
as  they  rode  slowly  on,  “that  as  long  as  those  rebellious  scoundrels 
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are  indulged  in  their  spoutings  and  meetings,  and  that  sort  of 
thing , that  — that  there  will  be  no  bearing  them.” 

“ Very  judiciously  remarked , Sir,”  replied  Lord  Ulswater.  “ I 
wish  all  gentlemen  of  birth  and  consideration  viewed  the  question 
in  the  same  calm , dispassionate , and  profound  light  that  you  do. 
Would  to  heaven  it  were  left  to  me  to  clear  the  country  of  those  mu- 
tinous and  dangerous  rascals  — I would  make  speedy  and  sure 
work  of  it.  ” 

“I  am  certain  you  would , my  lord  — lam  certain  you  would. 
It  is  a thousand  pities  that  pompous  fellow,  Mordaunt , interfered 
yesterday,  with  his  moderation,  and  policy,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing  — so  foolish,  you  know,  my  lord  — mere  theory,  and  ro- 
mance, and  that  sort  of  thing:  we  should  have  had  it  all  our  own 
way,  ifhehadnot.” 

Lord  Ulswater  played  with  his  riding  whip , but  did  not  reply, 
hlr.  Glumford  continued : 

“Pray,  my  lord,  did  your  lordship  see  what  an  ugly,  ill-dressed 
set  of  dogs  those  meetingers  were  — that  Wolfe,  above  all? 
Oh,  he ’s  a horrid  looking  fellow.  By-the-by , he  left  the  town  this 
very  morning ; I saw  him  take  leave  of  his  friends  in  the  street  just 
before  I set  out.  He  is  going  to  some  other  meeting  — on  foot, 
too.  Only  think  of  the  folly  of  talking  about  the  policy,  and  pru- 
dence, and  humanity,  and  that  sort  of  thing,  of  sparing  such  a 
pitiful  poor  fellow  as  that  ~ can’t  afford  a chaise , or  a coach  even 
— my  lord  — positively  can’t.  ” 

“ Yon  see  the  matter  exactly  in  its  true  light,  Mr.  Glumford , ” 
said  his  lordship , patting  his  fine  horse,  which  was  somewhat  im- 
patient of  the  slow  pace  of  his  equine  companion. 

“ A very  beautiful  animal  of  your  lordship’s,”  said  Mr.  Glum- 
ford, spurring  his  own  horse  — a heavy,  dull  quadruped,  with 
an  ohslinate  ill-set  tail , a low  shoulder,  and  a roman  nose.  “ I am 
very  partial  to  horses  myself,  and  love  a fine  horse  as  well  as  any- 
body.” 

Lord  Ulswater  cast  a glance  at  his  companion’s  steed ; and  see- 
ing nothing  in  its  qualities  to  justify  this  assertion  of  attachment  to 
the  fine  horses , was  silent.  Lord  Ulswater  never  flattered  even  his 
mistress,  much  less  Mr.  Glumford. 
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“I  will  tell  you,  my  lord,”  continued  Mr.  Glumford,  “what 
a bargain  this  horse  was ; ” and  tlie  squire  proceeded , much  to 
Lord  L'Iswater’s  discontent,  to  detail  the  history  of  his  craft  in 
making  the  said  bargain. 

The  riders  were  now  entering  a part  of  the  road,  a little  more 
than  two  miles  from  Westborough  Park,  in  which  the  features  of 
the  neighbouring  country  took  a bolder  and  ruder  aspect  than  tliey 
had  hitherto  worn.  On  one  side  of  the  road  the  view  opened  upon 
a descent  of  considerable  depth , and  the  dull  sun  looked  drearily 
over  a valley  in  which  large  fallow  fields,  a distant  and  solitary 
spire,  and  a few  stinted  and  withering  trees,  formed  the  chief 
characteristics.  On  the  other  side  of  the  road  a narrow  foot-path 
was  separated  from  the  high-way  by  occasional  posts ; and  on  this 
path  Lord  Ulswater  — (how  the  minute  and  daily  occurrences  of 
life  show  the  grand  penading  principles  of  character)  — was,  at 
the  time  we  refer  to,  riding,  in  preference  to  the  established  tho- 
roughfare for  equestrian  and  aurigal  travellers.  The  side  of  this 
path  farthest  from  the  road  was  bordered  by  a steep  declivity  of 
stony  and  gravelly  earth,  which  almost  deserved  the  dignified  ap- 
pellation of  a precipice;  and  it  was  with  no  small  exertion  of  dex- 
trous horsemanship  that  Lord  Ulswater  kept  his  spirited  and  sus- 
ceptible steed  upon  the  narrow  and  somewhat  perilous  path , in 
spite  of  its  frequent  starts  at  the  rugged  descent  below. 

“I  think,  my  lord,  if  I may  venture  to  say  so,”  said  Mr.  Glum- 
ford , having  just  finished  the  narration  of  his  bargain , “ that  it 
would  be  better  for  you  to  take  the  high  road  just  at  present;  for 
the  descent  from  the  foot-path  is  steep  and  abrupt,  and  deuced 
crumbling;  so  that  if  your  lordship’s  horse  shied  or  took  a wrong 
step,  it  might  be  attended  with  unpleasant  consequences  — a fall, 
or  that  sort  of  thing.” 

“You  are  very  good.  Sir,”  said  Lord  Ulswater,  who,  like 
most  proud  people,  conceived  advice  an  insult;  “but  I imagine 
myself  capable  of  guiding  my  horse,  at  least  upon  a road  so  excel- 
lent as  this. " 

“Certainly,  my  lord,  certainly;  I beg  your  pardon:  but  — 
bless  me,  who  is  that  tall  fellow  in  black,  talking  to  himself 
yonder,  my  lord?  The  turn  of  the  road  hides  him  from  you  just 
Tht  Uimwned.  29 
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at  present;  bnt  I see  him  well.  Ha-ha ! what  gestures  he  uses ! 
I dare  say  he  is  one  of  the  petitioners,  and  — yes,  my  lord,  by 
Jupiter,  it  is  Wolfe  himself!  You  had  better  (excuse me,  my 
lord)  come  down  from  the  foot-path  — it  is  not  wide  enough  for 
two  people — and  Wolfe,  I dare  say,  a d — d rascal,  would  not 
get  out  of  the  way  for  the  devil  himself!  He ’s  a nasty,  black, 
fierce-looking  fellow;  I would  not  for  something  meet  him  in  a dark 
night,  or  that  sort  of  thing!  ” 

“I  do  not  exactly  understand,  Mr.  Glumford,”  retumedLord 
Ulswater,  with  a supercilious  glance  at  that  gentleman,  “what 
peculiarities  of  temper  you  are  pleased  to  impute  to  me , or  from 
what  you  deduce  the  supposition  that  I shall  move  out  of  my  way  for 
a person  like  Mr.  Woolt,  or  Wolfe,  or  whatever  be  his  proper 
appellation.” 

“1  beg  your  pardon,  my  lord,  I am  sure,”  answered  Glum- 
ford. “of  course  your  lordship  knows  best,  and  if  the  rogue  is 
impertinent,  why  I ’m  a magistrate,  and  will  commit  him;  though, 
to  be  sure,”  continued  our  righteous  Daniel , in  a lower  key,  “he 
has  a right  to  walk  upon  the  foot-path  without  being  rode  over, 
or  that  sort  of  thing.” 

The  equestrians  were  now  very  near  Wolfe,  who  turning  hastily 
round,  perceived,  and  immediately  recognised  Lord  Ulswater. — 
“Ah-ha,”  muttered  he  to  himself,  “here  comes  the  insolent 
thirster  for  blood,  grudging  us,  seemingly,  even  the  meagre 
comfort  of  the  path  which  his  horse’s  hoofs  are  breaking  op  — yet, 
thank  Heaven,”  added  the  republican,  looking  with  a stern  satis- 
faction at  the  narrowness  of  the  footing,  “ be  cannot  very  well  pass 
me,  and  the  free  lion  does  not  move  out  of  his  way  for  such  servile 
though  pampered  and  dangerous  klne  as  those  to  which  this  crea- 
ture belongs.” 

Actuated  by  this  thought , Wolfe  almost  insensibly  moved 
entirely  into  the  middle  of  the  path , so  that  what  with  the  posts  on 
one  side,  and  the  abrupt  and  undefended  precipice,  ifwemayso 
call  it,  on  the  other,  it  was  quite  impossible  for  any  horseman  to 
pass  the  republican,  unless  over  his  body. 

Lord  Ulswater  marked  the  motion,  and  did  not  want  penetra- 
tion to  perceive  the  cause.  Glad  of  an  opportunity  to  wreak  some 
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portion  of  his  irritation  against  a member  of  a body  so  offensfre  to 
his  mind,  and  which  bad  the  day  before  obtained  a sort  of  triumph 
over  his  exertions  against  them ; and  rendered  obstinate  in  his  in- 
tention by  the  pique  be  bad  felt  at  Glumford’s  caution , Lord  UIs- 
water,  lightening  his  rein,  and  humming,  with  apparent  indif- 
ference, a popular  tune,  continued  his  progress  till  be  was  within 
a foot  of  the  republican.  Then , checking  his  horse  for  a moment, 
he  called,  in  a tone  of  quiet  arrogance,  to  Wolfe  to  withdraw  him- 
self on  one  side  till  he  had  passed. 

The  fierce  blood  of  the  reformer,  which  the  least  breath  of  op- 
pression sufficed  to  kindle , and  which  yet  boiled  with  the  remem- 
brance of  Lord  Ulswater’s  threat  to  him  two  nights  before,  was  on 
fire  at  this  command.  He  stopped  short,  and  turning  half  round, 
stood  erect  in  the  strength  and  power  of  his  singularly  tall  and  not 
ungraceful  form.  “Poor  and  proud  fool,"  said  he,  with  a voice 
of  the  most  biting  scorn , and  fixing  an  eye  eloquent  of  ire  and 
menaced  danger  upon  the  calmly  contemptnous  countenance  of 
the  patrician  — “Poor  and  proud  fool,  do  you  think  that  your 
privileges  have  already  reached  so  pleasant  a pitch  that  you  may 
ride  over  men  like  dust?  Off,  fool  — the  basest  peasant  in  Eng- 
land, degraded  as  he  is,  would  resist,  while  he  ridiculed  your 
arrogance." 

Without  deigning  any  reply.  Lord  Ulswater  spurred  bis  horse; 
the  spirited  animal  bounded  forward,  almost  on  the  very  person  of 
the  obstructor  of  the  path;  with  uncommon  agility  Wolfe  drew 
aside  from  the  danger,  seized,  with  a powerful  grasp,  the  bridle, 
and  abruptly  arresting  the  horse,  backed  it  fearfully  towards  the 
descent.  Incensed  beyond  all  presence  of  mind , the  fated 
nobleman,  raising  his  whip,  struck  violently  at  the  republican. 
The  latter,  as  he  felt  the  blow,  uttered  a single  shout  of  such  fero- 
city that  it  curdled  the  timorous  blood  of  Glumford,  and  with  a 
giant  and  iron  hand  he  backed  the  horse  several  paces  down  the 
precipice.  The  treacherous  earth  crumbled  beneath  the  weight, 
and  Lord  Ulswater,  spurring  his  steed  violently  at  the  same  instant 
that  Wolfe  so  sharply  and  strongly  curbed  it,  the  affrighted  animal 
reared  violently,  forced  therein  from  Wolfe,  stood  erect  for  a 
moment  of  horror  to  the  spectator,  and  then,  as  its  footing  and 
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balance  alike  failed  it , fell  backward , and  rolled  over  and  over  its 
unfortunate  and  helpless  rider. 

“Good  God!”  cried  Glutnford,  who  had  sat  quietly  upon  his 
dozing  horse,  watching  the  result  of  the  dispute  — “what  have 
you  done?  you  have  killed  his  lordship  — positively  killed  him  — 
and  his  horse,  too,  1 dare  say.  You  shall  be  hanged  for  this.  Sir, 
as  sure  as  I am  a magistrate  and  that  sort  of  thing.” 

Unheeding  this  denunciation,  Wolfe  had  made  to  the  spot 
where  rider  and  horse  lay  blent  together  at  the  foot  of  the  descent; 
and,  assisting  the  latter  to  rise,  bent  down  to  examine  the  real 
effect  of  his  violence.  “Methinks,”  said  he,  as  he  looked  upon 
the  hueless,  but  still  defying,  features  of  the  horseman  — “me- 
thinks I have  seen  that  face  years  before  — but  where?  perhaps 
my  dreams  have  foretold  me  this.” 

Lord  Ulswater  was  utterly  senseless ; and  as  Wolfe  raised  him, 
he  perceived  the  right  side  of  the  head  was  covered  with  blood, 
and  that  one  arm  seemed  crushed  and  broken.  Meanwhile  a car- 
riage had  appeared  — was  hailed  by  Glumford  — stopped ; and, 
on  being  informed  of  the  circumstances,  and  the  rank  of  the  suf- 
ferer, the  traveller,  a single  gentleman,  descended,  assisted  to 
raise  the  unhappy  nobleman  — placed  him  in  the  carriage,  and, 
obeying  Glumford’s  instructions , proceeded  slowly  to  West- 
borough  Park. 

“ But  the  ruffian  — the  rebel  — the  murderer ! ” said  Mr. 
Glumford,  both  querulously  and  inquiringly,  looking  towards 
Wolfe,  who,  without  having  attempted  to  assist  his  victim,  stood 
aloof,  with  arms  folded , and  an  expression  of  sated  ferocity  upon 
his  speaking  features. 

“Oh!  as  to  him,”  quoth  the  traveller,  stepping  into  his  car- 
riage, in  order  to  support  the  mangled  man  — “you.  Sir,  and 
my  valet  can  bring  him  along  with  you , or  take  him  to  the  next 
town,  or  do,  in  short,  with  him  just  as  you  please,  only  be  sure 
he  does  not  escape  — drive  on,  post-boy,  very  gently.”  And 
poor  Mr.  Glumford  found  the  muscular  ffirm  of  the  stern  Wolfe 
consigned  to  the  sole  care  of  himself  and  a very  diminutive  man  in 
pea-green  silk  stockings , who , however  excellently  well  he  might 
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perform  the  office  of  valet,  was  certainly  by  no  means  calculated  in 
physical  powers  for  the  detention  of  a criminal. 

Wolfe  saved  the  pair  a world  of  trouble  and  anxiety. 

“Sir,”  said  he,  gravely  turning  to  Glum  ford,  “you  beheld 
the  affray,  and,  whatever  its  consequences,  will  do  me  the  com- 
mon justice  of  witnessing  as  to  the  fact  of  the  first  aggressor:  it 
will,  however,  be  satisfactory  to  both  of  us  to  seize  the  earliest 
opportunity  of  putting  the  matter  upon  a legal  footing , and  I shall, 
therefore,  return  to  W — , to  which  town  you  will  doubtless  ac- 
company me.” 

“With  all  my  heart!”  cried  Mr.  Glumford,  feeling  as  if  a 
mountain  of  responsibility  were  taken  from  his  breast.  “And I 
wish  to  God  you  may  be  transported  instead  of  hanged ! ” 

CHAPTER  LXXXI. 

But  gasping  heaved  the  breath  that  Lara  drew, 

And  dull  the  film  along  his  dim  eye  grew. 

Byron. 

Tiik  light  broke  partially  through  the  half-closed  shutters  of 
the  room  in  which  Lord  Ulswater  — who,  awakened  to  sense  and 
pain  by  the  motion  of  the  carriage , had  now  relapsed  into  insensi- 
bility — lay.  By  the  side  of  the  sofa  on  which  he  w'as  laid , knelt 
Clarence,  bathing  one  hand  with  tears  violent  and  fast;  on  the  op- 
posite side  leant  over,  with  bald  front , and  an  expression  of 
mingled  fear  and  sorrow  upon  bis  intent  countenance,  the  old 
steward;  while,  at  a little  distance,  Lord  Westborougb,  who  had 
been  wheeled  into  the  room,  sat  mute  in  his  chair,  aghast  with 
bewilderment  and  horror,  and  counting  every  moment  to  the  arri- 
val of  the  surgeon,  who  had  been  sent  for.  The  stranger  to  whom 
the  carriage  belonged  stood  by  the  window,  detailing,  in  a low 
voice,  to  the  chaplain  of  the  house,  what  particulars  of  the  occur- 
rence he  was  acquainted  with , while  the  youngest  scion  of  the 
family,  a boy  of  about  ten  years,  and  who,  in  the  general  confu- 
sion , had  thrust  himself  unnoticed  into  the  room , stood  close  to 
the  pair,  with  open  mouth  and  thirsting  ears,  and  a face  on  which 
childish  interest  at  a fearful  tale  was  strongly  blent  with  the  more 

absorbed  feeling  of  terror  at  the  truth. 
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Slowly  Lord  Ulswater  opened  his  eyes  — they  rested  upon 
Clarence. 

“My brother — my  brother!”  cried  Clarence,  In  a voice  of 
powerful  anguish  — “is  it  thus  — thus  that  you  have  come  hither 
■ to  — ” He  stopped  in  the  gushing  fulness  of  his  heart.  Extri- 
cating from  Clarence  the  only  hand  he  was  able  to  use , Lord  Uls- 
water raised  it  to  his  brow,  as  if  in  the  effort  to  clear  remembrance ; 
and  then,  turning  to  Wardour,  seemed  to  ask  the  truth  of  Claren- 
ce’s claim  — at  least  so  the  old  man  interpreted  the  meaning  of  his 
eye,  and  the  faint  and  scarce  intelligible  words  which  broke  from 
his  lips. 

“It  is  — it  is,  my  honoured  lord,”  cried  he,  struggling  with 
his  emotion  — “it  is  your  brother — your  lost  brother,  Clinton 
L’Estrange.”  And  as  he  said  these  words,  Clarence  felt  the  damp 
chill  hand  of  his  brother  press  his  own,  and  knew  by  that  pressure 
and  the  smile  — kind,  though  brief  from  exceeding  pain  — with 
which  the  ill-fated  nobleman  looked  upon  him,  that  the  claim 
long  unknown  was  at  last  acknowledged , and  the  ties  long  broken 
united,  though  in  death. 

The  surgeon  arrived  — the  room  was  cleared  of  all  but  Clarence 
— the  first  examination  was  sufficient.  Unaware  of  Clarence’s 
close  relationship  to  the  sufferer,  the  surgeon  took  him  aside  — 
“A  very  painful  operation,”  said  he,  “ might  be  performed , but 
it  would  only  torture,  in  vain,  the  last  moments  of  the  patient;  no 
human  skill  can  save , or  even  protract,  his  life.” 

The  doomed  man  who,  though  in  great  pain,  was  still  sensible, 
stirred.  His  brother  flew  towards  him.  “Flora,”  he  murmured, 
in  a (one  so  low,  that  nothing  but  the  acute  and  strained  nerves  of 
his  listener  could  have  distinguished  its  meaning — “let  me  see 
her,  I implore.” 

Curbing,  as  much  as  he  was  able , his  emotion,  and  conquer- 
ing his  reluctance  to  leave  the  sufferer  even  for  a moment,  Clarence 
flew  in  search  of  Lady  Flora.  He  found  her:  in  rapid  and  hasty 
words,  he  signified  the  wish  of  the  dying  man,  and  hurried  her, 
confused,  trembling,  and  scarce  conscious  of  the  melancholy 
scene  she  was  about  to  witness , to  the  side  of  her  affianced  bride- 
groom. 
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I have  been  by  the  death  - beds  of  many  men , and  I have  noted 
that  shortly  before  death , as  the  frame  grows  weaker  and  weaker, 
the  Oerccr  passions  yield  to  those  feelings  better  harmonizing  with 
the  awfulness  of  the  hour.  Thoughts  soft  and  tender,  which 
seemed  little  to  belong  to  the  character  in  the  health  and  vigour  of 
former  years,  obtain  then  an  empire,  brief,  indeed,  but  utter  for 
the  time  they  last  — and  this  is  the  more  impressive,  because  (as 
ia  the  present  instance  I shall  have  occasion  to  portray)  in  the  mo- 
ments which  succeed  and  make  the  very  latest  of  life,  the  ruling 
passion,  suppressed  for  an  interval  by  such  gentler  feelings,  again 
returns  to  take  its  final  triumph  over  that  frail  clay,  which,  through 
esiitence,  it  has  swayed,  agitated  and  moulded  like  wax  unto 
its  vill. 

When  Lord  Ulswater  saw  Flora  approach  and  bend  weepingly 
over  him , a momentary  softness  broke  over  a face  on  which  was 
rapidly  gathering  a sterner  pride  than  even  that  which  it  had  worn 
in  life.  Taking  her  hand,  he  extended  it  towards  Clarence;  and, 
turning  to  the  latter,  faltered  out  — “Let  this  — my  — brother  — 
atone  — for  — apparently  unable  to  finish  the  sentence,  he 
then  relaxed  his  hold  and  sunk  upon  the  pillow:  and  so  still,  so 
apparently  breathless,  did  he  remain  for  several  minutes,  that 
they  thought  the  latest  agony  was  over. 

As , yielding  to  this  impression , Clarence  was  about  to  with- 
draw the  scarce  conscious  Flora  from  the  chamber,  words,  less 
tremulous  and  indistinct  than  aught  which  he  had  yet  uttered, 
broke  from  Lord  Ulswaler’s  lips.  Clarence  hastened  to  him ; and, 
bending  over  his  countenance,  saw  that,  even  through  the  rapid 
changes  and  shades  of  death,  it  darkened  with  the  peculiar  charac- 
teristics of  the  unreleased  soul  within:  — the  brow  was  knit  into 
more  than  its  wonted  sternness  and  pride;  and  in  the  eye,  which 
glared  upon  the  opposite  wall , the  light  of  the  waning  life  broke 
into  a momentary  blaze  — that  flash,  so  rapid  and  evanescent, 
before  the  air  drinks  in  the  last  spark  of  the  being  it  has  animated, 
and  night  — the  starless  and  eternal  — falls  over  the  extinguished 
lamp!  The  hand  of  the  right  arm  (which  was  that  nnshattcred  by 
the  fall)  was  clenched  and  raised;  but,  when  the  words  which 
came  upon  Clarence’s  ear  had  ceased , it  fell  heavily  by  his  side. 
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like  a clod  of  that  clay  which  it  had  then  become.  In  those  words, 
it  seemed  as  if,  in  the  confused  delirium  of  passing  eiistence,  the 
brave  soldier  mingled  some  dim  and  bewildered  recollection  of 
former  battles,  with  that  of  his  last  most  fatal,  though  most 
ignoble  strife. 

‘‘Down,  down  with  them,”  be  muttered  between  bis  teeth, 
though  in  a tone  startlingly  deep  and  audible ; “down  with  them. 
No  quarter  to  the  infidels  — strike  for  England  and  Effingham. 
Ua!  — who  strives  for  flight  there?  kill  him  — no  mercy,  I sty 

— none ! — there  — there  — I have  despatched  him  — ha ! — ha  I 

— What,  still  alive  — off,  slave,  off!  — Oh,  slain  — slain  ia  a 
ditch , by  a base-bom  hind  — oh  — bitter  — bitter  — bitter  1 ” 
And  with  these  words,  of  which  the  last,  from  their  piercing  an- 
guish and  keen  despair,  made  a dread  contrast  with  the  fire  and 
defiance  of  the  first,  the  jaw  fell — the  flashing  and  fierce  eye 
glazed  and  set  — and  all  of  the  haughty  and  bold  patrician  which 
the  earth  retained  was  — dost! 

CHAPTER  LXXXII. 

II  n'evt  jamai*  permia  de  detiriorer  ane  ame  humaine  pour 
I'avantage  dcs  antrea,  ni  d«  faire  ua  acelerat  pour  le  aervice  dea 
bonnetea  geua. 

Rouaaeau. 

As  the  reader  approaches  the  termination  of  this  narrative,  and 
looks  back  upon  the  many  scenes  he  has  passed,  perhaps,  in  the 
mimic  representation  of  human  life,  he  may  find  no  unfaithful 
resemblance  to  the  true. 

As , amongst  the  crowd  of  characters  jostled  against  each  other 
in  their  course , some  drop  off  at  the  first , the  second , or  the  third 
st.age,  and  leave  a few  only  continuing  to  the  last,  while  Fate 
chooses  her  agents  and  survivors  among  those  whom  the  by- 
stander, perchance,  least  noticed  as  the  objects  of  her  selection 

— and  they  who,  haply,  seemed  to  him,  at  first,  among  the 
most  coilspicuous  as  characters,  sink,  some  abruptly,  some 
gradually,  into  actors  of  the  least  importance  in  events;  as  the 
reader  notes  the  same  passion , in  different  strata , producing  the 
most  opposite  qualities,  and  gathers  from  that  notice  some  estimate 
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of  the  vast  perplexity  in  the  code  of  morals , deemed  by  the  shallow 
so  plain  a science,  when  he  6nds  that  a similar  and  single  feeling 
will  produce  both  the  virtue  we  love  and  the  vice  we  detest,  the 
magnanimity  we  admire  and  the  meanness  we  despise;  as  the 
feeble  hands  of  the  author  force  into  contrast  ignorance  and  wis- 
dom, the  affectation  of  philosophy  and  its  true  essence,  coarseness 
and  refinement,  the  lowest  vulgarity  of  sentiment  with  an  exalta- 
tion of  feeling  approaching  to  morbidity,  the  reality  of  virtue  with 
the  counterfeit,  the  glory  of  the  Divinity  with  the  hideousness  of 
the  Idol,  sorrow  and  eager  joy,  marriage  and  death,  tears  and 
their  young  successors , smiles;  as  ail,  blent  together,  these  va- 
rieties of  life  form  a single  yet  many-coloured  web,  leaving  us  to 
doubt  whether,  in  fortune  the  bright  hue  or  the  dark  — in  charac- 
ter, the  base  material  or  the  rich,  predominate  — the  workman 
of  the  web  could  almost  reconcile  himself  to  bis  glaring  and  great 
deficiency  in  art,  by  the  fond  persuasion  that  he  has,  at  least  in 
his  choice  of  tint  and  texture,  caught  something  of  the  likeness  of 
Nature:  buthe  knows,  to  the  abasement  of  his  vanity,  that  these 
enumerated  particulars  of  resemblance  to  life,  are  common  to  all, 
even  to  the  most  unskilful  of  his  brethren;  and  it  is  not  the  mere 
act  of  copying  a true  original,  but  the  rare  circumstance  of  force 
and  accuracy  in  the  copy,  which  can  alone  constitute  a just  preten- 
sion to  merit,  or  flatter  the  artist  with  the  hope  of  a moderate 
success. 

The  news  of  Lord  Ulswater’s  untimely  death  soon  spread 
around  the  neighbourhood , and  reached  the  ears  of  Mordaunt  at 
the  very  hour  he  was  preparing  for  the  appointed  meeting  with  that 
ill-starred  nobleman.  Finding  himself  forestalled  by  a more 
deadly  and  a sorer  foe , Algernon  repaired  to  W — , to  gather  from 
Wolfe  some  less  exaggerated  account  of  the  affray  than  that  which 
the  many  tongues  of  Rumour  had  brought  to  him. 

It  was  no  difficult  matter  to  see  the  precise  share  of  blame  to  be 
attached  to  Wolfe;  and,  notwithstanding  the  biassed  account  of 
Glumford,  and  the  strong  spirit  of  party  then  existing  in  the 
country,  no  rational  man  could , for  a moment,  term  the  event  of 
a sudden  fray  a premeditated  murder,  or  the  violence  of  the  ag- 
grieved the  black  offence  of  a wilful  criminal.  Wolfe , therefore, 
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soon  obtained  a release  from  the  conbnenient  to  ^hich  he  had  been 
first  committed;  and,  with  a temper  made  still  more  exasperate 
than  before,  by  the  evident  disposition  of  his  auditors  to  have 
treated  him,  had  it  been  possible,  with  the  utmost  rigour,  here- 
turned  to  companions  well  calculated , by  their  converse  and  bent 
of  mind , to  inflame  the  fester  of  his  moral  constitution. 

It  happens,  generally,  that  men  very  vehement  in  any  parti- 
cular opinion  choose  their  friends,  not  for  a general  similarity 
of  character,  but  in  proportion  to  their  mutual  congeniality  of 
sentiment  upon  that  particular  opinion ; it  happens , also , that 
those  most  audibly  violent,  if  we  may  so  speak,  upon  any 
opinion , moral  or  political , are  rarely  the  wisest  or  the  purest 
of  their  party.  Those  with  whom  Wolfe  was  intimate  were  men 
who  shared  none  of  the  nobler  characteristics  of  the  republican ; 
still  less  did  they  participate,  or  even  comprehend,  the  en- 
lightened and  benevolent  views  for  which  the  wise  and  great  men 
of  that  sect  — a sect  to  which  all  philanthropy  is,  perhaps  too 
fondly,  inclined  to  lean  — have  been  so  conspicuously  eminent. 
On  the  contrary,  Wolfe’s  comrades,  without  education,  and 
consequently  without  principle,  had  been  driven  to  disaffec- 
tion , by  desperate  fortunes  and  ruined  reputations , acting  upon 
minds  polluted  by  the  ignorance,  and  hardened  among  the  dross 
of  the  populace.  But  the  worst  can,  by  constant  intercourse, 
corrupt  the  best;  and  the  barriers  of  good  and  evU,  often  confused 
in  Wolfe’s  mind  by  the  blindness  of  his  passions , seemed , as  his 
intercourse  with  these  lawless  and  ruffian  associates  thickened , to 
be  at  last  utterly  broken  down  and  swept  away. 

Unhappily  too  — soon  after  Wolfe’s  return  to  London  — the 
popular  irritation  showed  itself  in  mobs,  perhaps  rather  to  be 
termed  disorderly  than  seditious;  the  ministers,  however,  thought 
otherwise;  the  military  were  summoned , and,  in  dispersing  the 
mob,  much  injury,  resulting,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  from  accident, 
not  design,  ensued  to  many  of  the  persons  assembled.  Some 
were  severely  wounded  by  the  swords  of  the  soldiers  — others 
maimed  and  trampled  upon  by  the  horses,  which  shared  the  agi- 
tation or  irritability  of  their  riders ; and  a few , among  whom  were 
two  women , and  three  children , lost  their  lives.  Wolfe  had  been 
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one  of  the  crowd  — and  the  scene,  melancholy  as  it  really  was, 
and  appearing  to  his  temper  unredeemed  and  inexcusable  on  the 
part  of  the  soldiers  — left  on  his  mind  a deep  and  burning  impres- 
sion of  revenge.  Justice  (as  they  termed  it)  was  demanded  by 
strong  bodies  of  the  people  upon  the  soldiers;  but  the  administra- 
tion deeming  it  politic  rather  to  awe  than  to  conciliate,  advised  the 
sovereign,  so  far  from  censuring  the  military,  to  thank  them  for 
their  exertions. 

From  that  time,  Wolfe  appears  to  have  resolved  upon  the  exe- 
cution of  a design , which  he  bad  long  imperfectly  and  confusedly 
meditated. 

This  was  no  less  a crime  (and  to  him  did  conscientiously  seem 
no  less  a virtue) , than  to  seize  a favourable  opportunity  for  assas- 
sinating the  most  prominent  member  of  the  administration,  and 
the  one  who,  above  all  the  rest,  was  the  most  odious  to  the  dis- 
affected. It  must  be  urged,  in  extenuation  of  the  atrocity  of  this 
design,  that  a man  perpetually  brooding  over  one  scheme,  which 
to  him  has  become  the  very  sustenance  of  existence,  and  which 
scheme,  perpetually  frustrated,  grows  desperate  by  disappoint- 
ment, acquires  a heat  of  morbid  and  oblique  enthusiasm , which 
may  not  be  unreasonably  termed  insanity;  and  that,  at  the  very 
time  Wolfe  reconciled  it  to  his  conscience  to  commit  the  murder  of 
his  fellow-creature,  he  would  have  moved  out  of  his  path  for  a 
worm.  Assassination,  indeed,  seemed  to  him  justice;  and  the 
execution  of  a felon  the  glory  of  martyrdom. 

Thank  Heaven,  that  neither  Religion  nor  Liberty  is  to  be 
judged  by  the  occasional  madness  of  its  defenders.  The  hosts  of 
an  invading  and  impious  conqueror  may  be  under  a better  dis- 
cipline, and  commit  fewer  irregularities,  than  a patriot  army, 
heated  into  excess  by  the  very  holiness  of  the  cause  they  support. 
“ All  is  not  (says  Lord  Shaftesbury,  with  justice)  fucus , or  mere 
varnish;  nor  is  the  face  of  Truth  less  fair  for  all  the  counterfeit 
vizards  which  have  been  put  upon  her.” 
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CHAPTER  LXXXIII. 

And  thou  that,  silent  at  my  knee. 

Dost  lift  to  mine  thy  soft,  dark,  earnest  eyes. 

Filled  with  the  love  of  childhood,  which  1 see 

Pure  through  its  depths  — a thing  without  disguise: 

Thou  that  hast  breathed  in  slumber  on  my  breast. 

When  1 have  checked  its  throbs  to  give  thee  rest. 

Mine  own,  whose  young  thoughts  fresh  before  me  rise. 

Is  it  not  much  that  1 may  guide  thy  prayer. 

And  circle  thy  young  soul  with  free  and  healthful  air. 

He  mans. 

The  events  we  have  recorded , from  the  time  of  Clarence’s  visit 
to  Mordaunt  to  the  death  of  Lord  Ulswater,  took  place  within  little 
more  than  a week.  We  have  now  to  pass  in  silence  over  several 
weeks : and  as  it  was  the  commencement  of  autumn  when  we  in> 
troduced  Clarence  and  Mordaunt  to  our  reader,  so  it  is  the  lirst 
opening  of  winter  in  which  we  will  resume  the  thread  of  our 
narration. 

Mordaunt  had  removed  to  London;  and,  although  he  had  not 
yet  taken  any  share  in  public  business,  he  was  only  watching  the 
opportunity  to  commence  a career,  the  brilliancy  of  which,  those 
who  knew  aught  of  bis  mind,  began  already  to  foretell.  But  he 
mixedlittle,  ifatall,  with  the  gayer  occupants  of  the  world’s  pro- 
minent places.  Absorbed  alternately  in  his  studies  and  his  labours 
of  good,  the  halls  of  pleasure  were  seldom  visited  by  his  presence : 
and  they  who,  in  the  crowd,  knew  nothing  of  him  but  his  name, 
and  the  lofty  bearing  of  his  mien,  recoiled  from  the  coldness  of 
his  exterior,  and,  while  they  marvelled  at  bis  retirement  and  re- 
serve, saw  in  both  but  the  moroseness  of  the  student,  and  the 
gloom  of  the  misanthropist. 

But  the  nobleness  of  his  person  — the  antiquity  of  his 
birth  — bis  wealth  — his  unblemished  character,  and  the 
interest  thrown  over  his  name,  by  the  reputation  of  talent,  and 
the  unpenetrated  mystery  of  his  life,  all  powerfully  spoke  in 
his  favour  to  that  sex  who  judge  us  not  only  from  what  we  are 
to  others,  but  from  what  they  imagine  we  can  be  to  them. 
From  such  allurements,  however,  as  from  all  else,  the  mourner 
turned  only  the  more  deeply  to  cherish  the  memory  of  the  dead ; 
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and  It  \i’as  a touching  and  holy  sight  to  mark  the  mingled  excess  of 
melancholy  and  fondness  «ith  which  he  watched  over  that  treasure 
in  whose  young  beauty  and  guileless  heart,  his  departed  Isabel 
had  yet  left  the  resemblance  of  her  features  and  her  love.  There 
seemed  between  them  to  exist  even  a dearer  and  closer  tie  than  that 
of  daughter  and  sire;  for,  in  both,  the  objects  which  usually  di- 
vide the  affections  of  the  man  or  the  child,  had  but  a feeble  charm ; 
Isabel’s  mind  had  expanded  beyond  her  years,  and  Algernon’s 
had  outgrown  his  time ; so  that  neither  the  sports  natural  to  her 
age,  nor  the  ambition  ordinary  to  his,  were  sulficient  to  wean  or 
to  distract  the  clinging  and  the  unity  of  their  love.  When,  after 
absence , his  well  known  step  trod  lightly  in  the  hall , her  ear, 
which  had  listened,  and  longed,  and  thirsted  for  the  sound, 
taught  her  fairy  feet  to  be  the  Grst  to  welcome  his  return;  and 
when  the  slightest  breath  of  sickness  menaced  her  slender  frame, 
it  was  his  hand  that  smoothed  her  pillow,  and  his  smile  that 
cheered  away  her  pain;  and  when  she  sunk  into  sleep,  she  knew 
that  a father’s  heart  watched  over  her  through  the  long  bat  untiring 
night  — that  a father’s  eye  would  be  the  first  which , on  waking, 
she  would  meet. 

“Oh!  beautiful,  and  rare  as  beautiful,”  was  that  affection ; in 
tlie  parent  no  earthlier  or  harder  sternness  in  authority , nor  weak- 
ness in  doating,  nor  caprice  in  love  — in  the  child  no  fear  debasing 
reverence,  yet  no  familiarity  diminishing  respect.  But  Love,  whose 
pride  is  in  sening,  seemed  to  make  at  once  soft  and  hallowed  the 
oHlces  mutually  rendered  — and  Nature,  never  counteracted  in  her 
dictates,  wrought,  without  a visible  effort,  the  proper  channels 
into  which  those  offices  should  flow;  and  that  Charity,  which  not 
only  covers  sins,  but  lifts  the  veil  from  virtues,  whose  beauty 
might  otherwise  have  lain  concealed,  linked  them  closer  and  closer, 
and  threw  over  that  link  the  sanctity  of  itself.  For  it  was  Algernon’s 
sweetest  pleasure  to  make  her  young  hands  the  ministers  of  good 
to  others , and  to  drink , at  such  times , from  the  rich  glow  of  her 
angel  countenance,  the  purified  selfishness  of  his  reward.  And 
when  after  the  divine  joy  of  blessing,  which,  perhaps,  the 
youngest  taste  yet  more  vividly  than  their  sires,  she  threw  her  arms 
around  his  neck , and  tbanked  him  with  glad  tears  for  the  luxury  he 
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liad  bestowed  upon  her,  how  could  they , in  that  gushing  overflow 
of  heart,  help  loving  each  other  the  more,  or  feeling,  that  in  that 
love  there  was  something  which  justified  the  eiccss? 

Nor  have  we  drawn  with  too  exaggerating  a pencil,  nor,  though 
Isabel’s  mind  was  older  than  her  years,  extended  that  premature- 
ncss  to  her  heart.  For,  where  we  set  the  example  of  benevolence, 
and  see  that  the  example  is  in  nought  corrupted , the  milk  of  hu- 
man kindness  will  flow  not  the  least  readily  from  the  youngest 
' breast,  and  out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  will  come  the  wisdom  of 
ebarity  and  love ! 

Ever  since  Mordaunt’s  arrival  in  town,  he  had  sought  out 
Wolfe’s  abode,  for  the  purpose  of  ministering  to  the  poverty  under 
which  he  rightly  conjectured  that  the  republican  laboured.  But  the 
habitation  of  one,  needy,  distressed,  seldom  living  long  in  one 
place,  and  far  less  notorious  of  late  than  be  had  formerly  been,  was 
not  easy  to  discover;  nor  was  it  till  after  long  and  vain  search  that 
he  ascertained  the  retreat  of  his  singular  acquaintance.  The  day  in 
which  he  effected  this  object  we  shall  have  hereafter  occasion  to 
specify.  Meanwhile  we  return  to  Mr.  Crauford. 

CHAPTER  LXXXIV. 

Plot  no  thy  little  honr,  and  tkein  nn  (kein 
Weave  the  vain  meth,  in  which  thy  aubtle  soul 
Broods  on  its  venom!  Lo!  behind,  before. 

Around  thee,  like  an  armament  of  cloud. 

The  black  Fate  labouri  onward! 

Anon. 

Thr  dusk  of  a winter’s  evening  gathered  over  a room  in  Cran- 
ford’s house  in  town,  only  relieved  from  the  closing  darkness  by  an 
expiring  and  sullen  fire,  beside  which  Mr.  Bradley  sat,  with  his 
feet  upon  the  fender,  apparently  striving  to  coax  some  warmth  into 
the  icy  palms  of  his  spread  bunds.  Crauford  himself  was  walking 
up  and  down  the  room  with  a changeful  step,  and  ever  and  anon 
glancing  his  bright,  shrewd  eye  at  the  partner  of  his  fraud,  who, 
seemingly  unconscious  of  the  observation  he  underwent,  appeared 
to  occupy  his  attention  solely  with  the  difliculty  of  warming  his 
meagre  and  withered  frame. 
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“ Ar’n’t  you  very  cold  there,  Sir?”  said  Bradley,  after  a long 
pause,  and  pushing  himself  farther  into  the  verge  of  the  dying  em- 
bers — “may  I not  ring  for  some  more  coals?” 

“Hell  and  the  — : I beg  your  pardon , my  good  Bradley,  but 
you  vex  me  beyond  patience : how  can  you  think  of  such  trifles 
when  our  very  lives  are  in  so  imminent  a danger?” 

“ I beg  your  pardon,  my  honoured  benefactor,  they  are  indeed 
in  danger!” 

“Bradley,  we  have  but  one  hope  — fldelity  to  each  other.  If 
we  persist  in  the  same  story,  not  a tittle  can  be  brought  home  to 
us  — not  a tittle,  my  good  Bradley;  and  though  our  characters 
may  be  a little  touched , why,  what  is  a character?  Shall  we  eat 
less,  drink  less,  eujoyless,  when  we  have  lost  it?  Not  a whit. 
No,  my  friend,  we  will  go  abroad : leave  it  to  me  to  save  from  the 
WTeck  of  our  fortunes  enough  to  live  upon  like  princes.” 

“If  not  like  peers,  my  honoured  benefactor.” 

“’S  death!  — yes,  yes,  very  good  — he!  he!  he!  if  not 
peers.  Well,  all  happiness  is  in  the  senses , and  Richard  Cran- 
ford has  as  many  senses  as  Viscount  Innisdale;  bat  bad  we  been 
able  to  protract  inquiry  another  week,  Bradley,  why,  I would  have 
been  my  Lord , and  you  Sir  John.” 

“You  bear  your  losses  like  a hero.  Sir,”  said  Mr.  Bradley. 
“To  be  sore;  there  is  no  loss,  man,  but  life  — none;  let  us 
preserve  that  — and  it  will  be  our  own  fault  if  we  don’t  — and  the 
devil  take  all  the  rest.  But  bless  me,  it  grows  late,  and,  at  all 
events,  we  are  safe  for  some  hours;  the  inquiry  won’t  take  place 
till  twelve  to-morrow,  why  should  we  not  feast  till  twelve  to-night. 
Bing,  my  good  fellow,  dinner  must  be  nearly  ready.” 

“Why,  honoured  Sir,”  said  Bradley,  “ I want  to  go  home  to 
see  my  wife,  and  arrange  my  bouse.  \^o  knows  but  I may  sleep 
in  Newgate  to-morrow?” 

Cranford,  who  had  been  still  walking  to  and  fro,  stopped  ab- 
ruptly at  this  speech,  and  his  eye,  even  through  the  gloom , shot 
out  a livid  and  fierce  light,  before  which  the  timid  and  humble 
glance  of  Mr.  Bradley  quailed  in  an  instant. 

“Go  home!  — no,  my  friend,  no,  I can’t  part  with  you  to- 
night, no,  not  for  an  instant.  I have  many  lessons  to  give  yon. 
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How  are  we  to  learn  our  parts  for  to-morrow,  if  we  don’t  rehearse 
them  beforehand?  Do  you  not  know  that  a single  blunder  may  turn 
what  I hope  will  be  a farce,  into  a tragedy?  Go  home!  — pooh, 
pooh  — why,  man,  1 have  not  seen  my  wife,  nor  put  my  house 
to  rights,  and  if  you  do  but  listen  to  me,  I tell  you  again  and  again 
that  not  a hair  of  our  heads  can  be  touched.” 

You  know  best,  honoured  Sir;  1 bow  to  your  decision.” 

“Bravo,  honest  Brad!  and  now  for  dinner.  I have  the  most 
glorious  champagne  that  ever  danced  in  foam  to  your  lip.  No 
counsellor  like  the  bottle , believe  me ! ” 

And  the  servant  entering  to  announce  dinner,  Crauford  took 
Bradley’s  arm , and  leaning  affectionately  upon  it,  passed  through 
an  obsequious  and  liveried  row  of  domestics  to  a room  blazing  with 
light  and  plate.  A noble  ^re  was  the  first  thing  which  revived 
Bradley’s  spirit,  and,  as  he  spread  his  hands  over  it  before  he  sat 
down  to  the  table,  he  surveyed,  with  a gleam  of  gladness  upon  his 
thin  cheeks,  four  vases  of  glittering  metal  formerly  the  boast  of  a 
king,  in  which  were  immersed  the  sparkling  genii  of  the  grape. 

Crauford,  always  a gourmand,  eat  with  unusual  appetite,  and 
pressed  the  wine  upon  Bradley  with  an  eager  hospitality,  which  soon 
somewhat  clouded  the  senses  of  the  worthy  man.  The  dinner  was 
removed , the  servants  retired , and  the  friends  were  left  alone. 

“A  pleasant  trip  to  France ! ” cried  Crauford,  filling  a bumper. 
“That ’s  the  land  for  hearts  like  ours.  I tell  you  what,  little  Brad, 
we  will  leave  our  wives  behind  us , and  take,  with  a new  country, 
and  new  names , a new  lease  of  life.  What  will  it  signify  to  men, 
making  love  at  Paris,  what  fools  say  of  them  in  London  ? Another 
bumper,  honest  Brad  — a bumper  to  the  girls ! What  say  you  to 
that,  eh?” 

“Lord,  Sir,  you  are  so  facetious  — so  witty!  It  must  be 
owned  that  a black  eye  is  a great  temptation  — Lira-lira,  la-la!’’ 
And  Mr.  Bradley’s  own  eyes  rolled  joyously. 

“Bravo,  Brad!  — a song,  a song!  but  treason  to  King  Bur- 
gundy ! Your  glass  is  — ” 

“Empty  — honoured  Sir,  I know  it!  — Lira-lira  la!  — but 
it  is  easily  filled!  We , who  have  all  our  lives  been  pouring  from 
one  vessel  into  another,  know  how  to  keep  it  op  to  the  last ! 
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Courage  then,  criei  the  knight,  ve  may  yet  he  forgiven. 

Or  at  wont  buy  the  bithop’i  reveraion  in  heaven: 

Our  frequent  eicapea  in  tliii  world  show  how  true ’t  is. 

That  gold  is  the  only  Elixir  Salutis. 

Derry  down,  derry  down. 

All  yon,  who  to  swindling  conveniently  creep. 

Ne'er  piddle  — by  thousands  the  treasury  sweep. 

Your  safety  depends  on  the  weight  of  the  sum,  j 

For  no  rope  was  yet  made  that  could  tie  up  a plnm. 

Derry  down , Ac.  ’*  * 

"Bravissimo,  little  Brad!  — yon  are  quite  a wit!  Seewbat 
it  is  to  have  one’s  faculties  called  out.  Come,  a toast  to  old  Eng- 
land , the  land  in  which  no  man  ever  wants  a farthing  who  has  wit 
to  steal  it  — ‘Old  England  for  ever ! ’ — your  rogue  is  your  only 
true  patriot ! ” — and  Crauford  poured  the  remainder  of  ^e  bottle, 
nearly  three  parts  full,  into  a beaker,  which  be  pushed  to  Bradley. 
That  convivial  gentleman  emptied  it  at  a draught,  and  , faltering 
out,  “Honest  Sir  John!  — room  for  my  Lady  Bradley's  carriage,” 
dropped  down  on  the  floor  insensible. 

Cranford  rose  instantly,  satisfied  himself  that  the  intoxication 
was  genuine , and,  giving  the  lifeless  body  a kick  of  contemptuous 
disgust,  left  the  room,  muttering — “The  dull  ass,  did  he  think 
it  was  on  his  back  that  I was  going  to  ride  off!  — He ! — he ! — he ! 
But  stay,  let  me  feel  my  pulse.  Too  fast  by  twenty  strokes! 
One ’s  never  sure  of  the  mind  if  one  does  not  regulate  the  body  to  a 
hair ! Drank  too  much  — must  take  a powder  before  I start.” 

Mounting  by  a back  staircase  to  his  bed-room , Crauford  un- 
locked a chest,  took  out  a bundle  of  clerical  clothes,  a large  shovel 
hat,  and  a huge  wig.  Hastily,  but  not  carelessly , indueing  him- 
self in  these  articles  of  disguise,  he  then  proceeded  to  stain  his  fair 
cheeks  with  a preparation  which  soon  gave  them  a swarthy  hue. 
Putting  his  own  clothes  in  the  chest,  which  he  carefully  locked, 
(placing  the  key  in  his  pocket,)  be  next  took  from  a desk  on  his 
dressing-table  a purse;  opening  this,  he  extracted  a diamond  of 
great  size  and  immense  value,  which,  years  before,  in  prepara- 
tion of  tbe  event  that  had  now  taken  place,  he  bad  purchased. 

His  usual  sneer  curled  his  lip  as  be  gazed  at  it.  “ Now,”  said 

* From  • ballad  called  “ The  Knight  and  the  Prelate.” 

The  DiseteneA.  SO 


Digitized  by  Google 


466 


be,  **is  it  not  strange  tbat  this  little  stone  should  supply  the  mighty 
wants  of  tbat  grasping  thing,  man ! Who  talks  of  religion,  country, 
wife,  children?  This  petty  mineral  can  purchase  them  all!  Oh, 
what  a bright  joy  speaks  out  in  your  white  cheek,  my  beauty! 
What  are  all  human  charms  to  yours?  Why,  by  your  spell,  most 
magical  of  talismans,  my  years  may  walk,  gloating  and  revelling, 
through  a lane  of  beauties , till  they  fall  into  the  grave ! Pish ! — 
that  grave  is  an  ugly  thought  — a very,  very  ugly  thought!  But 
come,  my  sun  of  hope,  1 must  eclipse  you  for  a while!  Type  of 
myself — while  you  bide,  I hide  also;  and  when  I once  more  let 
you  forth  to  the  day,  then  shine  out  Richard  Crauford  — shine 
out!”  So  saying,  be  sewed  the  diamond  carefully  in  the  folds  of 
his  shirt;  and  re-arranging  his  dress,  took  the  cooling  powder, 
which  he  weighed  out  to  a grain,  with  a scrupulous  and  untrem- 
bling hand  — descended  the  back  stairs  — opened  the  door,  and 
found  himself  in  the  open  street. 

The  clock  struck  ten  as  he  entered  a hackney  coach  and  drove 
to  another  part  of  London.  “What,  so  late!”  thought  be: 
“I  must  be  at  Dover  in  twelve  hours  — the  vessel  sails  then. 
Humph!  — some  danger  yet!  What  a pity  that  I could  not  trust 
that  fool.  He!  — he!  — he!  — what  will  he  think  to-morrow, 
when  he  wakes  and  finds  that  only  one  is  destined  to  swing!” 

The  hackney-coach  stopped,  according  to  his  direction,  at  an 
inn  in  the  city.  Here  Crauford  asked  if  a note  had  been  left  for  Dr. 
Stapylton.  One  (written  by  himself)  was  given  to  him.  “Merciful 
Heaven!"  cried  the  false  doctor,  as  he  read  it,  “my  daughter  is 
on  a bed  of  death ! ” 

The  landlord’s  look  wore  anxiety  — the  doctor  seemed  for  a 
moment  paralized  by  silent  woe.  He  recovered , shook  his  head 
piteously,  and  ordered  a post-chaise  and  four  on  to  Canterbury 
without  delay. 

“It  is  an  ill  wind  tbat  blows  nobody  good!”  thought  the  land- 
lord, as  he  issued  (he  order  into  the  yard. 

The  chaise  was  soon  out  — the  doctor  entered  — off  went  the 
post-boys  — and  Richard  Crauford  feeling  his  diamond,  turned 
his  thoughts  to  safety  and  to  France. 

A little,  unknown  mao,  who  bad  been  sitting  at  the  bar  for  the 
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last  two  hours,  sipping  brandy  and  water,  and  who,  from  his 
extreme  taciturnity  and  quiet,  had  been  scarcely  observed,  now 
rose.  Landlord,”  said  he,  “do  you  know  who  that  gentle- 
man is?” 

“Why,”  quoth  Boniface,  “the  letter  to  him  was  directed, 
‘For  the  Rev.  Dr.  Stapylton  — will  be  called  for.’” 

“Ah!”  said  the  little  man,  yawning  — “I  shall  have  a long 
night’s  work  of  it  — Have  you  another  chaise  and  four  in  the 
yard  ? ” 

“To  be  sure,  Sir,  to  be  sure!”  cried  the  landlord,  in  asto- 
nishment. 

“ Out  with  it,  then ! Another  glass  of  brandy  and  water  — a 
little  stronger  — no  sugar!  ” 

The  landlord  stared  — the  bar-maid  stared  — even  the  head 
waiter,  a very  stately  person , stared  too. 

“Harkye,”  said  the  little  man,  sipping  his  brandy  and  wafer, 
“I  am  a deuced  good-natured  fellow,  so  I ’ll  make  you  a great  man 
to-night ; for  nothing  makes  a man  so  great  as  being  let  into  a great 
secret.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  rich  Mr.  Crauford?  ” 

“ Certainly  — who  has  not?  ” 

“Did  you  ever  see  him?” 

“ No ! 1 can’t  say  I ever  did.” 

“You  lie,  landlord  — you  saw  him  to-night.” 

“Sir!”  cried  the  landlord,  bristlingup. 

The  little  man  pulled  out  a brace  of  pistols,  and  very  quietly 
began  priming  them  out  of  a small  powder  flask. 

The  landlord  started  back  — the  head  waiter  cried  ‘rape,’  and 
thcb.nr-maid  ‘murder.’ 

“Who  the  devil  are  you,  Sir?”  cried  the  landlord. 

“Mr.  Tickletront,  the  celebrated  officer  — thief-taker,  as  they 
call  it.  Have  a care,  Ma'am,  the  pistols  are  loaded.  I see  the 
chaise  is  out  — there 's  the  reckoning , landlord.” 

“ O Lord ! I ’m  sure  I don’t  want  any  reckoning  — too  great  an 
honour  for  my  poor  house  to  be  favoured  with  your  company;  but 
(following  the  little  man  to  the  door)  who  did  you  please  to  say  you 
were  going  to  catch?” 

“Mr.  Crauford,  alias  Dr.  Stapylton.” 

30* 
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“Lord!  Lord!  — to  think  of  It  — how  shocking!  What  has 
he  done?” 

“Swindled,  I believe.” 

“ My  eyes ! And  why,  Sir,  did  not  yon  catch  him  when  he  was 
in  the  bar?” 

“Because  then  I should  not  have  got  paid  for  my  journey  to 
Dover.  Shot  the  door,  boy;  first  stage  on  to  Canterbury.” 

And,  drawing  a woollen  night-cap  over  his  ears,  Mr.  Tickle- 
trout  resigned  himself  to  his  nocturnal  excursion. 

On  the  very  day  on  which  the  patent  for  his  peerage  was  to  have 
been  made  out  — on  the  very  day  on  which  he  had  afterwards 
calculated  on  reaching  Paris  — on  that  very  day  was  Mr.  Richard 
Crauford  lodged  in  New-gate,  fully  committed  for  a trial  of  life 
and  death. 


CHAPTER  LXXXV. 

There,  if,  0 gentle  love!  1 read  aright 
The  utterance  that  sealed  thy  sacred  hnndi 
’IVas  listening  to  those  accents  of  delight 
She  hid  upon  his  breast  those  eyes  — beyond 
Expression's  power  to  paint  — all  languishingly  fond. 

Campbell. 

“And  you  will  positively  leave  us  for  London,”  said  Lady 
Flora,  tenderly  — “and  to-morrow,  too!”  This  was  said  to  one 
who,  under  the  name  of  Clarence  Linden , has  played  the  principal 
part  in  our  drama,  and  who  now,  by  the  death  of  his  brother, 
succeeding  to  the  honours  of  his  house,  we  present  to  our  reader 
as  Clinton  L’Estrange,  Earl  of  Ulswater. 

They  were  alone  in  the  memorable  pavilion ; and  though  it  was 
winter,  the  sun  shone  cheerily  into  the  apartment;  and  through 
the  door,  which  was  left  partly  open , the  evergreens,  contrasting 
with  the  leafless  boughs  of  the  oak  and  beech,  could  be  just 
descried,  furnishing  the  lover  with  some  meet  simile  of  love , and 
deceiving  the  eyes  of  those  willing  to  be  deceived  with  a resem- 
blance to  the  departed  summer.  The  unusual  mildness  of  the  day 
seemed  to  operate  genially  upon  the  birds  — those  children  of  light 
and  song;  and  they  grouped  blithely  beneath  the  window  and 
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round  the  door,  where  the  hand  of  the  kind  young  spirit  of  the 
place  had  so  often  ministered  to  their  wants.  Every  now  and  then, 
too,  you  might  hear  the  shrill  glad  note  of  the  black-bird  keeping 
measure  to  bis  swift  and  low  flight,  and  sometimes  a vagrant  hare 
from  the  neighbouring  preserves  sauntered  fearlessly  by  the  half 
shut  door,  secure,  from  long  experience,  of  an  asylum  in  the 
vicinity  of  one  who  had  drawn  from  the  breast  of  Nature  a tender- 
ness and  love  for  all  its  offspring. 

Her  lover  sat  at  Flora’s  feet;  and , looking  upward , seemed  to 
seek  out  the  fond  and  melting  eyes  which,  too  conscious  of  their 
secret,  turned  bashfully  from  his  gaze.  He  had  drawn  her  arm 
over  bis  shoulder;  and  clasping  that  small  and  snowy  hand,  which, 
long  coveted  with  a miser’s  desire , was  at  length  won , he  pressed 
upon  it  a thousand  kisses  — sweeter  beguilers  of  time  than  even 
words.  All  had  been  long  explained  — the  space  between  their 
hearts  annihilated  — doubt,  anxiety,  misconstruction,  those 
clouds  of  love , had  passed  away,  and  left  not  a wreck  to  obscure 
its  heaven. 

“ And  you  will  leave  us  to-morrow  — most  it  be  to-morrow?  ” 

“Ah!  Flora,  it  must;  but  see,  I have  your  lock  of  hair  — 
your  beautiful , dark  hair,  to  kiss , when  I am  away  from  you , and 
I shall  have  your  letters,  dearest  — a letter  every  day;  and  oh! 
more  than  all , I shall  have  the  hope , the  certainty,  that  when  we 
meet  again , you  will  be  mine  for  ever.” 

“And  I,  too,  must,  by  seeing  it  in  your  hand-writing  learn  to 
reconcile  mysel f to  your  new  name.  Ah!  I wish  you  had  been  still 
Clarence  — only  Clarence.  Wealth , rank , power  — what  are  all 
these  but  rivals  to  poor  Flora?” 

Lady  Flora  sighed,  and  the  next  moment  blushed ; and , what 
with  the  sigh  and  the  blush,  Clarence’s  lip  wandered  from  the 
hand  to  the  cheek , and  thence  to  a mouth  on  which  the  west  wind 
seemed  to  have  left  the  sweets  of  a thousand  summers. 
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CHAPTER  LXXXVI. 

A Hountditch  man,  one  of  tlie  devil’s  near  kinsmen  — a broker. 

Kotry  Man  in  hi$  Humour. 

We  have  here  discovered  the  most  dangerous  piece  of  lechery 
that  ever  was  known  in  the  commonwealth. 

Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

It  was  an  evening  of  mingled  rain  and  wind , the  hoar  about 
nine,  when  Mr.  Morris  Brown,  under  shelter  of  that  admirable 
umbrella  of  sea-green  silk,  to  which  we  have  before  had  the  felicity  to 
summon  the  attention  of  our  readers,  was,  after  a day  of  business, 
plodding  homeward  his  weary  way.  The  obscure  streets  through 
which  his  course  was  bent  were  at  no  time  very  thickly  thronged, 
and  at  the  present  hour  the  inclemency  of  the  night  rendered  them 
utterly  deserted.  It  is  true  that  now  and  then  a solitary  female,  hold- 
ing up,  with  one  hand,  garments  already  piteously  bedraggled,  and 
with  the  other  thrusting  her  umbrella  in  the  very  teeth  of  the  hostile 
winds,  might  be  seen  crossing  the  intersected  streets , and  vanish- 
ing amid  the  subterranean  recesses  of  some  kitchen  area,  or  tramp- 
ing onward  amidst  the  mazes  of  the  metropolitan  labyrinth,  till, 
like  the  cuckoo , “heard,”  but  no  longer  “seen,”  theechoofher 
retreating  pattens  made  a dying  music  to  the  reluctant  ear;  or  in- 
deed , at  intervals  of  unfrequent  occurrence , a vehicle  of  hackney 
appellation,  jolted,  rumbling,  clattering,  bumping  over  the  un- 
even stones,  as  if  groaning  forth  its  gratitude  to  the  elements  for 
which  it  was  indebted  for  its  fare.  Sometimes  also  a chivalrous 
gallant  of  the  feline  species  ventured  its  delicate  paws  upon  the 
streaming  pavement,  and  shook , with  a small  but  dismal  cry , the 
rain-drops  from  the  pyramidal  roofs  of  its  tender  ears. 

But,  save  these  occasional  infringements  on  its  empire  solitude, 
dark,  comfortless,  and  unrelieved,  fell  around  the  creaking  foot- 
steps of  Mr.  Morris  Brown.  “I  wish,”  soliloquized  the  worthy 
broker,  “that  I had  been  able  advantageously  to  dispose  of  this 
cursed  umbrella  of  the  late  Lady  Waddilove ; it  is  very  little  calcu- 
lated for  any  but  a single  lady  of  slender  shape , and  though  it  cer- 
tainly keeps  the  rain  olT  my  bat , it  only  sends  it  with  a double  drip- 
ping upon  my  shoulders.  Pish , deuce  take  the  umbrella,  I shall 
catch  my  death  of  cold.” 
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These  complaints  of  an  affliction  that  was  assuredly  snfflctent  to 
irritate  the  naturally  sweet  temper  of  Mr.  Brown,  only  ceased,  as 
that  industrious  personage  paused  at  the  corner  of  the  street,  for 
the  purpose  of  selecting  the  dryest  part  through  which  to  effect  the 
miserable  act  of  crossing  to  the  opposite  side.  Occupied  in  stretch- 
ing his  neck  over  the  kennel , in  order  to  take  the  fullest  survey  of 
its  topography  which  the  scanty  and  agitated  lamps  would  allow, 
the  unhappy  wanderer,  lowering  his  umbrella,  suffered  a cross 
and  violent  gust  of  wind  to  rush,  as  if  on  purpose,  against  the  in- 
terior. The  rapidity  with  which  this  was  done,  and  the  sudden 
impetus,  which  gave  to  the  inflated  parapluie  the  force  of  a bal- 
loon, happening  to  occur  exactly  at  the  moment  Mr.  Brown  was 
stooping  with  such  wistful  anxiety  over  the  pavement,  that  gentle- 
man, to  his  inexpressible  dismay,  was  absolutely  lifted,  as  it 
were , from  his  present  footing,  and  immersed  in  a running  rivulet 
of  liquid  mire,  which  flowed  immediately  below  the  pavement. 
Nor  was  this  all  — for  the  wind,  finding  itself  somewhat  im- 
prisoned in  the  narrow  receptacle  it  had  thus  abruptly  entered, 
made  so  strenuous  an  exertion  to  extricate  itself,  that  it  turned 
Lady  Waddilove’s  memorable  relic  utterly  inside  out;  so  that  when 
Mr.  Brown , aghast  at  the  calamity  of  his  immersion,  lifted  his  eyes 
to  heaven , with  a devotion  that  had  in  it  more  of  expostulation  than 
submission,  be  beheld,  by  the  melancholy  lamps,  the  apparition 
of  his  umbrella , the  exact  opposite  to  its  legitimate  conformation, 
and  seeming,  with  its  lengthy  stick,  and  inverted  summit,  the 
actual  and  absolute  resemblance  of  a gigantic  wine-glass. 

“Now,”  said  Mr.  Brown , with  that  ironical  bitterness  so  com- 
mon to  intense  despair,  “now,  that ’s  what  I call  pleasant.” 

As  if  the  elements  were  guided  and  set  on  by  all  the  departed 
souls  of  those  whom  Mr.  Brown  had,  at  any  time , over-reached  in 
his  profession , scarcely  had  the  afflicted  broker  uttered  this  brief 
sentence,  before  a discharge  of  rain,  tenfold  more  heavy  than  any 
which  had  yet  fallen,  tumbled  down  in  literal  torrents  upon  the  de- 
fenceless head  of  the  itinerant. 

“ This  won’t  do ,”  said  Mr.  Brown,  plucking  up  courage , and 
splashing  out  of  the  little  rivulet,  once  more  into  terra  firm  a, 
“ this  won’t  do  — I must  find  a shelter  somewhere.  — Dear,  dear. 
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how  the  wet  runs  down  me.  I am  for  all  the  world  like  the  famous 
dripping  well  in  Derbyshire.  What  a beast  of  an  umbrella ! — I '11 
never  buy  one  again  of  an  old  lady  — bang  me  if  I do.” 

As  the  miserable  Morris  uttered  these  sentences,  which  gushed 
out,  one  by  one,  in  a broken  stream  of  complaint,  he  looked 
round  and  round  — before  — behind  — beside  — for  some  tem- 
porary protection  or  retreat.  In  vain  — the  uncertainty  of  the  light 
only  allowed  him  to  discover  bouses,  in  which  no  portico  extended 
its  Mendly  shelter,  and  where  even  the  doors  seemed  divested  of 
the  narrow  ledge  wherewith  they  are,  in  more  civilized  quarters, 
ordinarily  crowned. 

“1  shall  certainly  have  the  rheumatism  ail  this  winter,”  said 
Mr.  Brown,  hurrying  onward  as  fast  as  he  was  able.  Just  then, 
glancing  desperately  down  a narrow  lane , which  crossed  bis  path, 
be  perceived  the  scaffolding  of  a house,  in  which  repair  or  altera- 
tion had  been  at  work.  A ray  of  hope  flashed  across  him ; he  re- 
doubled his  speed , and , entering  the  welcome  haven , found  him- 
self entirely  protected  from  the  storm.  The  extent  of  scaffolding 
was , indeed , rather  considerable ; and , though  the  extreme  nar- 
rowness of  the  lane,  and  the  increasing  gloom  of  the  night,  left 
Mr.  Brown  in  almost  total  darkness,  so  that  he  could  not  perceive 
the  exact  peculiarities  of  his  situation , yet  he  was  perfectly  satisfied 
with  the  shelter  he  bad  obtained;  and  after  shaking  the  rain  from 
his  hat  — squeezing  his  coat  sleeves  and  lappets,  satisfying  himself 
that  it  was  only  about  the  shoulders  that  he  was  thoroughly  wetted, 
and  thrusting  two  pocket-handkerchiefs  between  his  shirt  and  his 
skin , as  preventives  to  the  dreaded  rheumatism , Mr.  Brown  leant 
luxuriously  back  against  the  wall  in  the  farthest  corner  of  his  re- 
treat, and  busied  himself  with  endeavouring  to  restore  his  insulted 
umbrella  to  its  original  utility  of  shape. 

Our  wanderer  had  been  about  three  minutes  in  this  sitnation, 
when  he  heard  the  voices  of  two  men , who  were  hastening  along 
the  lane. 

“Bat  do  stop,”  said  one;  and  these  were  the  first  words  dis- 
tinctly audible  to  the  ear  of  Mr.  Bronu  — “ do  stop , the  rain  can’t 
last  much  longer,  and  we  have  a long  way  yet  to  go.” 

“No,  no,”  said  the  other,  in  a voice  more  imperious , yet 
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belter  accented  than  the  first,  nrhich  was  evldentlj  plebeian, 
and  somewhat  foreign  in  its  tone , “no,  we  have  no  time.  What 
signify  the  inclemencies  of  weather  to  men  feeding  upon  an  inward 
and  burning  thought,  and  made,  by  the  workings  of  the  mind, 
almost  callous  to  the  contingencies  of  the  frame?” 

“Nay,  my  very  good  friend ,”  said  the  first  speaker  with  posi- 
tive, though  not  disrespectful,  earnestness,  “that  may  be  all 
very  fine  for  you,  who  have  a constitution  like  a horse;  but  I am 
quite  a — what  call  you  it  — an  invalid  — eh ! and  have  a devilish 
cough  ever  since  I have  been  in  this  d — d country  — beg  your  par- 
don , no  offence  to  it  — so  I shall  just  step  under  cover  of  this  scaf- 
folding for  a few  minutes,  and  if  you  like  the  rain  so  much,  my  very 
good  friend , why  there  is  plenty  of  room  in  the  lane  to  (ugh  — ugh 

— ugh)  to  enjoy  it.” 

As  the  speaker  ended,  the  dim  light,  just  faintly  glimmering 
at  the  entrance  of  the  friendly  shelter,  was  obscured  by  his  shadow, 
and,  presently  afterwards , his  companion  joining  him,  said  — 
“Well,  if  it  must  be  so;  but  how  think  you  you  can  be  fit  to 
brave  all  the  perils  of  our  scheme , when  you  shrink , like  a palsied 
crone , from  the  sprinkling  of  a few  water-drops?  ” 

“A  few  water-drops,  my  very  good  friend,”  answered  the 
other,  “a  few  — what  call  you  them  — ay  — water-falls  rather 

— (ugh  — ugh);  but  let  me  tell  you,  my  brother  citizen , that  a 
man  may  not  like  to  get  bis  skin  wet  with  water,  and  would  yet 
thrust  bis  arm  up  to  the  very  elbow  in  blood ! — (ugh  — ogh.)” 

“The  devil!”  mentally  ejaculated  Mr.  Brown,  who,  at  the 
word  scheme,  had  advanced  one  step  from  his  retreat,  but  who 
now,  at  the  last  words  of  the  intruder,  drew  back  as  gently  as  a 
snail  into  his  shell ; and  although  his  person  was  far  too  much  en- 
veloped in  shade  to  run  the  least  chance  of  detection,  yet  the  honest 
broker  began  to  feel  a little  tremor  vibrate  along  the  chords  of  his 
thrilling  frame,  and  a new  anathema  against  the  fatal  umbrella  rise 
to  his  lips. 

“Ah!”  quoth  the  second,  “1  trust  that  it  may  be  so;  but  to 
return  to  our  project — are  you  quite  sure  that  these  two  identical 
ministers  are  in  the  tegular  habit  of  walking  homeward  from 
that  parliament  which  their  despotism  has  so  degraded?  ” 
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“Sure  — ay,  that  I am;  Davidson  swears  to  it!” 

“And  you  arc  also  sure  of  their  persons,  so  that,  even  in  the 
dusk,  you  can  recognise  them?  for,  you  know,  I have  never  seen 
them.” 

“Sore  as  five-pence!"  returned  the  first  speaker,  to  whose 
mind  the  lives  of  the  persons  referred  to  were  of  considerably  less 
value  than  the  sum  elegantly  specified  in  his  metaphorical  reply. 

“Then,”  said  the  other,  with  a deep,  stern  determination  of 
tone  — ” then  shall  this  hand , by  which  one  of  the  proudest  of  our 
oppressors  has  already  fallen , be  made  a still  worthier  instrument 
of  the  wrath  of  Heaven ! ” 

“You  are  a d — d pretty  shot,  I believe,”  quoth  the  first 
speaker,  as  indifferently  as  if  he  were  praising  the  address  of  a 
Norfolk  squire. 

“Never  yet  did  my  eye  misguide  me,  or  my  aim  swerve  a hair’s 
breadth  from  its  target!  I thought  once,  when  I learnt  the  art  as  a 
boy,  that  in  battle , rather  than  in  the  execution  of  a single  crimi- 
nal, that  skill  would  avail  me.” 

“Well,  we  shall  have  a glorious  opportunity  to-morrow 
night!”  answered  the  first  speaker;  “that  is,  if  it  does  not  rain 
so  infernally  as  it  does  this  night:  but  we  shall  have  a watch  of 
many  hours,  I dare  say.” 

“That  matters  but  little,”  replied  the  other  conspirator;  “nor 
even  if,  night  after  night,  the  same  vigil  is  renewed  and  baffled, 
so  that  it  bring  its  reward  at  last.” 

“Right,”  quoth  the  first;  “I  long  to  be  at  it! —ugh!  ugh! 

— what  a confounded  cough  I have : it  will  be  my  death  soon,  I ’m 
thinking.” 

“ If  so said  the  other,  with  a solemnity  which  seemed  ludi- 
crously horrible,  from  the  strange  contrast  of  the  words  and  object 

— “die  at  least  with  the  sacredness  of  a brave  and  noble  deed  upon 
your  conscience  and  your  name ! ” 

“Ugh!  ugh!  — I am  but  a man  of  colour,  but  I am  a patriot, 
for  all  that,  my  good  friend!  See,  the  violence  of  the  rain  has 
ceased;  we  will  proceed:”  and  with  these  words  the  worthy  pair 
left  the  place  to  darkness  and  Mr.  Brown. 

“O,  Lord!”  said  the  latter,  stepping  forth,  and  throwing. 
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as  it  were,  in  that  eiclamation,  a whole  weight  of  safTocatingemo* 
tioD  from  his  chest  — “ what  bloody  miscreants ! Murder  his  Ma- 
jesty’s ministers!  — *shoot  them  like  pigeons!'  — ‘d— d pretty 
shot!’  indeed.  O,  Lord!  what  would  the  late  Lady  Waddilove, 
who  always  hated  even  the  Whigs  so  cordially,  say,  if  she  were 
alive!  But  how  providential  that  1 should  have  been  here;  who 
knows  but  1 may  save  the  lives  of  the  whole  administration,  and 
get  a pension,  or  a little  place  in  the  post-ollice!  I ’ll  go  to  the 
prime  minister  directly  — this  very  minute ! Pish ! i’n’t  you  right 
now,  you  cursed  thing?”  upbraiding  the  umbrella,  which,  half 
right  and  half  wrong,  seemed  endued  with  an  instinctive  obstinacy 
for  the  sole  purpose  of  tormenting  its  owner. 

However,  losing  this  petty  affliction  in  the  greatness  of  bis  pre- 
sent determination,  Mr.  Brown  issued  out  of  his  lair,  and  hastened 
to  put  his  benevolent  and  loyal  intentions  into  effect. 

CHAPTER  LXXXVII. 

When  laurelled  ruffians  die,  the  llenven  and  Earth, 

And  the  deep  Air  give  trarning.  Shall  the  good 
Perish  and  not  a sign! 

Anon. 

It  was  the  evening  after  the  event  recorded  in  our  last  chapter; 
all  was  hushed  and  dark  in  the  room  where Mordaunt  sat  alone,  the 
low  and  falling  embers  burnt  dull  in  the  grate,  and  through  the 
unclosed  windows  the  high  stars  rode  pale  and  wan  in  their  career. 
The  room,  situated  at  the  back  of  the  house,  looked  over  a small 
garden,  where  the  sickly  and  hoar  shrubs,  overshadowed  by  a few 
wintry  poplars  and  grim  firs,  saddened  in  the  dense  atmosphere  of 
fog  and  smoke,  which  broods  over  our  island  city.  An  air  of 
gloom  hung  comfortless  and  chilling  over  thewholesceneexternally 
and  within.  The  room  itself  was  large  and  old,  and  its  far  extre- 
mities, mantled  as  they  were  with  dusk  and  shadow,  impressed 
upon  the  mind  that  involuntary  and  vague  sensation,  notaitogetber 
unmixed  with  awe,  which  the  eye,  resting  upon  a view  that  it  can 
but  dimly  and  confusedly  define , so  frequently  communicates  to 
the  heart.  There  was  a strange  oppression  at  Mordaunt’s  breast, 
with  which  he  in  vaiu  endeavoured  to  contend.  Ever  and  anon, 
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an  icy  but  passing  cbill , like  the  shivers  of  a fever,  shot  through 
his  veins,  and  a ivild  and  unearthly  and  objectless  awe  stirred 
through  his  hair,  and  his  eyes  lilied  with  a glassy  and  cold  dew, 
and  sought  as  by  a self-impulse  the  shadowy  and  unpenetrated 
piaces  around,  which  momently  grew  darker  and  darker.  Little 
addicted  by  his  peculiar  hahits  to  an  over-indulgence  of  the  imagi- 
nation, and  still  less  accustomed  to  those  absolute  conquests  of 
the  physical  frame  over  the  mental , which  seem  the  usual  sources 
of  that  feeling  we  call  presentiment,  Mordaunt  rose,  and  walking 
to  and  fro  along  the  room , endeavoured  by  the  exercise  to  restore 
to  his  veins  their  wonted  and  healthful  circulation.  It  was  past  the 
hour  in  which  his  daughter  retired  to  rest;  but  he  was  often  accus- 
tomed to  steal  up  to  her  chamber,  and  watch  her  in  her  young 
slumbers ; and  he  felt  this  night  a more  than  usual  desire  to  per- 
form that  office  of  love:  so  he  left  the  room,  and  ascended  the 
stairs.  It  was  a large  old  house  (now  a ducal  possession ) that  he 
tenanted.  The  staircase  was  broad , and  lighted  from  above  by  a 
glass  dome;  and  as  he  slowly  ascended,  and  the  stars  gleamed 
down  still  and  ghastly  upon  his  steps,  he  fancied  — but  he  knew 
not  why  — that  there  was  an  omen  in  their  gleam.  He  entered  the 
young  Isabel’s  chamber;  there  was  a light  burning  within;  he 
stole  to  her  bed , and,  putting  aside  the  curtain , felt,  as  he  looked 
upon  her  peaceful  and  pure  beauty,  a cheering  warmth  gather 
round  his  heart.  How  lovely  is  the  sleep  of  childhood ! What 
worlds  of  sweet,  yet  not  utterly  sweet , associations,  does  it  not 
mingle  with  the  envy  of  our  gaze ! What  thoughts,  and  hopes,  and 
cares,  and  forebodings  does  it  not  excite ! There  lie  in  that  yet  un- 
grieved and  unsullied  heart  what  unnumbered  sources  of  emotion ! 
what  deep  fountains  of  passion  and  woe!  Alas!  whatever  be  its 
earlier  triumphs,  the  victim  must  fall  at  last!  As  the  hart  which 
the  jackalls  pursue , the  moment  its  race  is  begun , the  human  prey 
is  foredoomed  for  destruction,  not  by  the  single  sorrow,  but  the 
thousand  cares;  it  may  baffle  one  race  of  pursuers,  but  a new 
succeeds;  as  fast  as  some  drop  off  exhausted , others  spring  up  to 
renew  and  to  perpetuate  the  chace;  and  the  fated,  though  flying 
victim,  never  escapes  — hut  in  death.  There  was  a faint  smile 
upon  his  daughter's  lip,  as  Mordaunt  bent  down  to  kiss  it;  the 
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dark  lash  rested  on  the  snowy  lid  — ah,  that  tears  had  no  well  be> 
neath  its  surface ! — and  her  breath  stole  from  her  rich  lips  with  so 
regular  and  calm  a motion,  that  like  the  “forest  leaves,”  it 
“seemed  stirred  with  prayer!  ” * One  arm  lay  over  the  coverlid, 
the  other  pillowed  her  head,  in  the  unrivalled  grace  of  infancy; 
that  grace  which  we  might  almost  believe  could  come  from  the  mo- 
delling, though  unseen  soul,  only  when  the  form  at  rest  suffered 
it  more  palpably  to  stir  within ; and  only  from  that  soul,  whose 
unchecked  and  pervading  loveliness  no  art  had  yet  distorted  and  no 
guilt  alloyed.  And  the  spirit  of  that  fairy  and  fair  child  had  so  little 
of  human  dross ! Her  very  solitude  and  separation  from  others  of 
her  age,  had  surrounded  her  with  an  atmosphere  where  the  breath 
of  no  ruder  sentiment  had  mingled  I Her  thoughts  seemed  scarcely 
to  rest  upon  the  mortal  soil  which  she  trod , but  might,  in  no  ex- 
aggerated image,  be  likened  to  those  birds,  the  exiles  of  Eden, 
which , borne  upon  wings  that  have  yet  the  blessing  of  their  home, 
never  touch  the  unholy  earth  over  which  their  pilgrimage  is 
doomed. 

Mordaunt  stooped  once  more,  for  his  heart  filled  as  he  gazed 
upon  his  child,  to  kiss  her  cheek  again,  and  to  mingle  a blessing 
with  the  kiss.  When  he  rose  — upon  that  fair  smooth  face  there 
was  one  bright  and  glistening  drop;  and  Isabel  stirred  in  sleep, 
and,  as  if  suddenly  vexed  by  some  painful  dream,  she  sighed 
deeply  as  she  stirred.  It  was  the  last  time  that  the  cheek  of  the 
young  and  predestined  orphan  was  ever  pressed  by  a father’s  kiss, 
or  moistened  by  a father’s  tear!  He  left  the  room  silently;  no 
sooner  had  he  left  it,  than,  as  if  without  the  precincts  of  some 
charmed  and  preserving  circle,  the  chill  and  presentiment  at  his 
heart  returned.  There  is  a feeling  which  perhaps  all  have  in  a 
momentary  hypochondria  felt  at  times : it  is  a strong  and  shudder- 
ing impression  which  Coleridge  has  embodied  in  his  own  dark  and 
supernatural  verse,  that  something  not  of  earth  is  be- 
hind us  — that  if  we  turned  our  gaze  backward , we  should  be- 
hold that  which  would  make  the  heart  as  a bolt  of  ice,  and  the  eye 


* And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seemed  stirred  vritb  prayer. 

Byron. 
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shrivel  and  parch  vrithia  its  socket.  And  so  intense  is  the  fancy 
that,  when  we  turn,  and  all  is  void,  from  that  very  void  we 
could  shape  a spectre , as  fearful  as  the  image  our  terror  had  fore- 
drawn  ! Somewhat  such  feeling  bad  Mordaunt  now,  as  his  steps 
sounded  hollow  and  echoless  on  the  stairs , and  the  stars  tilled  the 
air  around  him  with  their  shadowy  and  solemn  presence.  Break- 
ing by  a violent  effort  from  a spell  of  which  he  felt  that  a frame 
somewhat  overtasked  of  late  was  the  real  enchanter,  he  turned 
once  more  into  the  room  which  he  had  left  to  visit  Isabel.  He  had 
pledged  his  personal  attendance  at  an  important  motion  in  the 
House  of  Commons  for  that  night,  and  some  political  papers  were 
left  upon  his  table,  which  he  had  promised  to  give  to  one  of  the 
members  of  his  party.  He  entered  the  room , purposing  to  stay 
only  a minute:  an  hour  passed  before  he  left  it;  and  his  servant 
afterwards  observed  that,  on  giving  him  some  orders  as  he  passed 
through  the  ball  to  the  carriage,  his  cheek  was  as  white  as  marble, 
and  that  his  step,  usually  so  haughty  and  firm,  reeled  and 
trembled,  like  a fainting  man’s.  Dark  and  inexplicable  Fate! 
weaver  of  wild  contrasts , demon  of  this  hoary  and  old  world , that 
moves!  through  it,  as  a spirit  moveth  over  the  waters,  filling  the 
depths  of  things  with  a solemn  mystery,  and  an  everlasting  change ! 
thou  sweepest  over  our  graves,  and  Joy  is  born  from  the  ashes: 
thou  sweepest  over  Joy,  and  lo,  it  is  a grave!  Engine  and  tool  of 
the  Almighty,  whose  years  cannot  fade,  thou  changes!  the  earth 
as  a garment,  and  as  a vesture  it  is  changed;  thou  makes!  it  one 
vast  sepulchre  and  womb  united,  swallowing  and  creating  life! 
and  reproducing,  over  and  over,  from  age  to  age , from  the  crea- 
tion to  the  creation’s  doom,  the  same  dust  and  atoms  which 
were  our  fathers,  and  which  are  the  sole  heir-looms  that  through 
countless  generations  they  bequeath  and  perpetuate  to  their  sons! 
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CHAPTER  LXXXVIII. 

Metiiinks,  before  the  iisne  of  our  fate, 

A ipirit  movei  withia  ui , and  impels 
The  passion  of  a prophet  to  our  lips. 

Anon. 

0 vitae  philosophia  dux,  virtutis  indagatrix! 

Cic. 

Upon  leaving  the  House  or  Commons,  Mordaunt  was  accosted 
by  Lord  Ulswater , who  had  just  taken  his  seat  iu  the  Upper  House. 
Whatever  abstraction  or  whatever  weakness  Mordaunt  might  have 
manifested  before  he  had  left  his  home , he  had  now  entirely  con- 
quered both;  and  it  was  with  his  usual  collected  address  that  he 
replied  to  Lord  Ulswater’s  salutations , and  congratulated  him  on 
bis  change  of  name,  and  accession  of  honours. 

It  was  a might  of  uncommon  calm  and  beauty;  and , although 
the  moon  was  not  visible,  the  frosty  and  clear  sky,  “clad  in  the 
lustre  of  its  thousand  stars,”  * seemed  scarcely  to  mourn  either 
the  hallowing  light,  or  the  breathing  poesy  of  her  presence;  and, 
when  Lord  Ulswater  proposed  that  Mordaunt  should  dismiss  his 
carriage,  and  that  they  should  walk  home,  Algernon  consented 
not  unwillingly  to  the  proposal.  He  felt,  indeed,  an  unwonted 
relief  in  companionship;  and  the  still  air,  and  the  deep  heavens, 
seemed  to  woo  him  from  more  unwelcome  thoughts,  as  with  a 
softening  and  a sister’s  love. 

“Let  us,  before  we  return  home,”  said  Lord  Ulswater, 
“stroll , for  a few  moments,  towards  the  bridge ; I love  looking  at 
the  river  on  a night  like  this.” 

Whoever  inquires  into  human  circumstances  will  be  struck  to 
find  how  invariably  a latent  current  of  fatality  appears  to  pervade 
them.  It  is  the  turn  of  the  atom  in  the  scale  which  makes  oursafety, 
or  our  peril;  our  glory , or  our  shame;  our  sceptre,  or  our  grave! 
A secret  voice  at  Mordaunt’s  heart  prompted  him  to  dissent  from 
this  proposal,  trifling  as  it  seemed,  and  welcome  as  it  was  to  his 
present  and  peculiar  mood  : he  resisted  the  voice  — the  moment 
passed  away , and  the  last  seal  was  set  upon  bis  doom  — they 

' Marlow. 
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moved  onward  towards  (be  bridge.  At  first,  both  were  silent,  for 
Lord  Ulswater  used  the  ordinary  privilege  of  a lover,  and  was  ab- 
sent and  absorbed , and  his  companion  was  never  the  first  to  break 
a taciturnity  natural  to  his  habits.  At  last  Lord  Ulswater  said, 
*‘I  rejoice  that  you  are  now  in  the  sphere  of  action  most  likely  to 
display  your  talents  — you  have  not  spoken  yet,  I think;  indeed, 
there  has  been  no  fitting  opportunity , but  you  will  soon,  I trust." 

‘‘1  know  not,”  said  Mordaunt,  with  a melancholy  smile, 
"whether  you  judge  rightly  in  thinking  the  sphere  of  political 
exertion  one  the  most  calculated  for  me;  but  I feel  at  my  heart  a 
foreboding  that  my  planet  is  not  fated  to  shine  in  any  earthly 
sphere.  Sorrow  and  misfortune  have  dimmed  it  in  its  birth,  and 
now  it  is  waning  towards  its  decline.” 

"Its  decline!”  repeated  his  companion  — "no,  rather  its 
meridian.  Yon  are  in  the  vigour  of  your  years , the  noon  of  your 
prosperity,  the  height  of  your  intellect  and  knowledge;  you  re- 
quire only  an  effort  to  add  to  these  blessings  the  most  lasting  of 
all  — Fame!” 

"Well,”  said  Mordaunt,  and  a momentary  light  flashed  over 
his  countenance,  "the  effort  will  be  made.  I do  not  pretend 
not  to  have  felt  ambition.  No  man  should  make  it  his  boast,  for 
It  often  gives  to  our  frail  and  earth-bound  virtue  both  its  weapon 
and  its  wings;  but  when  the  soil  is  exhausted,  its  produce  fails; 
and  when  we  have  forced  our  hearts  to  too  great  an  abundance, 
whether  it  be  of  flowers  that  perish , or  of  grain  that  endures , the 
seeds  of  after  hope  bring  forth  but  a languid  and  scanty  harvest. 
My  earliest  idol  was  amhition;  but  then  came  others,  love  and 
knowledge,  and  afterwards  the  desire  to  bless.  That  desire  you 
may  term  ambition ; but  we  will  suppose  them  separate  passions ; 
for  by  the  latter  I would  signify  the  thirst  for  glory,  either  in  evil 
or  in  good;  and  the  former  teaches  os,  though  by  little  and  little, 
to  gain  its  object,  no  less  in  secrecy  than  for  applause;  and  Wis- 
dom, which  opens  to  us  a world,  vast,  but  hidden  from  the 
crowd,  establishes  also  over  that  world  an  arbiter  of  its  own,  so 
that  its  disciples  grow  proud,  and  communing  with  their  own 
hearts , care  for  no  louder  judgment  than  the  still  voice  within.  It 
is  thus  that  indifference,  not  to  the  welfare,  but  to  the  report,  of 
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others  grows  over  us ; and  often , whfle  we  are  the  most  ardent  in 
their  cause,  we  are  the  least  anxious  for  llieir  esteem.*' 

“And  yet,”  said  Lord  Uls  water,  have  thought  the  passion 

for  esteem  is  the  best  guarautee  for  deserving  it.” 

“Nor  without  justice  — other  passions  may  supply  its  place, 
and  produce  the  same  effects ; but  the  love  of  true  glory  is  the  most 
legitimate  agent  of  extensive  good,  and  you  do  right  to  worship 
and  enshrine  it.  For  me  it  is  dead : it  survived — ay,  the  truth  shall 
out!  — poverty,  want,  disappointment,  baffled  aspirations  — > 
ail,  all,  but  the  deadness,  the  lethargy  of  regret:  when  no  one 
was  left  upon  this  altered  earth  to  animate  its  efforts,  to  smile  upon 
its  success,  then  the  last  spark  quivered  and  died;  — and  — 
and  but  forgive  me  — on  this  subject  I am  not  often  wont  to 
wander.  I would  say  that  ambition  is  for  me  no  more  — not  so 
are  its  effects ; but  the  hope  of  serving  that  race  whom  I have  loved 
as  brothers , but  who  have  never  known  me  — who,  by  the  exterior 
(and  here  something  bitter  mingled  with  his  voice) , pass  sentence 
on  the  heart  — in  whose  eyes  I am  only  the  cold , the  wayward , 
the  haughty,  the  morose  — the  hope  of  serving  them  is  to  me, 
now,  a far  stronger  passion  than  ambition  was  heretofore ; and, 
whatever  for  that  end  the  love  of  fame  would  have  dictated,  the  love 
of  mankind  will  teach  me  still  more  ardently  to  perform.” 

They  were  now  upon  the  bridge : — Pausing,  they  leant  over, 
and  looked  along  the  scene  before  them.  Dark  and  hushed,  the 
river  flowed  sullenly  on,  save  where  the  reflected  stars  made  a 
tremulous  and  broken  beam  on  the  black  surface  of  the  water,  or 
the  lights  of  the  vast  City  which  lay  in  shadow  on  its  banks , scat- 
tered at  capricious  intervals,  a pale  but  unpiercing  wanness, 
rather  than  lustre,  along  the  tide;  or,  save  where  the  stillness 
was  occasionally  broken  by  the  faint  oar  of  the  boatman , or  the  call 
of  his  rude  voice,  mellowed  by  distance  and  the  element  into  a 
tone  not  utterly  displeasing. 

But  behind  them  as  they  leant , the  feet  of  passengers , on  the 
great  thoroughfare,  passed  not  oft — but  quick;  and  that  sound, 
the  commonest  of  earth’s , made  — as  they  lingered  — rarer  and 
rarer  by  the  advancing  night,  contrasted,  rather  than  destroyed, 
the  quiet  of  the  heaven,  and  the  solemnity  of  the  silent  stars. 

The  Ditow ned,  31 
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“It  is  an  old,  but  a just,  comparison,”  said  Mordaunt’s 
companion,  “which  has  likened  life  to  a river  such  as  we  now 
survey,  gliding  alternately  in  light  or  in  darkness,  in  sunshine  or 
in  storm , to  that  great  ocean  in  which  all  waters  meet.” 

“If,”  said  Algernon,  with  his  usual  thoughtful  and  pensive 
smile,  “we  may  be  allowed  to  vary  that  simile,  I would,  sepa- 
rating the  universal  and  eternal  course  of  Destiny  from  the  fleeting 
generations  of  human  life,  compare  the  river  before  us  to  that 
course,  and  not  it,  but  the  city  scattered  on  its  banks,  to  the 
varieties  and  mutability  of  life.  There  (in  the  latter)  crowded 
together  in  the  great  chaos  of  social  union,  we  herd  in  the  night 
of  ages,  flinging  the  little  lustre  of  our  dim  lights  over  the  sullen 
tide  which  rolls  beside  us  — seeing  the  tremulous  ray  glitter  on  the 
surface,  only  to  show  us  how  profound  is  the  gloom  which  it  cannot 
break,  and  the  depths  which  it  is  too  faint  to  pierce.  There  Crime 
stalks,  and  Woe  hushes  her  moan,  and  Poverty  couches,  and 
Wealth  riots  — and  Death , in  all  and  each , is  at  his  silent  work. 
But  the  stream  of  Fate,  unconscious  of  our  changes  and  decay, 
glides  on  to  its  engulphing  bourne;  and,  while  it  mirrors  the 
faintest  smile  or  the  lightest  frown  of  heaven,  beholds,  without 
a change  upon  its  surface,  the  generations  of  earth  perish,  aud 
be  renewed , along  its  banks ! ” 

There  was  a pause:  and  by  an  involuntary  and  natural  impulse, 
they  turned  from  the  waves  beneath , to  the  heaven,  which , in  its 
breathing  contrast,  spread  all  eloquently,  yet  hushed,  above. 
They  looked  upon  the  living  and  intense  stars,  and  felt  palpably 
at  their  hearts  that  spell  — wild , but  mute  — which  nothing  on  or 
of  earth  can  inspire;  that  pining  of  the  imprisoned  soul,  that 
longing  after  the  immortality  on  high,  which  is  perhaps  no  ima- 
ginary type  of  the  immortality  ourselves  are  heirs  to. 

“It  is  on  such  nights  as  these,”  said  Mordaunt,  who  Grst 
broke  the  silence,  but  with  a low  and  soft  voice,  “that  we  are 
tempted  to  believe  that  in  Plato's  divine  fancy  there  is  as  divine  a 
truth  — that  ‘our  souls  are  indeed  of  the  same  essence  as  the 
stars,’  and  that  the  mysterious  yearning,  the  impatient  wish  which 
swells,  and  soars  within  us  to  mingle  with  their  glory  is  but  the 
instinctive  and  natural  longing  to  re-unite  the  divided  portion 
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of  an  immortal  spirit,  stored  in  these  cells  of  clay,  with  the  orlgl- 
nal  lustre  of  the  heavenly  and  burning  whole.” 

‘*And  hence  then,”  said  his  companion,  pursuing  the  idea, 
“ might  we  also  believe  in  that  wondrous  and  wild  inllueDce  which 
the  stars  have  been  fabled  to  exercise  over  our  fate ; hence  might 
we  shape  a visionary  clue  to  their  imagined  power  over  our  birth, 
onr  destinies  and  our  death.” 

“Perhaps,”  rejoined  Mordaunt,  and  Lord  Ulswater  has  since 
said  that  his  countenance , as  he  spoke , wore  an  awful  and  strange 
aspect,  which  lived  lung  and  long  afterwards  in  the  memory  of  his 
companion,  “perhaps  there  are  tokens  and  signs  between  the 
soul  and  the  things  of  Heaven  which  do  not  wholly  shame  the  doc- 
trine of  him*  from  whose  bright  wells  Plato  drew  (while  he  co- 
loured with  his  own  gorgeous  errors)  the  waters  of  his  sublime 
lore."  As  Mordaunt  thus  spoke,  his  voice  changed;  he  paused 
abruptly,  and,  pointing  to  a distant  quarter  of  the  heavens,  said, 
“Look  yonder;  do  you  see,  in  the  far  horizon,  one  large  and 
solitary  star,  that,  at  this  very  moment,  seems  to  wax  pale  and 
paler,  as  my  hand  points  to  it?” 

“1  see  it  — it  shrinks  and  soars,  while  we  gaze,  into  the  far- 
ther depths  of  Heaven , as  if  it  were  seeking  to  rise  to  some  higher 
orbit.” 

“And  do  you  see,”  rejoined  Mordaunt,  “yon  fleecy,  but 
dusk  chiud,  which  sweeps  slowly  along  the  sky  towards  it?  What 
shape  does  that  cloud  wear  to  your  eyes?” 

“It  seems  to  me,"  answered  Lord  Ulswater,  “to  assume  the 
exact  semblance  of  a procession , whether  of  mirth  or  burial  — the 
human  shape  appears  to  me  as  distinctly  moulded  in  the  thin  va- 
pours as  in  ourselves;  nor  would  it  perhaps  ask  too  great  indul- 
gence from  our  fancy,  to  image  amongst  the  darker  forms  in  the 
centre  of  the  cloud  one  bearing  the  very  appearance  of  a bier  — 
the  plume,  and  the  caparison,  and  the  steeds,  and  the  mourners! 
Still,  as  I look,  the  likeness  seems  to  me  to  increase!” 

“Strange,”  said  Mordaunt  musingly,  “how  strange  is  this 
thing  which  we  call  the  mind ! Strange  that  the  dreams  and  super- 

* Socrates,  who  tanght  the  belief  in  omeni. 
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stitioDS  of  childhood  shoald  cling  to  it  vith  so  inseparable  and 
fond  a strength!  I remember,  years  since,  that  I was  aSected 
even  as  I am  now , to  a degree  which  wiser  men  might  shrink  to 
confess , upon  gazing  on  a cloud  exactly  similar  to  that  which  at 
this  instant  we  behold.  But  see  — that  cloud  has  passed  over  the 
star;  and  now,  as  it  rolls  away,  look,  the  star  itself  has  vanished 
into  the  heavens.” 

“But  I fear,”  answered  Lord  Ulswater,  with  a slight  smile, 
“ that  we  can  deduce  no  omen  either  from  the  cloud  or  the  star : 
would , indeed,  that  Nature  were  more  visibly  knit  with  our  indi- 
vidual existence!  TVouidthat  in  the  heavens  there  were  a book, 
and  in  the  waves  a voice,  and  on  the  earth  a token  of  the  mysteries 
and  enigmas  of  our  fate ! ” 

“And  yet,”  said  Mardaunt,  slowly,  as  his  mind  gradually 
rose  from  its  dream -like  oppression  to  its  wonted  and  healthful 
tone,  “yet,  in  truth,  we  want  neither  sign  noromen  from  other 
worlds  to  teach  us  ail  that  it  is  the  end  of  existence  to  fulfil  in  this ; 
and  that  seems  to  me  a far  less  exalted  wisdom  which  enables  us  to 
solve  the  riddles,  than  that  which  elevates  us  above  the  chances 
of  the  future.” 

“But  can  we  be  placed  above  those  chances  — can  we  be- 
come independent  of  that  fate  to  which  the  ancients  taught  that 
even  their  deities  were  submitted?” 

“Let  us  not  so  wrong  the  ancients,”  answered  Mordaunt; 
“their  poets  taught  it,  not  their  philosophers.  Would  not  Virtue 
be  a dream,  a mockery  indeed,  if  it  were,  like  the  herh  of  the 
field,  a thing  of  blight  and  change,  of  withering  and  renewal,  a 
minion  of  the  sunbeam  and  the  cloud?  Shall  calamity  deject  it? 
Shall  prosperity  pollute?  then  let  it  not  be  the  object  of  our  as- 
piration , but  the  hyword  of  our  contempt.  No : let  us  rather  be- 
lieve, with  the  great  of  old,  that  when  it  is  based  on  wis- 
dom, it  is  throned  above  change  and  chance!  throned  above  the 
things  of  a petty  and  sordid  world ! throned  above  the  Olympus  of 
the  heathen ! throned  above  the  Stars  which  fade , and  ithe  Moon 
which  waneth  in  her  course!  Shall  we  believe  less  of  the  divinity 
of  Virtue  than  an  Athenian  Sage?  Shall  we,  to  whose  eyes  have 
been  revealed  without  a cloud . the  blaze  and  the  glory  of  heaven, 
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make  Virtue  a slave  to  those  chains  of  earth  which  the  Pagan  sub- 
jected to  her  feet?  But  if  by  her  we  can  trample  on  the  ills  of  life, 
are  we  not,  a hundredfold  more,  by  her,  the  vanquishers  of 
death?  All  creation  lies  before  us:  shall  we  cling  to  a grain  of 
dust?  All  immortality  is  our  heritage:  shall  we  gasp  an4  sicken 
for  a moment’s  breath?  What  if  we  perish  within  an  hour?  — 
what  if  already  the  black  cloud  lowers  over  us  — what  if  from  our 
hopes  and  projects , and  the  fresh-woven  ties  which  we  have  knit 
around  our  life , we  are  abruptly  torn , shall  we  be  the  creatures 
or  the  conquerors  of  fate?  Shall  we  be  the  exiled  from  a home,  or 
the  escaped  from  a dungeon?  Are  we  not  as  birds  which  look  into 
the  Great  Air  only  through  a barred  cage?  Shall  we  shrink  and 
mourn  when  the  cage  is  shattered , and  all  space  spreads  around 
us  — our  element  and  our  empire?  No,  it  was  not  for  this  that, 
in  an  elder  day , Virtue  and  Valour  received  but  a common  name ! 
The  soul,  into  which  that  Spirit  has  breathed  its  glory,  is  not 
only  above  Fate  — it  probts  by  her  assaults!  Attempt  to  weaken 
it,  and  you  nerve  it  with  a new  strength  — to  wound  it,  and  you 
render  it  more  invulnerable  — to  destroy  it,  and  you  make  it  im- 
mortal! This,  indeed,  is  the  Sovereign  whose  realm  every  cala- 
mity increases  — the  Hero  whose  triumph  every  invasion  aug- 
ments ! — standing  on  the  last  sands  of  life,  and  encircled  by  the 
advancing  waters  of  Darkness  and  Eternity,  it  becomes  in  its  ex- 
piring effort  d 0 u b 1 y the  Victor  and  the  King ! ” 

Impressed,  by  the  fervour  of  his  companion,  with  a sympathy 
almost  approaching  to  awe.  Lord  Ulswater  pressed  Mordaunt’s 
hand,  but  offered  no  reply;  and  both,  excited  by  the  high  theme 
of  their  conversation , and  the  thoughts  which  it  produced , moved 
in  silence  from  their  post,  and  walked  slowly  homeward. 
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CHAPTER  LXXXIX. 

Is  it  pnssiblef 

Is’t  sol  I c a n no  longer  wliat  1 would: 

No  longer  draw  back  at  mjr  liking!  1 

Must  do  tlie  deed  because  1 tbuugbt  of  it. 

« • • • 

What  is  thy  enterprise  — thy  aim,  thy  object! 

Hast  honestly  confessed  it  to  thyself! 

• • • • 

0 bloody,  frightful  deed! 

• • • • 

Was  that  my  purpose  when  we  parted! 

0 God  of  Justice! 

Coleridge’s  TK aUtntUin. 

Wk  need  scarcely  say  that  one  of  the  persons  overheard  by  Mr. 
Brown  was  Wolfe,  and  the  peculiar  tone  of  oratorical  exaggera- 
tion, characteristic  of  the  man,  has  already  informed  the  reader 
with  which  of  the  two  he  was  identified. 

On  the  evening  after  that  conversation  — the  evening  fixed  for 
the  desperate  design  on  which  he  bad  set  the  last  hazard  of  his 
life  — the  republican,  parting  from  the  companions  with  whom 
he  had  passed  the  day,  returned  home  to  compose  the  fever  of  his 
excited  thoughts,  and  have  a brief  hour  of  solitary  meditation,  pre- 
vious to  the  committal  of  that  act  which  he  knew  must  be  his  im- 
mediate passport  to  the  gaol  and  the  gibbet.  On  entering  his  squa- 
lid and  miserable  home,  the  woman  of  the  house,  a blear-eyed 
and  filthy  hag,  who  was  holding  to  her  withered  breast  an  infant, 
which,  even  in  sucking  the  stream  that  nourished  its  tainted  ex- 
istence, betrayed  upon  its  haggard  and  bloated  countenance  the 
polluted  nature  of  the  mother’s  milk,  from  which  it  drew  at  once 
the  support  of  life  and  the  seeds  of  death  — this  woman , meeting 
him  in  the  narrow  passage,  arrested  his  steps,  to  acquaint  him 
that  a gentleman  had  that  day  called  upon  him,  and  left  a letter  in 
his  room , with  strict  charge  of  care  and  speed  in  its  delivery.  The 
visitor  bad  not,  however,  communicated  his  name,  though  the 
curiosity  excited  by  his  mien  and  dress  had  prompted  the  crone 
particularly  to  demand  it. 

Little  affected  by  this  incident,  which  to  the  hostess  seemed 
DO  unimportant  event,  Wolfe  pushed  the  woman  aside , with  an 
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ImpaUent  gesture , and,  scarcely  conscious  of  the  abuse  which 
followed  this  motion , hastened  up  the  sordid  stairs  to  his  apart- 
ment. He  sate  himself  down  upon  the  foot  of  bis  bed,  and,  cover- 
ing his  face  with  his  bands,  surrendered  his  mind  to  the  tide  of 
contending  emotions  which  rushed  upon  it. 

What  was  he  about  to  commit?  Murder!  — murder  in  its 
coldest  and  most  premeditated  guise!  “No!”  cried  he  aloud, 
starting  from  the  bed , and  dashing  bis  clenched  band  violently 
against  his  brow  — “no  — no — no!  it  is  not  murder,  it  is 
justice ! Did  not  they,  the  hirelings  of  Oppression , ride  over  their 
crushed  and  shrieking  countrymen , with  drawn  blades  and  mur- 
therous  bands?  Was  I not  among  them  at  that  hour?  Did  I not 
with  these  eyes  see  the  sword  uplifted,  and  the  smiter  strike? 
Were  not  my  ears  filled  with  the  groans  of  their  victims  and  the 
savage  yells  of  the  trampling  dastards?  — yells  which  rung  in 
triumph  over  women  and  babes  and  weaponless  men?  And  shall 
there  be  no  vengeance?  Yes,  it  shall  fall , not  upon  the  tools , but 
the  master  — not  upon  the  slaves , but  the  despot!  Yet,”  said  he, 
suddenly  pausing,  as  his  voice  sank  into  a whisper,  “assassina- 
tion! — in  another  hour,  perhaps  — a deed  irrevocable  — a seal 
set  upon  two  souls  — the  victim’s  and  the  judge’s ! Fetters  and 
the  felon’s  cord  before  me ! — the  shouting  mob  — the  stigma ! — 
no,  no,  it  will  not  be  the  stigma;  the  gratitude,  rather,  of  fu- 
ture times,  when  motives  will  be  appreciated  and  party  hushed! 
Have  I not  wrestled  with  wrong  from  my  birth?  — have  I not  re- 
jected all  offers  from  the  men  of  an  impious  power?  — have  I made 
a moment's  truce  with  the  poor  man’s  foe?  — have  1 not  thrice 
purchased  free  principles  with  an  imprisoned  frame?  — have  I not 
bartered  my  substance,  and  my  hopes,  and  the  pleasures  of  this 
world  for  my  unmoving,  unswerving  faith  in  the  Great  Cause?  — 
am  I not  about  to  crown  all  by  one  blow  — one  lightning  blow, 
destroying  at  once  myself  and  a criminal  too  mighty  for  the  law? 
— and  shall  not  history  do  justice  to  this  devotedness  — this  ab- 
sence from  all  self  hereafter — and  admire,  even  if  it  condemn?” 

Buoying  himself  with  these  reflections,  and  exciting  the  jaded 
current  of  bis  designs  once  more  into  an  unnatural  impetus , the 
unhappy  man  ceased,  and  paced  with  rapid  steps  the  narrow 
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limits  of  his  chamber:  his  eye  fell  upon  something  bright,  which 
glittered  amidst  the  darkening  shadows  of  the  evening.  At  that 
sight  his  heart  stood  still  for  a moment;  it  was  the  weapon  of 
intended  death : he  took  it  up , and  as  he  surveyed  the  shining 
barrel,  and  felt  the  lock,  a more  settled  sternness  gathered  at 
once  over  his  fierce  features  and  stubborn  heart.  The  pistol  had 
been  bought  and  prepared  for  the  purpose  with  the  utmost  nicety, 
not  only  for  use  but  show;  nor  is  it  unfrequent  to  find  in  such 
instances  of  premeditated  ferocity  in  design , a fearfui  kind  of  cox- 
combry  lavished  upon  the  means. 

Striking  a light,  Wolfe  re-seated  himself  deliberately,  and 
began , with  the  utmost  care,  to  load  the  pistol;  that  scene  would 
not  have  been  an  unworthy  sketch  for  those  painters  who  possess 
the  power  of  giving  to  the  low  a force  almost  approaching  to  gran- 
deur, and  of  augmenting  the  terrible  by  a mixture  of  the  ludicrous ; 
the  sordid  chamber,  the  damp  walls,  the  high  window,  in  which 
a handful  of  discoloured  paper  supplied  the  absence  of  many  a 
pane;  the  single  table  of  rough  oak,  the  rush -bottomed  and 
broken  chair,  the  hearth  unconscious  of  a fire , over  which  a mean 
bust  of  Milton  held  its  tutelary  sway  — while  the  dull  rushlight 
streamed  dimly  upon  the  swarthy  and  strong  countenance  of 
Wolfe,  intent  upon  his  work  — a countenance  in  which  the  deli- 
berate calmness  that  bad  succeeded  the  late  struggle  of  feeling  had 
in  it  a mingled  power  of  energy  and  haggardness  of  langour,  the 
one  of  the  desperate  design,  the  other  of  the  exhausted  body, 
while  in  the  knit  brow,  and  the  iron  lines,  and  even  in  the  settled 
ferocity  of  expression , there  was  yet  something  above  the  stamp  of 
the  vulgar  rulBan  — something  eloquent  of  the  motive  no  less  than 
the  deed , and  significant  of  that  not  ignoble  perversity  of  mind 
which  diminished  the  guilt,  yet  increased  the  dreadness  of  the 
meditated  crime,  by  mocking  it  with  the  name  of  virtue. 

As  he  had  finished  his  task , and,  hiding  the  pistol  in  his  per- 
son, waited  for  the  hour  in  which  bis  accomplice  was  to  summon 
him  to  the  fatal  deed , he  perceived , close  by  him  on  the  table, 
the  letter  which  the  woman  bad  spoken  of,  and  which , till  then, 
he  had , in  the  excitement  of  his  mind , utterly  forgotten.  He 
opened  it  mechanically  — an  inclosure  fell  to  the  ground.  He 
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picked  itnp  — it  was  a bank-note  of  considerable  amount.  The 
lines  in  the  letter  were  few,  anonjrmous,  and  written  in  a hand 
evidently  disguised.  They  were  calculated  peculiarly  to  touch  the 
republican,  and  reconcile  him  to  the  gift.  In  them  the  writer  pro- 
fessed to  be  actuated  by  no  other  feeling  than  admiration  for  the 
unbending  integrity  which  had  characterized  Wolfe’s  life,  and  the 
desire  that  sincerity  in  any  principles,  however  they  might  dilTer 
from  his  own,  should  not  be  rewarded  only  with  indigence  and  ruin. 

It  is  impossible  to  tell  how  far,  in  Wolfe’s  mind,  his  own 
desperate  fortunes  might,  insensibly,  have  mingled  with  the  mo- 
tives which  led  him  to  his  present  design : certain  it  is  that , wher- 
ever the  future  is  hopeless,  the  mind  is  easily  converted  from  the 
rugged  to  the  criminal ; and  equally  certain  it  is  that  we  are  apt  to 
justify  to  ourselves  many  offences  in  a cause  where  we  have  made 
great  sacrifices:  and,  perhaps,  if  this  unexpected  assistance  bad 
come  to  Wolfe  a short  time  before,  it  might,  by  softening  his 
heart,  and  reconciling  him  in  some  measure  to  fortune , have  ren- 
dered him  less  susceptible  to  the  fierce  voice  of  political  hatred 
and  the  instigation  of  bis  associates.  Nor  can  we , who  are  re- 
moved from  the  temptations  of  the  poor  — temptations  to  which 
ours  are  as  breezes  which  woo , to  storms  which  **  tumble  towers” 
— nor  can  we  tell  how  far  the  acerbity  of  want , and  the  absence 
of  wholesome  sleep,  and  the  indignity  of  the  rich,  and  the  rankling 
memory  of  belter  fortunes,  or  even  the  mere  fierceness  which  ab- 
solute hunger  produces  in  the  humours  and  veins  of  all  that  hold 
nature’s  life  — nor  can  we  tell  bow  far  these  madden  the  temper, 
which  is  but  a minion  of  the  body , and  plead  in  irresistible  ex- 
cuse for  the  crimes  which  our  wondering  virtue  — haughty  be- 
cause unsolicited  — stamps  with  its  loftiest  reprobation ! 

The  cloud  fell  from  Wolfe’s  brow,  and  his  eye  gazed,  mu- 
singly and  rapt,  upon  vacancy.  Steps  were  heard  ascending  — 
the  voice  of  a distant  clock  toiled  with  a distinctness  which  seemed 
like  strokes  palpable  as  well  as  audible  to  the  senses ; and  as  the 
door  opened,  and  his  accomplice  entered,  Wolfe  muttered  — 
*‘Too  late — too  late!”  — and  first  crushing  the  note  in  his  hands, 
then  tore  it  into  atoms,  with  a vehemence  which  astonished  bis 
companiou,  who,  however,  knew  not  its  value. 
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“Come,”  said  he,  stamping  his  foot  violent! j upon  the  floor, 
as  if  to  conquer  by  passion  all  internal  relenting  — “come,  my 
friend,  not  another  moment  is  to  be  lost;  let  us  hasten  to  our 
holy  deed !” 

“I  trust,”  said  Wolfe’s  companion,  when  they  were  in  the 
open  street , “ that  we  shall  not  have  our  trouble  in  vain ; it  is  a 
brave  night  for  it ! Davidson  wanted  us  to  throw  grenades  into  the 
ministers'  carriages,  as  the  best  plan;  and,  faith,  we  can  try 
that  if  all  else  fails!” 

Wolfe  remained  silent  — indeed  he  scarcely  heard  his  compa- 
nion ; for  a sullen  indilTerence  to  all  things  around  him  had  wrapt 
his  spirit  — that  singular  feeling , or  rather  absence  from  feeling, 
common  to  all  men,  when  bound  on  some  exciting  action , upon 
which  their  minds  are  already  and  wholly  bent;  — which  renders 
them  utterly  without  thought,  when  the  superGcial  would  imagine 
they  were  the  most  full  of  it,  and  leads  them  to  the  threshold  of 
that  event  which  had  before  engrossed  all  their  most  waking  and 
fervid  contemplation  with  a blind  and  mechanical  unconsciousness, 
resembling  the  influence  of  a dream. 

They  arrived  at  the  place  they  had  selected  for  their  station  — 
sometimes  walking  to-and-fro,  in  order  to  escape  observation  — 
sometimes  hiding  behind  the  pillars  of  a neighbouring  house,  they 
awaited  the  coming  of  their  victims.  The  time  passed  on  — the 
streets  grew  more  and  more  empty ; and,  at  last,  only  the  visita- 
tion of  the  watchman  — or  the  occasional  steps  of  some  homeward 
wanderer,  disturbed  the  solitude  of  their  station. 

At  last,  just  after  midnight,  two  men  were  seen  approaching 
towards  them , linked  arm-in-arm , and  walking  very  slowly. 

“Hist  — hist,”  whispered  Wolfe’s  comrade  — “there  they 
are  at  last  — is  your  pistol  cocked?” 

“Ay,”  answered  Wolfe , “and  your’s:  man  — collect  your- 
self — your  hand  shakes.” 

“It  is  with  the  cold,  then,”  said  the  rulhan,  using,  uncon- 
sciously, a celebrated  reply  — “Let  us  withdraw  behind  the 
pillar.” 

They  did  so  — the  Ggures  approached  them ; the  night,  though 
star-lit,  was  not  suQiciently  clear  to  give  the  assassins  more  than 
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the  outline  of  their  shapes,  and  the  characters  of  their  height  and 
air. 

“Which,”  said  Wolfe,  in  a whisper  — for,  as  he  had  said,  he 
had  never  seen  either  of  his  intended  victims  — “which  is  my 
prey?” 

“Oh,  the  nearest  to  you,”  said  the  other,  with  trembling 
accents;  “you  know  his  d — d proud  walk,  and  erect  head  — 
that  is  the  way  he  answers  the  people’s  petitions,  I’ll  be  sworn. 
The  taller  and  farther  one,  who  stoops  more  in  his  gait,  is  mine.” 

The  strangers  were  now  at  hand. 

“ You  know  you  are  to  fire  first,  Wolfe ,”  whispered  the  nearer 
ruffian,  whose  heart  had  long  failed  him,  and  who  was  already 
meditating  escape. 

“But  are  you  sure  — quite  sure  of  the  identity  of  our  prey?” 
said  Wolfe , grasping  his  pistol. 

“Yes,  yes,”  said  the  other ; and , indeed , the  air  of  the  near- 
est person  approaching  them  bore,  in  the  distance,  a strong  re- 
semblance to  that  of  the  minister  it  was  supposed  to  designate. 
His  companion,  who  appeared  much  younger,  and  of  a mien 
equally  patrician,  but  far  less  proud,  seemed  listening  to  the  suppo- 
sed minister  with  the  most  earnest  attention.  Apparently  occupied 
with  their  conversation , when  about  twenty  yards  from  the  assas- 
sins , they  stood  still  for  a few  moments. 

“Stop,  Wolfe,  stop,”  said  the  republican’s  accomplice, 
whose  Indian  complexion,  by  fear,  and  the  wan  light  of  the  lamps 
and  skies,  faded  into  a jaundiced  and  yellow  hue,  while  the  bony 
whiteness  of  bis  teeth  made  a grim  contrast  with  the  glare  of  his 
small,  black,  sparkling  eyes.  “Stop,  Wolfe  — hold  your  hand. 
I see,  now,  that  I was  mistaken;  the  farther  one  is  a stranger  to 
me,  and  the  nearer  one  is  much  thinner  than  the  minister:  pocket 
your  pistol  — quick  — quick  — and  let  us  withdraw.” 

Wolfe  dropped  his  hand,  as  if  dissuaded  from  his  design ; but, 
as  he  looked  upon  the  trembling  frame  and  chattering  teeth  of  his 
terrified  accomplice,  a sudden,  and  not  unnatural,  idea  darted 
across  his  mind  that  he  was  wilfully  deceived  by  the  fears  of  his 
companion;  and  that  the  strangers,  who  had  now  resumed  their 
way,  were  indeed  what  bis  accomplice  had  first  reported  them  to 
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be.  Filled  with  this  impression,  and  acting  upon  the  momentary 
spnr  which  it  gave,  the  infatuated  and  fated  man  pushed  aside  his 
comrade,  with  a muttered  oath  at  his  cowardice  and  treachery,  and 
taking  a sure  and  steady,  though  quick,  aim  at  the  person,  who  was 
now  just  within  the  certain  destruction  of  his  hand,  he  fired  the 
pistol.  The  stranger  reeled,  and  fell  into  the  arms  of  his  companion. 

‘ ‘ Hurra ! ” cried  the  murderer , leaping  from  his  hiding  place, 
and  walking  with  rapid  strides  towards  his  victim  — hurra!  for 
liberty  and  England !” 

Scarce  bad  he  uttered  those  prostituted  names,  before  the 
triumph  of  misguided  zeal  faded  suddenly  and  for  ever  from  his 
brow  and  soul. 

The  wounded  man  leaned  back  in  the  supporting  arms  of  his 
chilled  and  horror-stricken  friend ; who,  kneeling  on  one  knee  to 
support  him,  hied  his  eager  eyes  upon  the  pale  and  changing  coun- 
tenance of  bis  burthen,  unconscious  of  the  presence  of  the 
assassin. 

“Speak,  Mordaunt,  speak!  how  is  it  with  you?”  he  said.  ' 

Recalled  from  his  torpor  by  the  voice,  Mordaunt  opened  his 
eyes,  and  muttering  “My  child,  my  child,”  sunk  back  again; 
and  Lord  Ulswater  (for  it  was  he)  felt,  by  his  increased  weight, 
that  death  was  hastening  rapidly  on  its  victim. 

“Oh!”  said  he,  bitterly,  and  recalling  their  last  conversation 
— “ Oh ! where  — where  — when  this  man  — the  wise,  the  kind, 
the  innocent,  almost  the  perfect,  falls  thus  in  the  very  prime  of 
existence , by  a sudden  blow  from  an  obscure  hand  — unhlest  in 
life,  inglorious  in  death  — oh!  where  — where  is  this  boasted 
triumph  of  Virtue , or  where  is  its  reward?  ” 

True  to  his  idol  at  the  last,  as  these  words  fell  upon  his  dizzy 
and  receding  senses,  Mordaunt  raised  himself  by  a sudden,  though 
momentary,  exertion ; and  fixing  his  eyes  full  upon  Lord  Ulswater, 
his  moving  lips  (for  his  voice  was  already  gone)  seemed  to  shape 
out  the  answer,  “It  is  here!”  With  this  last  effort,  and  with 
an  expression  upon  his  aspect  which  seemed  at  once  to  soften  and 
to  hallow  the  haughty  and  calm  character  which  in  life  it  was  wont 
to  bear,  Algernon  Mordaunt  fell  once  more  back  into  the  arms  of 
his  companion,  and  immediately  expired. 
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CHAPTER  XC. 

ComCf  Death,  these  are  thy  Tictimi;  and  the  axe 
Waits  those  who  claimed  the  chariot.  — Thus  we  connt 
Onr  treasures  in  the  dark,  and  when  the  light 
Breaks  on  the  cheated  eye,  we  find  the  coin 
Was  skulls.  — 

• • • • • 

Tet  the  while 

Fate  links  strange  contrasts,  and  the  scaffold's  gloom 
la  neighboured  by  the  altar. 

Anon. 


When  Crauford’s  guilt  and  iaiprisoomeut  became  known; 
when  Inquiry  developed,  day  after  day,  some  new  maze  in  the 
mighty  and  intricate  machinery  of  his  sublime  dishonesty;  when 
bouses  of  the  most  reputed  wealth  and  profuse  splendour,  whose 
alTnirs  Crauford  had  transacted,  were  discovered  to  have  been  for 
years  utterly  undermined  and  beggared,  and  only  supported  by  the 
extraordinary  genius  of  the  individual  by  whose  extraordinary  guilt, 
now  no  longer  concealed,  they  were  suddenly  and  irretrievably 
destroyed;  when  it  was  ascertained  that,  for  nearly  the  fifth  part 
of  a century , a system  of  villainy  had  been  carried  on  throughout 
Europe,  in  a thousand  dilTerent  relations,  without  a single  breath 
of  suspicion,  and  yet  which  a single  breath  of  suspicion  could  at 
once  have  arrested  and  exposed;  when  it  was  proved  that  a man 
whose  luxury  had  exceeded  the  pomp  of  princes,  and  whose  wealth 
was  supposed  more  inexhaustible  than  the  enchanted  purse  of  For- 
tunntus,  had  for  eighteen  years  been  a peonyless  pensioner  upon 
the  prosperity  of  others ; when  the  long  scroll  of  this  almost  incre- 
dible fraud  was  slowly,  piece  by  piece,  unrolled  before  the  terri- 
fied curiosity  of  the  public , an  invading  army  at  the  Temple  gates 
could  scarcely  have  excited  such  universal  consternation  and 
dismay. 

The  mob,  always  tbe  first  to  execute  justice,  in  their  own  ini- 
mitable way,  took  vengeance  upon  Crauford,  by  burning  tbe  house 
no  longer  his , and  the  houses  of  the  partners,  who  were  the  worst 
and  most  innocent  sufferers  for  his  crime.  No  epithet  of  horror 
and  hatred  was  too  severe  for  the  offender;  and  serious  apprehen- 
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sions  for  the  safety  of  Newgate,  his  present  habitation,  were  gene- 
rally expressed.  The  more  saintly  members  of  that  sect  to  which 
the  hypocrite  had  ostensibly  belonged,  held  up  their  hands , and 
declared  that  the  fall  of  the  Pharisee  was  a judgment  of  Providence. 
Nor  did  they  think  it  worth  while  to  make,  for  a moment,  the 
trifling  inquiry , how  far  the  judgment  of  Providence  was  also  im- 
plicated in  the  destruction  of  the  numerous  and  innocent  families 
he  had  ruined ! 

But,  whether  from  that  admiration  for  genius,  common  to  the 
vulgar , which  forgets  all  crime  in  the  cleverness  of  committing  it, 
or  from  that  sagariuus  disposition  peculiar  to  the  English,  which 
makes  a hero  of  any  person  eminently  w icked,  no  sooner  did  Cran- 
ford’s trial  come  on  than  the  tide  of  popular  feeling  experienced  a 
sudden  revulsion.  It  became,  in  an  instant,  the  fashion  toad- 
mire  and  to  pity  a gentleman  so  t a1  e n te  d and  so  u n fo  r t u n a te. 
Likenesses  ol  Mr.  Cranford  appeared  in  every  print-shop  in  tow  n 

— the  papers  discovered  that  he  was  the  very  facsimile  of  the  great 
King  of  Prussia.  The  laureate  made  an  ode  upon  him.  which  was 
set  to  music;  and  the  public  learnt,  with  tears  of  compassionate 
regret  at  so  romantic  a circumstance,  that  pigeon-|»ies  were  sent 
daily  to  his  prison,  made  by  the  delicate  hands  of  one  of  his  former 
mistresses.  Some  sensation,  also,  was  excited  by  the  circum- 
stance of  his  poor  wife  (who  soon  afterwards  died  of  a broken 
heart)  coming  to  him  in  prison,  and  being  with  difliiulty  torn 
away;  but  then,  conjugal  affection  is  so  \ery  common-place,  and 

— there  was  something  so  eugrossingly  pathetic  in  the  anecdote  of 
the  pigeon-pies ! 

It  must  be  confessed  that  Cranford  displayed  singular  address 
and  ability  upon  his  trial;  and  llghthing  every  inch  of  ground,  even 
to  the  last,  when  so  strong  a phalanx  of  circumstances  appeared 
against  him,  that  no  hope  of  a favourable  verdict  could  fora  mo- 
ment have  supported  him  — he  concluded  the  trial  with  a speech 
delivered  by  himself  — so  impressive,  so  powerful,  so  digniiied, 
yet  so  impassioned,  that  the  whole  audience,  hot  as  they  were, 
dissolved  into  tears. 

Sentence  was  passed  — Death ! But  such  was  the  infatuation 
of  the  people  that  every  one  expected  that  a pardon,  for  crime  more 
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complicated  and  extensive  than  half  the  Newgate  Calendar  could 
equal , would  of  course  be  obtained.  Persons  of  the  highest  rank 
interested  themselves  in  bis  behalf:  and  up  to  the  night  before  his 
execution,  expectations,  almost  amounting  to  certainty,  were 
entertained  by  the  criminal,  his  friends , and  the  public.  On  that 
night  was  conveyed  to  Cranford  the  positive  and  peremptory  assu- 
rance that  there  was  no  hope.  Let  us  now  enter  his  cell , and  be 
the  sole  witnesses  of  his  solitude. 

Cranford  was , as  we  have  seen , a man  in  some  respects  of 
great  moral  courage,  of  extraordinary  daring  in  the  formation  of 
schemes,  of  unwavering  resolution  in  supporting  them,  and  of  a 
temper  which  rather  rejoiced  in,  than  shunned,  the  braving  of  a 
distant  danger  for  the  sake  of  an  adequate  reward.  But  this  cou- 
rage was  supported  and  fed  solely  by  the  seif-persnasion  of  con- 
summate genius,  and  his  profound  confidence  both  in  bis  good 
fortune,  and  the  inexhaustibility  of  his  resources.  Physically 
he  was  a coward ! immediate  peril  to  be  confronted  by  the  per- 
son, nottbemind,  bad  ever  appalled  him  like  a child.  He  had 
never  dared  to  back  a spirited  horse.  He  had  been  known  to  re- 
main for  days  in  an  obscure  alehouse  in  the  country,  to  which  a 
shower  had  accidentally  driven  him,  because  it  had  been  idly 
reported  that  a wild  beast  had  escaped  from  a caravan,  and  been 
seen  in  the  vicinity  of  the  inn.  No  dog  had  ever  been  allowed  in 
his  household,  lest  it  might  go  mad.  In  a word,  Crauford  was 
one  to  whom  life  and  sensual  enjoyments  were  every  thing  — the 
supreme  blessings  — the  only  blessings. 

As  long  as  he  bad  the  hope,  and  it  was  a sanguine  hope,  of 
saving  life,  nothing  had  disturbed  his  mind  from  its  serenity. 
His  gaiety  had  never  forsaken  him;  and  bis  cheerfulness  and  for- 
titude had  been  the  theme  of  every  one  admitted  to  his  presence. 
But  when  this  hope  was  abruptly  and  finally  closed  — when  Death, 
immediate  and  unavoidable  — Death  — the  extinction  of  existence 
— the  cessation  of  sense,  stood  bare  and  hideous  before  him, 
bis  genius  seemed  at  once  to  abandon  him  to  his  fate,  and  the  in- 
herent weakness  of  bis  nature  to  gush  over  every  prop  and  barrier 
of  his  art. 
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**No  hope ! ’’  muttered  he , in  a voice  of  the  keenest  anguish  — 
“no  hope  — merciful  God  — none  — none ! What,  I — / who 
have  shamed  kings  in  luxury  — I to  die  on  the  gibbet,  among  the 
reeking,  gaping,  swinish  crowd  with  whom — . Oh  God,  that  I 
were  one  of  them  even!  that  I were  the  most  loathsome  beggar 
that  ever  crept  forth  to  taint  the  air  with  sores ! — that  I were  a toad 
immured  in  a stone,  sweltering  in  the  atmosphere  of  its  own 
venom!  — a snail  ciawling  on  these  very  walls,  and  tracking  his 
painful  path  in  slime ! — anything  — anything,  but  death  I And 
such  death  — the  gallows  — the  scaffold  — the  halter — the  fingers 
of  the  hangman  paddling  round  the  neck  where  the  softest  caresses 
have  clung  and  sated.  To  die — die  — die!  What,  / whose 
pulse  now  beats  so  strongly  — whose  blood  keeps  so  warm  and  vi- 
gorous a motion ! — in  the  very  prime  of  enjoyment  and  manhood 
— all  life’s  million  paths  of  pleasure  before  me — to  die — to  swing 
to  the  winds  — to  hang  — ay  — ay  — to  bang!  — to  be  col  down, 
distorted  and  hideous — to  be  thrust  into  the  earth  with  worms — to 
rot,  or,  — or  — or  hell!  is  there  a hell  — better  that  even, 
than  annihilation ! 

“Fool  — fool ! — damnable  fool  that  I was  (and  in  bis  sudden 
rage  he  clenched  his  own  flesh  till  the  nails  met  in  it) ; had  I but 
got  to  France  one  day  sooner!  Why  don’t  you  save  me  — save 
me  — yon  whom  I have  banquetted , and  feasted , and  lent  money 
to ! — one  word  from  you  might  have  saved  me  — I will  not  die ! 1 
don’t  deserve  it!  — lam  innocent!  — I tell  you  Not  guilty,  my 
lord  — not  guilty!  Have  you  not  hearts,  no  consciences?  — 
murder  — murder  — murder!  ” and  the  wretched  man  sunk  upon 
the  ground,  and  tried,  with  his  hands,  to  grasp  the  stone  floor, 
as  if  to  cling  to  it  from  some  imaginary  violence. 

Turn  we  from  him  to  the  cell  in  which  another  criminal  awaits 
also  the  awful  coming  of  his  latest  morrow. 

Pale,  motionless,  silent  — with  bis  face  bending  over  his 
bosom,  and  bands,  clasped  tightly  upon  his  knees,  Wolfe  sat  in 
his  dungeon , and  collected  his  spirit  against  the  approaching  con- 
summation of  his  turbulent  and  stormy  fate  — his  bitterest  punish- 
ment had  been  already  past;  mysterious  Chance,  or  rather  the 
Power  above  Chance,  had  denied  to  him  the  haughty  triumph  of 
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self  applause.  No  sophistry,  now,  could  compare  bis  doom  to 
that  of  Sidney , or  his  deed  to  the  act  of  the  avenging  Brutus. 

Murder  — causeless  — objectless  — universally  execrated  — 
rested , and  would  rest  ( till  oblivion  wrapt  it)  upon  his  name.  It 
had  appeared,  too,  upon  his  trial,  that  he  had,  in  the  informa- 
tion he  had  received , been  the  mere  tool  of  a spy , in  the  ministers’ 
pay;  and  that,  for  weeks  before  his  intended  deed,  his  design 
had  been  known,  and  his  conspiracy  only  not  bared  to  the  public 
eye,  because  political  craft  awaited  a riper  opportunity  for  the  dis- 
closure. He  had  not  then  merely  been  the  blind  dupe  of  his  own 
passions,  but,  more  humbling  still,  an  instrument  in  the  hands  of 
the  very  men  whom  his  hatred  was  sworn  to  destroy.  Not  a wreck 

— not  a straw,  of  the  vain  glory,  for  which  he  had  forfeited  life, 
and  risked  his  soul , could  he  hug  to  a sinking  heart,  and  say  — 
“ This  is  my  support.  ” 

The  remorse  of  gratitude  embittered  his  cup  still  farther.  On 
Mordannt’s  person  bad  been  discovered  a memorandum  of  the 
money  anonymously  enclosed  to  Wolfe  on  the  day  of  the  murder; 
and  it  was  couched  in  words  of  esteem  which  melted  the  fierce 
heart  of  the  republican  into  the  only  tears  he  had  shed  since  child- 
hood. From  that  time  a sullen,  silent  spirit  fell  upon  him.  He 
spoke  to  none  — heeded  none : he  made  no  defence  in  trial  — no 
complaint  of  severity  — no  appeal  from  judgment.  The  iron  had 
entered  into  his  soul  — but  it  supported , while  it  tortured.  Even 
now,  as  we  gaze  upon  his  inflexible  and  dark  countenance,  no  tran- 
sitory emotion  — no  natural  spasm  of  sudden  fear  for  the  catas- 
trophe of  the  morrow  — no  intense  and  working  passions,  strugg- 
ling into  calm  — no  sign  of  internal  hurricanes,  rising,  as  it  were, 
from  the  hidden  depths , agitate  the  surface , or  betray  the  secrets 
of  the  unfathomable  world  within.  The  mute  lip  — the  rigid  brow 

— the  downcast  eye  — a heavy  and  dread  stillness , brooding  over 
every  feature  — these  are  all  that  we  behold ! 

Is  it  that  thought  sleeps,  locked  in  the  torpor  of  a senseless  and 
rayless  dream ; or  that  an  evil  incubus  weighs  upon  it,  crushing  its 
risings,  but  deadening  not  its  pangs?  Does  Memory  fly  to  the 
green  fields  and  happy  home  of  his  childhood , or  the  lonely  studies 
of  his  daring  and  restless  youth , or  his  earliest  homage  to  that 
1'ht  Uhnvmed  32 
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Spirit  of  Freedom  which  shone  bright , and  still , and  pure , upon 
the  solitary  chamber  of  him  who  sung  of  heaven;  * or  (dwelling 
on  its  last  and  most  fearful  object)  rolls  it  only  through  one  tumul- 
tuous and  convulsive  channel  — Despair?  Whatever  be  within 
the  silent  and  deep  heart  — pride,  or  courage,  or  callousness,  or 
that  stubborn  firmness  which,  once  principle,  has  grown  habit, 
cover  all  as  with  a pall ; and  the  strung  nerves,  and  the  hard  en- 
durance of  the  human  flesh,  sustain  what  the  immortal  mind  perhaps 
quails  beneath,  in  its  dark  retreat,  but  once  dreamt  that  it  would 
eiult  to  bear. 

The  fatal  hour  had  come!  and,  through  the  long  dim  passages  of 
the  prison , four  criminals  were  led  forth  to  execution.  The  first 
was  Grauford’s  associate,  Bradley.  This  man  prayed  fervently; 
and , though  he  was  trembling  and  pale , his  mien  and  aspect  bore 
something  of  the  calmness  of  resignation. 

It  has  been  said  that  there  is  no  friendship  among  the  wicked. 
I have  examined  this  maxim  closely,  and  believe  it,  like  most  po- 
pular proverbs,  — false.  In  wickedness  there  is  peril  — and  mu- 
tual terror  is  the  strongest  of  ties.  At  all  events,  the  wicked  can, 
notunoflen,  excite  an  attachment  in  their  followers  denied  to  virtue. 
Habitually  courteous,  caressing  and  familiar,  Cranford  had,  de- 
spite of  his  own  suspicions  of  Bradley,  really  touched  the  heart  of 
one,  whom  weakness  and  want , not  nature,  had  gained  to  vice ; 
and  it  was  not  till  Cranford’s  guilt  was  by  other  witnesses  undeni- 
ably proved  that  Bradley  could  be  tempted  to  make  any  confession 
tending  to  implicate  him. 

He  now  crept  close  to  his  former  partner,  and  frequently  clasped 
his  hand , and  besought  him  to  take  courage , and  to  pray.  But 
Cranford’s  eye  was  glassy  and  dim , and  his  veins  seemed  filled 
with  water  — so  numbed,  and  cold,  and  white  was  his  cheek. 
Fear,  in  him , had  passed  its  paroxysm,  and  was  now  insensibility ; 
it  was  only  when  they  urged  him  to  pray  that  a sort  of  benighted 
consciousness  strayed  over  his  countenance  and  his  ashen  lips 
muttered  something  which  none  beard. 

After  him  came  the  Creole,  who  had  been  Wolfe’s  accomplice. 

* MUtom 
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On  the  night  of  the  murder,  he  had  taken  advantage  of  the  general 
loneliness,  and  the  confusion  of  the  few  present,  and  fled.  He 
was  found,  however,  fast  asleep,  in  a garret,  before  morning, 
by  the  officers  of  justice;  and,  on  trial,  he  had  confessed  all. 
This  man  was  in  a rapid  consumption.  The  delay  of  another  week 
would  have  given  to  nature  the  termination  of  his  life.  He,  like 
Bradley,  seemed  earnest  and  absorbed  in  prayer. 

Last  came  Wolfe,  bistall,  gaunt  frame  worn , by  conflnement 
and  internal  conflict,  into  a gigantic  skeleton;  his  countenance, 
too,  had  undergone  a withering  change:  his  grizzled  hair  seemed 
now  to  have  acquired  only  the  one  hoary  hue  of  age ; and , though 
you  might  trace  in  his  air  and  eye  the  sternness , yon  could  no 
longer  detect  the  Are , of  former  days.  Calm , as  on  the  preceding 
night , no  emotion  broke  over  his  dark , but  not  defying  features. 
He  rejected , though  not  irreverently , all  aid  from  the  benevolent 
priest,  and  seemed  to  seek , in  the  pride  of  his  own  heart,  a sub- 
stitute for  the  resignation  of  Religion. 

“Miserable  man!”  at  last  said  the  good  clergyman,  in  whom 
zeal  overcame  kindness,  “have  you  at  this  awful  hour  no  prayer 
upon  your  lips?” 

A living  light  shot  then  for  a moment  over  Wolfe’s  eye  and 
brow.  “I  have!”  said  be;  and  raising  his  clasped  hands  to 
heaven,  he  continued  in  the  memorable  words  of  Sidney  — “ ‘Lord, 
defend  thy  own  cause,  and  defend  those  who  defend  it!  Stir  up 
such  as  are  faint;  direct  those  that  are  willing;  confirm  those 
that  waver;  give  wisdom  and  integrity  to  all : order  all  things  so  as 
may  most  redound  to  thine  own  glory ! ’ 

“I  had  once  hoped,”  added  Wolfe,  sinking  in  his  tone  — “I 
had  once  hoped  that  I might  with  justice  have  continued  that  holy 
prayer;*  but  — ” he  ceased  abruptly:  the  glow  passed  from  his 
countenance,  his  lip  quivered,  and  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes; 

* “ Grant  that  I ma^  die  glorifying  thee  for  all  thy  merciei,  and  that 
at  (he  last  thou  hast  permitted  me  to  be  aingled  out  aa  a witness  of  thy 
truth,  and  even  by  the  confession  of  my  npposers  for  that  old  cause 
in  which  I was  from  my  youth  engaged,  and  for  which  thou  bast  often 
and  wonderfully  declared  thyself." 

Algernon  Sidney. 
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that  was  the  only  weakness  he  betrayed , and  th(»e  were  his  last 
words. 

Crauford  continued , even  while  the  rope  was  put  round  him, 
mute  and  unconscious  of  every  thing.  It  was  said  that  bis  pulse 
(that  of  an  uncommonly  strong  and  healthy  man  on  the  previous 
day),  had  become  so  low  and  faint  that,  an  hour  before  bis  exe- 
cution , it  could  not  be  felt.  He  and  the  Creole  were  the  only  ones 
who  struggled : Wolfe  died , seemin^y , without  a pang. 

From  these  feverish  and  fearful  scenes,  the  mind  turns,  with 
a feeling  of  grateful  relief,  to  contemplate  the  happiness  of  one 
whose  candid  and  high  nature,  and  warm  affections.  Fortune, 
long  befriending,  had  at  length  blest. 

It  was  on  an  evening  in  the  earliest  flush  of  returning  spring, 
that  Lord  Uiswater,  with  bis  beautiful  bride , entered  his  magni- 
ficent domains.  It  had  been  his  wish  and  order,  in  consequence 
of  his  brother’s  untimely  death,  that  no  public  rejoicings  should 
be  made  on  his  marriage ; but  the  good  old  steward  could  not  per- 
suade himself  entirely  to  enforce  obedience  to  the  first  order  of  his 
new  master;  and  as  the  carriage  drove  into  the  park-gates,  crowds 
on  crowds  were  assembled , to  come  and  to  gaze. 

No  sooner  had  they  caught  a glimpse  of  their  young  lord,  whose 
affability  and  handsome  person  had  endeared  him  to  all  who  re- 
membered his  early  days  and  of  the  half  blushing,  half  smiling, 
countenance  beside  him,  than  their  enthusiasm  could  be  no  longer 
restrained.  The  whole  scene  rang  with  shouts  of  joy  — and 
through  an  air  filled  with  blessings,  and  amidst  an  avenue  of 
happy  faces , the  bridal  pair  arrived  at  their  home. 

“Ah!  Clarence,  (for  so  I must  still  call  you,)”  said  Flora, 
her  beautiful  eyes  streaming  with  delicious  tears,  “let  ns  never 
leave  these  kind  hearts;  let  us  live  amongst  them,  and  strive  to 
repay  and  deserve  the  blessings  which  they  shower  upon  us!  is 
not  Benevolence , dearest , better  than  Ambition  ? ” 

“ Can  it  not  rather , my  own  Flora , be  Ambition  itself?  ” 
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CONCLUSION. 

Soreityon,  merry  gentlemen. 

Montieur  Thomas. 

The  Author  has  now  only  to  take  his  leave  of  the  less  import 
tant  characters  whom  he  has  assembled  together;  and  then,  all 
due  courtesy  to  his  numerous  guests  being  performed , to  retire 
himself  to  repose. 

First,  then,  for  Mr.  Morris  Brown:  — In  the  second  year  of 
Lord  Ulswater’s  marriage , the  worthy  broker  paid  Mrs.  Minden’s 
nephew  a visit,  in  which  he  persuaded  that  gentleman  to  accept, 
“as  presents,”  two  admirable  fire-screens,  the  property  of  the 
late  Lady  Waddilove:  the  same  may  be  now  seen  in  the  house- 
keeper’s room , at  Borodaile  Park , by  any  person  willing  to  satisfy 
his  curiosity  and  — the  housekeeper.  Of  all  farther  particulars 
respecting  Mr.  Morris  Brown , history  is  silent. 

In  the  obituary  for  1792,  we  find  the  following  paragraph:  — 
died  at  his  house  in  Putney,  aged  seventy-three.  Sir  Nicholas  Cop- 
peras, Knt.,  a gentleman  well  known  on  the  Exchange  for  his  fa- 
cetious humour.  Several  of  his  bons-mots  are  still  recorded  in 
the  Common  council.  When  residing,  many  years  ago,  in  (he 
suburbs  of  London , this  worthy  gentleman  was  accustomed  to 
go  from  his  own  house  to  the  Exchange  in  a coach  called  ‘ the 
Swallow,’  that  passed  his  door  just  at  breakfast- time;  upon 
which  occasion  he  was  wont  wittily  to  observe  to  his  accomplished 
spouse  — ‘And  now,  Mrs.  Copperas,  having  swallowed  in  the 
roll , I will  e’en  roll  in  the  Swallow ! ” His  whole  property  is  left  to 
Adolphus  Copperas , Esq.,  Banker.” 

And  in  the  next  year  we  discover  — 

“Died,  on  Wednesday  last,  at  her  jointure  house.  Putney, 
in  her  sixty- eighth  year,  the  amiable  and  elegant  Lady  Copperas, 
relict  of  the  late  Sir  Nicholas,  Knt.” 

Lord  Aspeden  was  a frequent  guest  at  the  house  of  Lord  Uls- 
water,  delighting  every  one  with  his  graceful  urbanity.  By  a note 
of  the  latter  (dated  twenty- four  years  after  his  marriage , and  now 
in  our  possession) , we  find  his  lordship  attributed  the  failure  of 
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his  eldest  son,  in  an  election  for  the  county,  entirely  to  the  envy 
excited  by  some  conrtly  compliment  of  our  ci-devant  Minister; 
we  may  therefore  conclude  that  this  polished  Diplomatist  arrived  at 
a good  old  age. 

Mr.  Trollolop,  having  exhausted  the  whole  world  of  metaphy- 
sics, died,  like  Descartes , "in  believing  he  had  left  nothing  un- 
explained.” 

Mr.  Callythorpe  entered  the  House  of  Commons , at  the  time 
of  the  French  Revolution.  He  distinguished  himself  by  many  votes 
in  favour  of  Mr.  Pitt,  and  one  speech  which  ran  thus:  "Sir,  I be- 
lieve my  right  honourable  friend  who  spoke  last  (Mr.  Pitt),  designs 
to  ruin  the  country;  but  I will  support  him  through  all ; Honour- 
able Gentlemen  may  laugh  — but  I ’m  a true  Briton , and  will  not 
serve  my  friend  the  less  because  I scorn  to  flatter  him.” 

Sir  Christopher  Findlater  lost  his  life  by  an  accident  arising 
from  the  upset  of  his  carriage ; his  good  heart  not  having  suffered 
him  to  part  with  a drunken  coachman. 

Mr.  Glumford  turned  miser  in  his  old  age;  and  died  of  want, 
and  an  extravagant  son. 

Our  honest  Cole  and  his  wife  were  always  among  the  most  wel- 
come visitors  at  Lord  Ulswater’s.  In  his  extreme  old  age,  the  ex- 
king  took  a journey  to  Scotland,  to  see  the  Author  of  "The  Lay  of 
the  Last  Minstrel.”  Nor  should  we  do  justice  to  the  chief’s  critical 
discernment  if  we  neglected  to  record  that,  from  the  earliest  dawn 
of  that  great  luminary  of  our  age,  he  predicted  its  meridian  splen- 
dour. The  eldest  son  of  the  gipsy-monarch  inherited  bis  father’s 
spirit,  and  is  yet  alive,  a general,  and  G.  C.  B. 

Mr.  Harrison  married  Miss  Elizabeth , and  succeeded  to  the 
Golden  Fleece. 

The  Duke  of  Haverfield  and  Lord  Ulswater  continued  their 
friendship  through  life;  and  the  letters  of  our  dear  Flora  to  her 
correspondent,  Eleanor,  did  not  cease,  even  with  that  critical 
and  perilous  period  to  all  maiden  correspondence  — Marriage.  If 
we  may  judge  from  the  subsequent  letters  which  we  have  been  per- 
mitted to  see,  Eleanor  never  repented  her  brilliant  nuptials,  nor 
discovered  (as  the  Duchess  of — once  said  from  experience),  "that 
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Dukes  are  as  intolerable  for  husbands  as  they  are  delightful  fur 
matches.” 

And  Isabel  Mordaunt?  — Ah!  not  in  these  pages  shall  her 
history  be  told  even  in  epitome.  Perhaps  for  some  future  narra- 
tive , her  romantic  and  eventful  fate  may  be  reserved.  Suffice  it  for 
the  present,  that  the  childhood  of  the  young  heiress  passed  in 
the  house  of  Lord  Ulswater,  whose  proudest  boast,  through  a 
triumphant  and  prosperous  life,  was  to  have  been  her  father’s 
friend;  and  that  as  she  grew  up,  she  inherited  her  mother’s  beauty 
and  gentle  heart,  and  seemed  to  bear  in  her  deep  eyes  and  melan- 
choly smile  some  remembrance  of  the  scenes  in  which  her  first  in- 
fancy had  been  passed. 

But  for  Him , the  husband  and  the  father,  whose  trials  through 
this  wrong  world  I have  portrayed  — for  him  let  there  be  neither 
murmurs  at  the  blindness  of  Fate,  nor  sorrow  at  the  darkness  of 
his  doom.  Better  that  the  lofty  and  bright  spirit  should  pass  away 
before  the  petty  business  of  life  had  bowed  it,  or  the  sordid  mists 
of  this  low  earth  breathed  a shadow  on  its  lustre ! Who  would  have 
asked  that  spirit  to  have  struggled  on  for  years  in  the  intrigues  — ' 
the  hopes — the  objects  of  meaner  souls?  Who  would  have  desired 
that  the  heavenward  and  impatient  heart  should  have  grown  inured 
to  the  chains  and  toil  of  this  enslaved  state , or  hardened  into  the 
callousness  of  age?  Nor  would  we  claim  the  vulgar  pittance  of 
compassion  for  a lot  which  is  exalted  above  regret ! Pity  is  for  our 
weaknesses  — to  our  weaknesses  only  be  it  given.  It  is  the  aliment 
of  love  — it  is  the  wages  of  ambition  — it  is  the  rightful  heritage  of 
error!  But  why  should  pity  be  entertained  for  the  soul  which  never 
fell?  — for  the  courage  which  never  quailed?  — for  the  majesty 
never  humbled?  for  the  wisdom  which , from  the  rough  things  of 
the  common  world,  raised  an  empire  above  earth  and  destiny?  — 
for  the  stormy  life?  it  was  a triumph ! — for  the  early  death?  — it 
was  an  immortality! 

I have  stood  beside  DIordaunt’s  tomb : his  will  had  directed 
that  he  should  sleep  not  in  the  vaults  of  his  haughty  line  — and  his 
last  dwelling  is  surrounded  by  a green  and  pleasant  spot.  The 
trees  shadow  it  like  a temple;  and  a silver,  though  fitful,  brook 
wails  with  a constant,  yet  not  ungrateful  dirge,  at  the  foot  of  the 
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hill  on  which  the  tomb  is  placed.  I have  stood  there  iu  those  ar> 
dent  years  when  our  wishes  know  no  boundary,  and  our  ambition 
no  curb;  yet,  even  then,  f would  have  changed  my  wildest  vision 
of  romance  for  that  quiet  grave,  and  the  dreams  of  the  distant 
spirit  whose  relics  reposed  beneath  it. 


THE  END. 
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